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PREFACE.

Most Europeans speak of ,Amemca as they do of England,
France, or Prussia, as one.of the great countries of the world
but without reference to the fact that it covers a largeg portion
_of the globe than all of thet collectively. In liké manner as
“the New England confederacy originally comprised the most
enlightened .and most powerful transatlantic provinces, and
the inhabitants accidentally acquired the appellation of Yan-
kees, so this term is very generally applxed to all Americans,
auk: too oftenused as a national, instead of 4 provincial or a
secf®nal sobriquet. ~ In order to form an accurate estimate of

the national humour, it is necessary to bear these two great
popular errors conxtmt\v in view. The Eastern and Western,
Northern and Southern States, though gettled by a pogglatlon
speakmg the same language and enjoying the same instititions,
are so distant from each ‘oth¥r, and differ so widely in climate,
soil, and productions, that they have but few features in cow-
mon ; while the people, from the same causes, as well as from>~"
habitq tastes, necessities, the sparseness or dermt;y of populagio

free soil or slave labour the' intensit§, absence, or weaknoﬁl\ .
religious enthusiasm, and many other peculiarities, are cqually
disstmilar.

Hence humour has a character as-local as the boundarl(:s
of these civil subdivisions. 4

The same diversity is observable in that of the English, Irish,

- and Scotch, and -in their mirthful sallies the character of each
race is plainly discergible. \

That of th mwh*x at once manly and hearty, and, though
embellished by fane , not exaggerated ; that of the Trish ex-
travagant, rec ea:r olhckm«r and kind-hearted ; while that of

is sly, ¢old, quaint, practical, and sareastic.

The po latlon, of the Middle States, in this particular, re-
minds a stranger of the English, that of the West resembles
the Irish, and the Yankees bear a still stronger affinity to the
Scotch, Among the Awmericans. themselves these distinctions
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are not only well understood and defined, but are again subdi-
vided so as to apply more particularly to the individual States. } hunger, lo
Each has a droll appel]a&ion by which the character of its is best as .
yeomanry, as composed of their ability, generosity, or manli- ton to_hxs
ness on the one hand, and craft, economy, or ignorance of the countries,
world on the other, is known and illustrated. Thus, there are the world
the Hoosiers of Indiana, the Suckers‘of Illinois, the pukes of = | but his o
Missouri, the buck-eyes of Ohio, the red-horses of Kentucky, .} cumstance
the mud-heads of Tenessee, the wolverines of Michigan, the egs i _StOCk’
of New England, and the corn-crackers of Virginia. | calism, suc
For the purpose of this work however it is perhaps. suffi- cast-iron .
cient merely to keep in view the two grand divisions of East genergsnt)‘
and West, which, to a certain extent, may be said to embrace “utl s ’ﬁ’-}
those spread geographically North and South, with which they tgoks. P %
insensibly blend. {)’S l:. & u:
Of the former, New England and its neighbours are pre- ooh ﬁl’
eminent. The rigid discipline and cold, gloomy tenets of the gr e te oYe
Puritans required and enforced a grave demeanour, and an ab- }{ 1}; rrl'el
sence from all public and private amusements, while a sterile t eH‘l;D 1sl
and ungrateful soil demanded all the industry and required all ]bl;l % l:‘s
the energy of the people to ensure a comfortable support. " eN . I%
Similar causes produce a like result in Scotland. Hence the 1 qwt
striking resemblance in the humour of the two people. But s Hereml.g
though the nonconformist fathers controlled and modified the pustr e s
mirth of the heart, they could not repress it. Nature is more o 1%19:},1 m‘
powerful than conventional regulations, and it soon indemni- i é) he :
fied itself in the inddlgence of a smile for the prohibition of un- nerﬁ ‘11 o
seemly laughter. ;:::;;;lis zot)
Hypocrisy is short-lived : They broug
“ Vera redit facies, dissimulata perit.” in Englaud
The Puritans, as one of their descendants has well observed,* their interc
emigrated *“ that they might have the privilege to work and and Dutch,
pray, to sit upon hard benches, and to listen to painful preach- ?on,' pﬁrhal
g as long as they would, even unto thirty-seventhly, if the orefathers.
Spirit so willed it. They were not,” he says, “ plump, rosy- Pﬂpeﬁ‘; ll’)lllt
gilled Englishmen that came hither, but a hard-faced, atrabili- FAOIDRD ¢

ous, earnest-eyed race, stiff from long wrestling with the Lord ‘i tl'. * T
in prayer, and who had taught Satan to dread the new Puritan ?‘Omb isz}s s
hug. Add two hundred years’ influence of soil, climate, and s Bae:;"

pp (

exposure, with its necessary result of idiosyncrasies, and we  which
have the present Yankee, full of expedient, half master of all btk “f',c
trades, inventive in all but the beautiful, full of shifts, not yet ww:‘f‘i’/"o .
capable of comfort, armed at all points against the old enemy, 3.1 Th

* See Introduction to Biglow’s Papers, p. xix, * See Introc
Papers,
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PREFACE. Vv
hunger, longanimous, good at patching, not so careful for what
is best as for what will do, with a clasp to his purse, and a but-
ton to his pocket, not skilled to build against time, as in old
countries, but against sore-pressing need, accustomed to move
the world with no assistants but his own two feet, and no lever
but his own long forecast. A strange hybrid, mdeed did cir-
cumstances beﬂet; here, in the New \Vorld upon the old Puri-

tan stock, and ‘the earth mever before saw such mystic practi-
calism, such niggard geniality, such calculating fanaticism, such
cast-iron enthusiasm, such unwilling humour, such close-fisted
generosity. This new “ Greculus esuriens will make a living
out of anything. He will invent new trades as well as new
tools. His brain is his capital, gad he will get education at all
risks. Put him on Juan Fernanfiz, and he will make a spelling-
book first, and a salt- -pan afterwards. “In calum Jusseris, ibit,:
or the other w ay either, it is all one so that anything is to be got
by it. Yet after all, thm speculative Jonathan is more like
the Englishman of two centuries ago than John Bull himself
is. He has lost somewhat in solidity, has become fluent and adapt-
able, but more of the original groundwork of character remains.

New England was most assuredly an unpromising soil
wherein to search for humour; but fortunately that is a hardy
and prolific plant, and 1s to be found in some of its infinite
varieties, in more or less abundance everywhere.

To the well-known appellation of Yankees their Southern
friends have added, as we have seen, in reference to their re-
markable pliability, the denomination of “ Eels.” Their hu-
mour is not merely original, but it is clothed in quaint language.
They brought with them many words now obsolete and forgotten
in England, to which they have added others derived from
their intercourse with the Indians, their neighbours the French
and Dutch, and their peculiar productions. Their pronuncia-
tion, perhaps, is not very dissimilar to that of their Puritan
forefathers. It is not easy to convey an adequate idea of it on
paper, but the following observations may render it more
mtelligible :

«1.% The chief peculiarity is a drawling pronunciation, and
sometimes accompanied by speaking through the nose, as eeu«#
for end, dawg for dog, Gawd for God, &c.

“2. Before the sounds ow and oo, they often insert a short
i, which we will represent by the y ; as kyow for cow, vyow for
vow, tyoo for too, dyoo for do, &c.

«“B, T The genuine Yankee never gives the rough sound to

* See Introduction to Dictionary of Americanisms, p. xxiv., and Biglow’s
Papers. .t Sce Introduction to Biglow’s Papers, p. xxiv.
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the » when he can help it, and often displays considerable in- and soon )
genuity in avoiding it, even before a vowel. speakers I
“4. He seldom sounds the final g, a piece of self-denial, of these p
if we consider his partiality for nasals. The same may be Sdld ' in, to ackn
of the final d, as han’ and stan’ for hand and stand. wrong tree
“5. The h in such 'rds as while, when, where, he omits out, to fix
altogether. to see the
6. In regard to a he shows some inconsistency, sometimes @8 . walk into,
giving a close ‘and obscure sound, as kev for have, hendy for Many
/larzdy, ez for as, thet for that ; and again giving it the broad come sam
sound as in father, as hansome for handsome. mandioca,
“7, Au in such words as daughter and slaughter he pro- rigines, th
nounces ah.” barbecue, h
Wholly unconstrained at first by conventional usages, and The Sp
almost beyond the reach of the law, the mhabltants ofthe West stock, as e
indulged, to the fullest extent, their propensity for fun, frolie, The Fr
and the wild and exciting sports of the &ase megmnts from calaboose, 1
the border States, they enrrmfted on the dialects of their native portage. *
places emgneratlons and pecu]mntles of their own, until they The “1
acquired almost a new language, the most lemarkab]e feature the provin
of which is its ampllﬁcation. E\'el'ything is superlative, awful, § of an inqui
powerful, monstrous, dreadful, almighty, and all-fired. As then been
specimens’ of these extravagancies four narratives of the Ad- “ Admi
ventures of the celebrated Colonel Crocket are given, of which fluous, or ¢
the humour consists mainly in the marvellous. As they were Uf t'he.m v
designed for “ the million,” among whom the scenes are laid, dissimilar
rather than the eduuted class, they \were found to contain | amount to
many expressions unfit for the perusal of the latter, which I number of
have deemed it proper to expunge. Other numbers in both ratio of 14
volumes, liable to the same objection, have been subjected to published i
similar expurgation, which, without affecting their raciness, has many worc
materially enhanced their value. them), they
The tales of both West and South are written in the lan- ng in the ¢
guage of the rural population, which differs as much from the the IO}V?I‘ ¢
Yankee dialect as from that of the Cockney. The vocabuls ary of legitimat
of both is most copious. Some words owe their origin to cir- 4 The pro
cumstances, and local productions, and have thence been spread sive in Ame
over the whole countr y, and adopted into general use; such in the Wes
as* backwoods, breadstuffs, barrens, bottoms, cane-brake, cypress- chief peculi
brake, corn-broom, corn-shucking, cleannq, deadening, (lu/r/uu;s people 18 1
dug-out, flats, husking, prairie, shingle,sawyer, salt-lick, savannah, certain vow
snag. In the
. Metaphorical and odd expressions often originated in some such as belc
curious anecdote or event, which was transinitted by tradition,

# Introduction to Dictionary of Americanisms,

v
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-able in- and soon made the property of all. Political writers and stump
speakers perform a prominent part in the invention and diffusion
f-denial, of these phrases. Among others may be mentioned: 7o cave
be said | in, to acknowledge the corn, to flash in the pan, to bark up the
wrong tree, to pull up stakes, to be a caution, to fizzle out, to flat
e omits |} out, to fix his flint, to be among the missing, to give him Jessy,
to see the elephant, to fly around, to tucker out, to use up, to
metimes | walk into, to mizzle, to absquatulate, to cotton, to hifer, §e.
ndy for | Many have been adopted from the Indians; from corn,
e broad come samp, hominy, and sapawn ; from the manive plant,
mandioca, and tapioca ; and from articles peculiar to the abo-
he pro- rigines, the words canoe, hammock, tobacco, mocassin, pemmican,
barbecue, hurricane, pow-wow.
res, and The Spaniards have contributed their share to the general
e West stock, as canyon, cavortin, chaparral, pistareen, rancho, vamos.
, frolie, The French have also furnished many more, such as cacke,
ts from calaboose, bodette, bayou, sault, levee, crevasse, habitan, charivari,
¢ native portage. *
til they The “ Edinburgh Review ” for April, 1844, in an article on
feature the provincialisms of the European languages, states the result
,awful, 8§ of an inquiry into the number of provinecial words which had
d. As then been arrested by local glossaries at 30,687.
he Ad- “ Admitting that several of them are synonymous, super-
f which fluous, or common to each county, there are nevertheless many
y were of them which, although alike orthographically, are vastly
re laid, dissimilar in signification. Making these allowances, they
sontain amount to a little more than 20,000; or, according to the
‘hich I number of English counties hitherto illustrated, to the average
n both ratio of 1478 to a county. Calculating the twenty-six un-
ted to published in the same ratio (for there are supposed to be as
»88, has many words collected by persons who have never published
them), they will furnjsh 36,428 additional provincialisms, form-
he lan- ing in the aggregate 59,000 words in the colloquial tongue of
om the the lower classes, which can, for the chief part, produce proofs
bulary of legitimate origin.”
to cir- - The process of coinage hfis been far more rapid and exten-
spread sive in America than in Europe.. That of words predominates
. such in the Western, and that of phrases in the Eastern States. The
ypress- chief peculiarity in the pronunciation of Southern and Western
ggings, peopl'e, is the giving of a broader sound than is proper to
annah, certain vowels ; as whar for where, thar for there, bar for bear.
In the following table of words incorrectly pronounced,
| some such as belong to New England are designated by the letters

dition,
* See Dictionary of Americanisms,
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L
N. E.; those exclusively Western, by the letter W.; the
Southern words by 8.; the rest are common to various parts
of the Union. In this attempt at classification shere are
doubtless errors and imperfections; for an emigrant from
Vermont to Illinois would introduce the provincialisms of his
native'district into his new residence.

‘Arter » Jor After. Larnin - Jor Learning,
Ary 4y Either. Lives sy Lief.
Attackted sy Attack’d. Leetle s - Little.
Anywheres » Anywhere. Nary y» Neither,
Bachelder ,, Bachelor, Ourn sy Ours.
Bagnet s Bayonet. Perlite s Polite.

Bar ,» Bear, W, Racket sy Rocket.
Becase ,» Because, Rale s Real.

Bile sy Boil. Rench sy Rince.
Cheer s Chair, Rheumatiz » Rheumatism,
Chimbly sy Chimney. Ruff » Roof, N.E.
Cupalo y» Cupola, Sarcer » Saucer.
Cotch’d sy Caught. Sarce s Sauce.
Critter .4y Creature, Sarve y» Serve.
Curous s Curious, - Sass sy Sauce.

Dar 35 Date, W Sassy y» Saucy.
Darter sy Daughter, Scace sy Scarce.
Deu sy Do, N.E. Scass y» Scarce, W,
Delightsome y» Delightful, Sen y» Since, W,
Drownded s Drown’d. Shay yy Chaise, N.E.
Druv sy Drove, W, Shet yy Shut, S,
Dubous ,» Dubious, Sistern ., sy Sisters, W,
Eend s End, Sich s Such,
Everywheres » Everywhere. Sot y» Sat.

Gal y Girl. Sorter sy Sort of.

Gin s Give, Stan sy Stand, N.E.
Git o Gk Star sy Stair, W,
Gineral ,, General, Stun 4y Stone, N.E.
Guy s Gave, Stiddy y» Steady, N.E,
Gownd » Gown. Spettacle y» Spectacle.
Har s Hair, W, Spile sy Spoil.

Hath = ,, Hearth, S, Squiach s Quench.
Hender ,» Hinder. Streech s Stretch, W.
Hist ., Hoist, Suthin y» Something.
Hum ,, Home, N.E. Tech, 4y Touch,
Humbly »» Homely, N.E.| Tepd s Attend.
Hull y» Whole, W, Tell’'d sy Told, N.E,
Ile i U Thar sy There, W.
Innemy » Enemy. Timersome s» Timorous,
Jaunders y» Jaundice. Tossel » Tassel,

Jest o JOBE Umberell y» Umbrella,
Jeems 4y James. Varmint sy Vermin, W,
Jine s, Join, Wall » Well, N.E.
Jist 5y Joist,® ‘Whar » Where, W,
Kittle sy Kettle. Yaller » Yellow.
Kiver » Cover. Yourn 5 ee  TOUES:
Larn sy Learn,
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PREFACE. ix

Until lately the humour of the Americans has been chiefly
oral. Up to the period when the publication of the first
American “ Sporting Magazine "’ was commenced at Baltimore,
in 1829, and which was immediately followed by the publication,
in New York, of “The Spirit of the Times,” there existed no
such class of writers in the United States, as have since that
recent day conferred such popularity on this description of
literature.

The New York “ Constellation ”” * was the only journal ex-
pressly devoted fo wit and humour; but “ The Spirit of the
Times ”’ soon became the general receptacle of all these fugitive
productions. The ability with which it was conducted, and the
circulation it enjoyed, induced the proprietors of other periodi-
cals to solicit contributions similar to those which were attract-
ing so much attention in that paper. To collect, arrange, and pre-
serve these specimens of American humour, and present them
to the British reader in an unobjectionable shape, is the object
of this compilation.

* See Porter’s account of “The Spirit of the Times.”
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TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR,

A
MY FIRST AND LAST SPEECH IN THE GENERAL COURT.

Ir I live a thousand years, I shall never forget the day I was
chosen representative. Isaac Longlegs ran himself out of a
vear's growth to bring me the news, for I staid away from
town meeting out of dignity, as the way is, being a candidate.
At first I could not believe it; though when I spied Isaac
coming round Slouch’s corner, with his coat-tails Xapping in
the wind, and pulling straight ahead for our house, I felt certain
that something was the matter, and my heart began to bump,
bump so, under my jacket, that it was a wonder it didn’t knock
a button off. However, I put on a bold face, and when Isaac
came bolting into the house I pretended not to be thinking
about it.

“ Lieutenant Turniptop ! says Isaac, “huh, huhb, you've
got the election.”

_ “Got what ?” says I, pretending to be surprised, in a cool-
ish sort of a way.

“Got the election,” says he, “all hollow. You've got a
majority of thirteen—a clear majority—clean, smack smooth,
and no two words about it !” -

“Pooh!” says I, trying to keep cool, though at the same
time I felt all over—I can’t tell how—my skin didn’t seem to
fit me. “Pooh!” says I again; but the idea of going into
public life, and being called Squire Turniptop, was almost too
much for me. I seemed to feeﬂ as if I was standing on the tip
top of the north pole, with my head above the clouds, the sun
on one side, and the moon on the other. “ Got the election ?”
says I; ahem! hem! hem!” And se I tried to put ona
proper dignity, but it was hard work. “Got a majority ?”

says I, once more.
1
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“ As sure as a gun,” says Isaac. “I heard it with my own
ears. Squire Dobbs read it off to the whole meeting. ‘Tobias
Turniptop has fifty-nine, and—is—chosen!’” :

I thought I should have choked! six millions of glorious
ideas seemed to be swelling up all at one time within me. I
had just been reading Doctor Growler's sermon on the end of
the world, but now I thought the world was only beginning.

“You're representative to the Gineral Court,” said Isaac,
striking his forefinger into the palm of his left hand, with as
much emphasis as 1f a new world had been created.

I felt more magnanimous than ever. :

“I shan’t accept,” says I. (The Lord pardon me for
lying.)

“Shan’t accept!” screamed out Isaac in the greatest amaze-
ment, his great goggle eyes starting out of his head, * Shall I
go back and tell them so?”

“I mean I'll take it into consideration,” said I, trying to
look as important as I could. “It’s an office of great respon-
. sibility, Isaac,” 1 said; “but I'll think of it, and after ‘mature
deliberation, if my constituents insist upon my going—Isaac,
what'll you take to drink ?”’

I could not shut my eyes to sleep all that night; and did
nothing but think of the General Court, and how 1 should look
in the great hall of the State House, marching up to my seat
to take possession. I determined right off to have a bran new
blue coat with brass buttons; but on second thoughts, 1 re-
membered hearing Colonel Crabtree say that the Members
wore their wrappers. So I concluded that my pepper-and-salt
coat, with the blue satinet pantaloons, would do very well. I
decided though to have my drab hat new ironed, and counter-
manded the orders for the cow-hide boots, because kid skin
would be more genteel. In addition to this, because public
men should be liberal, anud make a more respectable appearance
than common folks, I didn’t hesitate long in making up) my
mind about having a watch-chain and an imitation breast-pin.
“The check handkerchief,” thinks I to myself, “is as gooci) as
new ; and my pigtail queue will look splendidly if the old rib-
bon is a little scoured ! ”

It can’t be described how much the affairs of the nation
occupied my attention all the next day, and three weeks after-
wards, Ensign Shute came to me about the Byfield pigs,
but I couldn’t talk of anything but my legislative responsi-
bilities.

“The critters beat all natur for squealipg,” says ‘he, “ but
they cut capitally to pork.”
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“Ah!” says I, “there must be a quorum before we can do
business.”

“The old grunter,” says he, “ will soon be fat enough to
kill.”

“Yes,” says I, “the Speaker has the casting vote.”

“Your new pig-pen,” says he, “ will hold 'em all.”

“1I shall take my seat,” said I, “ and be sworn in according
to the Constitution.”

“ What’s your opinion of corn-cobs ?” says he.

“The Governor and Council will settle that,” says I.

The concerns of the whole commonwealth seemed to be
resting all on my shoulders, as heavy as a fifty-six ; and every-
thing I heard or saw made me think of the dignity of my office.
When I met a flock of geese on the school-house green, with
Deacon Dogskin’s old gander at the head, “ There,” says I,
“goes the Speaker, and all the honourable members.”

This was talked of up and down the town, as a proof that I
felt a proper responsibility ; and Simon Sly said the comparison
was capital. I thought so too. Everybody wished me joy of
my election, and seemed to expect great things; which I did
not fail to lay to heart. So having the eyes of the whole com-
munity upon me, I saw that nothing would satisfy them if I
didn’t do something for the credit of the town. Squire Dobbs,
the chairman of our select men, preached me a long lecture on
responsibility.

“ Lieutenant Turniptop,” says he, “I hope you'll keep up
the reputation of Squashborough.” :

“1 hope I shall, Squire,” says I, for I felt my dignity rising.

“It’s a highly responsible office, this going to the Gineral
Court,” says he. -

“I'm altogether aware of that,” says I, looking serious.
“I'm aware of the totally and officially.”

“I’'m glad you feel responsible,” says he. . -~

“I’'m bold to say that I do feel the responsibility,” says I;
“and T feel more and more responsible the more I think ofit.”

“ Squashborough,”. says the Squire, “has always been a
credit to the commonwealth.”

“Who doubts it P says I.

“And a credit to the Gineral Court,” says he.

“Ahem!” says I

“I hope you’ll let ’em know what’s what,” says he.

“I guess I know a thing or two,” says I.

“ But,” says the Squire, “a representative can’t do his duty
to his constituents without knowing the Constitution. It's my
opinion tl?at you ought not to vote for the dog-tax.” :
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“That's a matter thdt~ calls for due deliberation,” says
I. So I went home and began to prepare for my legislative
duties, :
I studied the statute on cart-wheels, and the act in addition

» to an act entitled an act.
People may sit at home in their chimney-corners and imagine .

it is an easy thing to be a representative, but this is.a very
great mistake. Xor three weeks 1 felt liké a toad under a
harrow, such a weight of responsibility as I felt on thinking of
my duty to my constituents. "But when I came to think how
much I was expected to do for the credit of the town, it was
overwhelming. All the representatives of our part of the
country had done great things for their constituents, and I was
determined not to do less. I resolved therefore, on the very
first consideration, to stick to the following scheme,—

To make a speech.

To make a motion for a bank in Squashborough.

To move that all salaries be cut down one half, except the
pay of the representatives.

To second every motion for adjournment.

And—always to vote against the Boston members.

As to the speech, though I had not ?ctly made up my
mind about the subject of it, yet I took care to have it all
written beforehand. This was not so difficult as some folks may
think ; for as it was all about my constituents and responsi-
bility, and Bunker Hill and heroes of Seventy-six, and dying for-
liberty, it would do for any purpose—with a word tucked in
here and there. After I had got it well by heart, I went down
in Cranberry Swamp, out of hearing and sight of anybody, and
delivered it off, to see how it would go. 1t went off in capital
style till I got nearly through, when just as I was saying,
“Mr Speaker, here I stand for the Constitution,” Tom Thumper’s
old he-goat popped out of the bushes behind, and gave me
such a butt in the rear, that I was forced to make an adjourn-
ment to the other side of the fence to finish it. After fu]{ trial,

I thought best to write it over again and put in more responsi--

bility, with something more about “ fought, bled, and died.”

‘When the time came for me to set off to Boston, you mays

depend on it I was all of a twitter. In fact I did not alto-
gether know whether I was on my head or my heels. All
Squashborough was alive ; the whole town came to see me set
out. They all gave me strict charge to stand up for my con-
stituents and vote down the Boston members. I promised
them I would, for “1’m sensible of my responsibility,” saysI. I
promised, besides, to move heaven and earth to do something for

Squashboro
representat;
At last
three whol
way of doin
ing I wante
not to spe
gharp, tryin
cut, and too
Sometimes
happened t
when I tolc
them all ug
but make f:
there, -

The day
year! I sh:
then. Gile
reeve was 1
fighting. 1
felt asif my
scribeé ever,
though I sa
to see me

It beats
a chance to
and passed,
certain I cc
I had my s
to say “ Mz

This w:
seconding 1
the busines

It’s tru
tion, which
I to them,-

“That’s
are ?”

At last -
seemed to b
pike, and t}

The mo
vinced it wa
just so, for
gave me a j




TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR. 5

' says Squashborough. In short, I promised everything, because a
slative representative could not do less.
At last I got to Boston, and being in good season, I had
dition three whole days to myself before the Session opened. By
way of doing business, 1 went round to all the shops, pretend-
1agine . ing I wanted to buy a silk-handkerchief. I managed it so as
\ very not to spend anything, though the shopkeepers were mighty
der a gharp, trying to hook me for a bargain ; but I had my eye-teeth
ing of leut, and took care never to offer within ninepence of the first cost.
k how Sometimes they talked saucy, in a joking kind of a way, if I
it was happened to go more than three times to the same shop ; but
of the when I told them I belonged to the General Court, it struck
I was them all up of a heap, and they did not dare to do anything
® very but make faces to one another. I think I was down upon them

there. -
The day I took my seat was a day of all the days in the
year! I shall never forget it. - I thought I had never lived till
pt the then. Giles Elderberry’s exaltation when he was made hog-
reeve was nothing to it. As for the procession, that beat cock-
fighting. I treated myself to half a sheet of gingerbread, for I
felt as if my purse would hold out for ever. However, I can’t de-

1p my scribe everything. We were sworn in, and I took my seat,
it all though I say it myself. I took my seat: all Boston was there
(8 may to see me do it. What a weight of responsibility I felt!
jponsi- It beats all natur to see what a difficulty there is in getting
ng for: a chance to make a speech. Forty things were put to theswote,
ked in and passed, without my being able to say a word, though I felt
i down certain I could have said something upon every one of them.
y, and I had my speech ready, and waiting for nothing but a chance
capital to say “Mr Speaker,” but something always put me out.
laying, This was losing time dreadfully, however I made it up
mper’s seconding motions, for I was determined to have my share in
ve me the business, out of regard to my constituents.
.{'ourn- It’s true I seconded the motions on both sides of the ques-
trial, tion, which always set the other members a laughing, but says
sponsi-. I to them,—
d.” “That’s my affair. How do you know what my principles
u mays are ?”

t alto- At last two great questions were brought forward, which
All seemed to be too good to lose. These were the Dog-town turn-
me seb pike, and the Cart-wheel question.

y con- The moment I heard the last one mentioned, I felt con-
ymised vinced it was just the thing for me. The other members thought
ysl. 1 Just so, for when it came up for discussion, a Berkshire member
ing for gave me a jog with the elbow.
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; osed to
“Turniptop,” says he, “now’s your time, Squashborough s i 5

" '”p P,y By y q g constituents
or ever ! :

No sooner said than done. I twitched off my hat, and called | fg&ﬂiﬁlgg ‘
out,— posed to thi

“ Mr Speaker ! ” : vital interes

As sure as you live I had caught him at last. There was “Let u
nobody else had spoken quick enough, and it was as clear as present con
preachen I had the floor. “ Look
«. “ Gentleman from Squashborough,” says he, I heard him nature’s uni
say it. : “ Behol¢

Now, thinks I to myself, I must begin, whether or no. All the wo
“Mr Speaker!” says I, again, but I only said it to gain time, rousing amc
for I could hardly believe I actually had the floor, and all the “ But to
congregated wisdom of the commonwealth was listening and opposed to
looking on : the thought of it made me crawl all over. “Mr freemen an
Speaker!” says I, once more. Everybody looked round at me. children, M
Thinks I to myself, “ there’s no clawing off this hitch. I must freedom is 1
begin, and so here goes!” Liberty is t

Accordingly I gave a loud hem ! said, “ Mr Speaker!” for of nature’s
the fourth time. “ Mr Speaker, I rise to the question—"

horse-shoes,
though it did not strike me I had been standing up ever since we only stal
I came'into the house. “I rise to the question, Mr Speaker,” stand up for
says I. But to see how terribly strange some things work. ine or shaki
No sooner had I fairly rose to the question, and got a chance to hat;-d to get
make my speech, than I began to wish myself a hundred miles

off.

about pumnp

“A true
Five minutes before I was as bold as a lion, but now I tate the gl
should have been glad to crawl into a knot-hole. “ Mr Speaker, keeping cow

I rise to the question,” says I again, but 1 am bound to say, man mean ?

the more I rose to the question the more the question seemed sells his libe

to fall away from me. And just at that minute, a little fat tot, or a hi

round-faced man, with a bald head, that was sitting right before brought his

me, speaks to another member, and says,— wheels, and
“ What squeaking fellow is that ? ”’

us, Mr Spea

It dashed me a good deal, and I don’t know but I should and all hon
have sat right down without another word, but Colonel Crab- 4. generation |
apple, the member for Turkeytown, gave me a twitch by the "% Speaker, let
tail of my wrapper. 2

Now it 1
“That’s right, Turniptop,’*says he, “ give them the grand bald-headed,
touch.” front of me,

This had a mighty encouraging effect, and so I hemmed and was saying ¢
hawed three or four times, and at last made a beginning.

. mouth into
“ Mr Speaker,” says I, “this is a subject of vital importance.

whites of hi
The question is, Mr Speaker, on the amendment.

I have a The member
decided opinion on that subject, Mr Speaker. I'm altogether
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opposed to the last gentleman, and I feel bound in d¥ty to my
constituents, Mr Speaker, and the responsibility of my office, to
express my mind on this subject. Mr Speaker, our glorious
forefathers fought, bled, and died for glorious liberty. 1'm op-
posed to this question, Mr Speaker—my constituents have a
vital interest in the subject of cart-wheels.

“Let us take a retrospective view, Mr Speaker, of the
present condition of all the kingdoms and tribes of the earth.

“ Look abroad, Mr Speaker, over the wide expansion of
nature’s universe—beyond the blazing billows of the Atlantic.

“ Behold Buonaparte going about like a roaring thunderbolt !
All the world is turned topsy-turvy, and there is a terrible
rousing among the sons of men.

“ But to return to this subject, Mr Speaker. I'm decidedly
opposed to the amendment : it is contrary to the principles of
freemen and the principles of responsibility. Tell it to your
children, Mr Speaker, and to your children’s children, that
freedom is not to be bartered, like Esau, for a mess of potash.
Liberty is the everlasting birthright of the grand community
of nature’s freemen. Sir, the member from Boston talks of
horse-shoes, but I hope we shall stand up for our rights. If
we only stand up for our rights, Mr Speaker, our rights will

ough
ralled

) was
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him
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time,
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it stand up for us, and we shall all stand uprightly without shiver-
rork. ing or shaking. Mr Speaker, these are awful times; money is
ce to

; hard to get, whatever the gentleman from Rowley may say
niles about pumpkins.

“A true patriot will die for his country. May we all imi-

w I tate the glorious example and die for our country. Give up
wker, keeping cows! Mr Speaker, what does the honourable gentle-
say, man mean? Is not agriculture to be cultivated? He that
med sells his liberty, Mr Speaker, is worse than a cannibal, a hotten-
 fat tot, or a hippopotamus. The member from Charlestqwn has
fore brought his pigs to a wrong Market. I stand up for cart-

wheels, and so do my constituents. When our country calls
us, Mr Speaker, may we never be backward in coming forward ;

ould and all honest men ought to endeavour to keep the rising

rab- ‘4 generation from falling. Not to dwell upon this point, Mr
the | «Speaker, let us now enter into the subject.” :

Now it happened that just at this moment the little fat,

and bald-headed, round-faced man wriggled himself round just in

front of me, so that I could not help seeing him ; and just as I

and was saying “ rising generation,” he twisted the corners of his

mouth into a queer sort of pucker on one side, and rolled the

ace. whites of his little, grey, twinkling eves right up in my face.

TJ a The members all stared right at us, and made a kind of snicker-
iher
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ing cluck, cluck, cluck, that seemed. to run whistling over the and started «
whole house. Iran, and h
I felt awfully bothered, I can’t tell how, but it gave me the cussed vi
such a jerk off té hooks, that I could not remember the next too all the
words, so that I felt in my pocket for the speech,—it was not
there ; then in my hat, it wasn’t there ; ten behind me, then
both sides of me, but lo! and behold, it was not to be found.
The next instant I remembered that I had taken it out of my “Well, b
hat in a shop in Dock Square that morning, while I was com- keep flies oft
paring the four corners of my check handkerchief with a ban- I, ‘Now, old
danna. That was enough—I knew as quick as lightning that arter all, do y
I was a gone goose. 1 pretended to go on with my speech, He went in
and kept saying “ rising generation,” “ my constituents,” “ enter swum right a
into the subject, Mr Speaker.” But I made hawk’s-meat of it when I cum 1
you may depend ; finally, nobody could stand it any longer. that the darn
The little fat man with the round face put his thumb to the looked at me
side of his nose, and made a sort of twinkling with his fingers ; I was nasty e
the Speaker began to giggle, and the next minute the whole “ Well, th
house exploded like a bomb-shell. I snatched up my hat under me now ; ‘8o 1
cover of the smoke, made one jump to the door,and was down- got tol’ble wh
stairs before you could say “second the motion!” Well, I “whoa

I tell ye—an
when 1 had h
slough agin, s
t'other side, w
“Well, by
I jist nat’rally
MOS8 ALLEN, OF MISSOURI. him on t’othe
boys! Well, h
Tuis celebrated gentleman is a recognized “ hoss” certain- and 'way he wi
ly; and, we are told, rejoices as much at his cognomination as he jest stoppe:
he did at his nomination for the chair gubernatorial, last elec- kind a axed m
tion. He did not run well enough to reach the chair, though guv a kick anc
it appears, from his own account, that his %oss qualities, “ any- and right in th
how,” fall considerable below those of the sure-enough ani- off, and 'way t
mal. This is his story, which he is very fond of relating up and I, jest n
by Palmyry. creation.

“You see, boys, I came to old river, and found I had to “Well, you
swim. Had best clothes on, and didn’t know what to do. a feller pullin’
‘ What river?’ Why, Salt river. Our Salt, here in Missouri, I,— Stranger,
darned thing ; always full when don’t want it. Well, boys, you I'll thank you
knows Hoss Allen—no back out in him, anyhow! Stripped to and pulls asho
the skin, just tied clothes up in a bundle, strapped it on the “I tell yor
critter’s head, and ’cross we swum together. Well, don’t you when you wan!
think, while 1 was gittin’ up the bank, the wicked thing got away,

tol’ble near, |
as if he neve
as if I had be

1I.
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and started off with my clothes on his head ; and the more
I ran, and hollered, and ‘whoa'd,” the more I couldn’t catch
the cussed varmint. *Way he’d go and I arter—hot as tophit
too all the way, and yaller flies about; and when I did get
tol'ble near, he’d stop and logk, cock his ears, and give a snuff,
as if he never smelt a man afore, and then streak it off agin,
as if I had been an Ingin.

“Well, boys, all I had to do was to keep-a folierin’ on, and
keep flies off; and I did, till we came to a slough, and says
I, *Now, old feller, I got you;’ and I driv him in. Well,
arter all, do you know, fellers, the auful eritter wouldn’t stick !
He went in and in, and by’m-by came to a deep place, and
swum right across. A fact—true as thunder! Well, you see,
when I cum to the deep place I swum too; and, do you know,
that the darned beast just nat’rally waited till I got out, and
looked at me all over, and I could act’ily see him laffin’; and
I was nasty enough to make a hoss laugh, any how!

“ Well, thinks I, old feller, recon you’v had fun enough with
me now ; ‘80 1 gits some sticks, and scrapes myself all over, and <
got tol’ble white again, and then begins to coax the varmint.
Well, I ¢ whoa'd and ‘ old boy’d,’ and eum up right civil to him,
I tell ye—and he took it mighty condescendin’ too ; and jist
when I had him sure, cussed it he didn’t go right back into the
slough agin,swum the deep place, walked out, and stood on
t'other side, waitin’ for me.

“ Well, by this time the yaller flies cum at me agin, and
I jist nat’rally went in after the blasted beast, and stood afore
him on t'other side, just as nasty as before—did, by thunder,
boys! Well, he laffed agin, till he nearly shook the bundle off;
and 'way he went, back agin, three miles, to the river ; and then
he jest stopped dead, and waited till I cum up to him, and jest
kind a axed me to cum and take hold of the bridle, and then
guv a kick and a 'ruction, and went in agin, laffin’ all the time ;
and right in the middle, hang me! if he didn’t shake my clothes
off, and 'way they went, down stream, while he swum ashore;
and I, jest nat’rally, lay down on the bank, and cussed all
creation.

“ Well, you see, boys, there I lays *bove a hour, when I sees
a feller pullin’ up stream in a skift, a-tryin’ on a coat, and says
I,—* Stranger, see here, when you're done gittin’ my coat on,
I'll thank you for my shirt” And the feller sees how it was,
and pulls ashore, and helps me.

“I tell you what, boys, you may talk of hoss lafs; but,
when you want a good one, just think of Hoss Ailen !”
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SoMmE ten or twelve years agone, one Summeval Dennis Dennis at le
kept the “ Union Hotel,” at the seat of Justice of the county tavern-keepei
of Tallapoosa. The house took its name from the complexion justice to hin
of the politics of its proprietor, he being a true-hearted Union

I11.

TIE WIDOW RUGBY'S HUSBAND.

“ Suggs 1
man, and opposed, as I hope all my readers are, at all points to fault hirﬁ, as
the damnable heresy of nullification. In consequence of the aid for flow
candid exposition of his political sentiments upon his sign-board }eaner half, ¢
mine host of the “ Union” was liberally patronized by those adopted to se:
who coincided with him in his views. s to the “ Unic

In those days party spirit was, in that particular locality, Summeval
exceedingly bitter and proscriptive ; and had Summeval’s chick- followed ; for
ens been less tender, his eggs less impeachable, his coffee more had been the
sloppy, the “ Union Hotel ”” would still have lost no guest, its “Hadn’t
keeper no dinners. But, as Dennis was wont to remark, “ The and heels, out
Party relied on his honour, as an honest man, but more espe- treason, and J
cially as an honest Union man, he was bound to give them the And hadn’t .

value of their money.” That was wha
Glorious fellow was Summeval! Capital landlady was his The next
good wife, in all the plenitude of her embonpoint! Well-be- conclusion ha
haved children too were Summeval’s, from the shaggy and red- Court with al
headed representative of paternal peculiarities, down to little lawyers, polit
Solomon of the sable locks, whose “ favour ” puzzled the neigh- Captain Sugg
bours, and set at defiance all known physiologi¢al principles. Time pass
Good people, all, were the Dennises. May a hl;,né’ry man never liquor-loving
fall among worse ! - sight.”” The
Among the political friends who had for some years bestow- In short, ever
ed their patronage, semi-annually, during Court-week, upon the man with sm:
proprietor of the “ Union,” was Captain Simon Suggs, whose tain yielded tc
deeds of valour and strategy are not known to the public. his mind that
The Captain had “ put up ” with our friend Summeval time ant, and Sugg:

and again; had puffed the “ Union,” both “before the face As if to gn
and behind the back " of its owner, until it seemed a miniature his losges at

of the microcosm that bears the name of Astor ; and, in short, hinted to Sug
was 8o generally useful, accommodating, and polite, that nothing ﬂg_&inst him fo
short of long-continued and oft-repeated failures to settle his of funds, but ¢
bills could have induced Summeval to consider Suggs in other Court—oblige
light than as the best friend the “ Union ” or any other house fortunes ” by {
ever had. But, alas ! Captain Suggs had, from one occasion “This here
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to another, upon excuses the most plausible, and with protesta-
tions the most profound, invariably left the fat larder and warm
beds of the “ Union,” without leaving behind the slightest
pecuniary remuneration with Summeval.

For a long time, the patient innkeeper bore the imposition
with a patience that indicated some hope of eventual payment ;
but year in and year out, and the money did not come. Mrs

1 Dennis Dennis at length spoke out, and argued the necessity of a
1e county tavern-keeper’s collecting his dues, if he was disposed to do
mplexion justice to himself and family. o

d Union “ Suggs is a nice man in his talk,” she said, “ nobody can
points to fault him, as far as that is concerned ; but smooth talk never
e of the " and so she recommended to her

})aid for flour and bacon;

gn-board eaner half, that the next time, summary measures should be

by those adopted to secure the amount in which the Captain was indebted
to the “ Union Hotel.”

locality, Summeval determined that his wife’s advice should be strictly

I’s chick- followed ; for he had seen, time and again, that er suggestions

fee more had been the salvation of the establishment.

ruest, its “ Hadn’t she kept him from pitchin’ John Seagroves, neck
tk, ¢ The and heelg, out of the window for sayin’ that nullification warn’¢
ore espe- treason, and John C. Calhoun warn’t as bad as Benedict Arnold ?
them the And hadn’t John been a good payin’ customer ever since ?
That was what he wanted to know.”
was his The next session of the Circuit Court after this prudent
Well-be- conclusion had been arrived at in Dennis’s mind—the Circuit
and red- Court with all its attractions of criminal trials, poker-playing
to little lawyers, political caucases and possible monkey shows, found
e neigh- Captain Suggs snugly housed at the *“ Union.”
inciples. Time passed on swiftly for a week. The judge was a hearty
An never liquor-loving fellow, and lent the Captain ten dollars “ on
sight.” The Wetumpka and Montgomery lawyers bled freely.
bestow- In short, everything went bravely on for the Captain, until a
tpon the man with small-pox pits and a faro-box came along. The Cap-
3, whose tain yielded to the temptation, yielded with a presentiment on
' publie. his mind that he should be “slain.” The “ tiger ”’ was triumph-
val time ant, and Suggs was left without a dollar!

the faee : As if to give intensity to his distress, on the morning after
iniature his losges at the faro-bank, the friendly Clerk of the Court
n short, lnnted to Suggs that the grand jury had found an indictment
nothing against him for gaming. Here was a dilemma! Not only out
wttle his of funds, but obliged to decamp before the adjournment of the
in other Court—obliged to lose all opportunity of redeeming his “ fallen

»r house fortunes ” by further plucking the greenhorns in attendance.
. ¢ 4 H : 34 . . » .
yecasion “This here,” said Simon, “is an everlastin’ fix! a mile
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and a quarter square and fenced in all round. What's a '“ Sum, ol¢
reasonable man to do? Ain’t I bin workin’ and strivin’ all for fe_l. be easy.
the best ? Ain't I done my duty ? Cuss that mahogany box. himself up w
1 wish the man that invented it had had his head sawed off with J “*"5¢ of my
a cross-cut just afore he thought on’t. Now thar’s the sence in fellow—do yo
short cards. All's fair, and cheat and cheat alike is the order; ketched aty}(l) .
and the longest pole knocks down persimmon. But whar’s the Jil YOU 2° Tabher
reason in one of your darned boxes, full of springs and the like, up with ymﬁ.
and the better no advantages, except now and then when he kin nchlth;)lrt :
kick up a squabble, and tke dealer’s afeard of him. The i’?’r
“1’m for doin’ things on the square. What’s a man without 1t was to 1sgk
his honour ? Ef natur give me a gift to beat a feller at * old opkhls oo,
sledge’ and the like, it’s all right! But whar’s the justice in e d@he mo;t
a thing like farrer, that ain’t got but one side! It’s strange stanl (ing atht. |
what a horrir I have for the cussed thing. No matter how I e hseé -
make an honest rise, I'm sure to ‘back it off” at farrer. As my The h”‘pta
wife says, ¢ farrer’s my besettin’ sin.” It’'s a weakness—a soft kno‘\‘v %t o ste
spot, it’'s a—a—Ilet me see!—it’s a way I've got of a runnin’ b ;)]“ 89'9‘»1
agin Providence. But hello! here’s Dennis.” beé ‘ifn de "’”9_
When the inn-keeper walked up, Captain Suggs remarked il ™ Ilnb 9“,11}]-
to him that there was a “ little paper out,” signed by Tom mev‘t‘xT’ e.lnt ah]
Grarrett, in his official capacity, that was calculated to hurt " “?lm th
feelin’s, if he remained in town, and so he desired that his horse « Of ]flt oy
might be saddled and brought out. gl
Summeval replied to this by presenting to the Captain a nevez‘\p‘?yﬁn” -
slip of paper containing entries of many charges against Suggs, & vy
and in favour of the “ Union Hotel.” “};:c:;l;f,; Iy
= s?tltll :’?«ht, said Suggs; “I’ll be over in a couple of weeks et ST
“Can’t wait ; want money to buy provisions; account been i twl.llen th:
standing two years; thirty-one dollars and fifty cents is money :;)ap i sIon ‘
these days,” said Dennis, with unusual firmness. RN & O

\ » ”» . . 21,18.29. 1

“ Confound your ugly face,” vociferated Suggs, “T’ll give i .
you my note! that’s enough among gentlemen, I suppose ? g Wor‘t‘hlicartyktlr]
“ Hardly,” returned the inn-keeper, “ hardly ; we want the teful :0 tsh
cash ; you're note ain’t worth the trouble of writin’ it.” IR 90 It

“Dam you!” roared Suggs, “ dam you for a biscuit-headed Slazldex:se%f t‘}’]hf
nullifier ! T'll give you a mortgage on the best half section " l:??\]vz e}
of land in the county; soutk half of 13, 21,29!” “ b, A

“ Captain Suggs,” said Dennis, drawing off his coat, “ you've lettin’ hi contll:
called me a nullifier, and that’s what I won’¢ stand from 7o man. t.l?. m ta
Strip ! and I'll wh&p as much dog out of you as’ll make a full g~ ?Etlo’r’l »
pack of hounds. You swindlin’ robber! " g des’ d‘]‘m

This hostile demonstration alarmed the Captain, and he set tP M; gl
in to soothe his angry landlord. e So-my pru
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What's “Sam, old fel,” he sai‘d, in most honeyed tones, “ Sum, old
tET ol B 3 B fl! be easy. I'm not a fightin’ man—" and here Suggs drew
iz b " M himself up with dignity, “ I'm not a fightin’ man except in the
ogany' 0% M cause of my country! Thar I'm allers found! Come, old
W08 With fellow—do you reckon ef you'd been a nullifier, I'd ever been
the order. B ketched atyourhouse ? No,no! you ain’¢ no part of a nullifier, but

YD tf]’ you are rather hard down on your Union friends that allers puts
g z;‘r sl'k 4 up with you. Say, won’t you take the mortgage P—the land’s
T S, richly worth a thousand dollars, and let me have Old Bill.”

The heart of Dennis was melted at the appeal thus made.
Tt was to his good-fellowship and his party feelings. So putting
on his coat, he remarked that he “rather thought he would
take the mortgage. However,” he added, seeing Mrs Dennis
standing at the door of the tavern watching his proceedings, “ he
would see his wife about it.” -

The Captain and Dennis approached the landlady and made
known the state of the case.

“You see, Cousin Betsey,”’—Suggs always cousined any lady
whom he wished to cozen—“you see, Cousin Betsey, the fact

ked is, I'm down just now in the way of money, and you and Sum-
lr%ma],i, e‘ meval bein’ afraid I'll run away and never come back—"
dt hm‘ilt “T’aint that I’m afraid of,” said Mrs Dennis.
h'oh e “What then? ” asked Suggs.
o o “Of your comin’ back, eatin’ us out of house and home, and
never payin’ nothin’ !

“Well,” said the Captain, slightly confused at the lady’s
directness; “well, seein’ that’s the way the mule kicks, as I
was sayin’, I proposed to Sum here, as long as him and you dis-
trusts an old Union friend that’s stuck by your house like a tick
even when the red-mouthed nullifiers swore you was feedin’ us
soap-tails on bull-beef and blue collards—I say, as long as that's
the case, I propose to give you a mortgage on the south half of
ST aiv 21,13, 29. 1It’s the best half section in the county, and it's
9" W worth forty times the amount of your bill.”

“1t looks like that ought to do,” said Summeval, who was
¢ grateful to the Captain for defending his house against the
it-headed slanders of the nullifiers; “and seein’ that Suggs has always
oo v i patronized the Union and voted the whole ticket—"

“ Never split in my life,” dropped in Suggs, with emphasis.

“I” continued Dennis, “am for takin’ the mortgage, and
lettin’ him take Old Bill and go; for I know it would be a
1kno mf“;i satisfaction to the nullifiers to have him put in jail.”
ke a fu “Yes,” quoth the Captain, sighing, “ I’'m about to be tuk

dhe set I 2P and made a martyr of on account of the Union ; but I'll die
G 09 % true to my prinsipples, see if I don’t.”

1@ sence in
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’s strange
tter how 1
r. Asmy
188—a 8oft
a runnin’

Captain a
18t Suggs,

v of weeks
»unt been

18 money

ose ?”’
want the

if section

“you've



14 TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR.

“They shan’t take you,” said Dennis, his long, lank forn, John P. Pull
stiffening with energy as he spoke ; “as long as they put it on Rugby ? oh!
that hook, hanged ef they shall. Give us the mortgage and “Ah!I'n
slope ! —oh, Lord !-

“You ain’t got no rights to that land; I jist know it, or when she agr
you wouldn’t want to mortgage it for a tavern bill,” shouted Lord! I beli
Mrs Dennis; “and I tell you and Summeval both, that Old The ineb
Bill don’t go out of that stagle till the money’s paid—mind, I Captain Sugg
say money—into my hand,” and here the good lady turned oft his voice, Wit
and called Bob, the stable-boy, to bring her the stable key. “You're

The Captain and Summeval looked at each other like two gome thief tr,
children school-boys. It was clear that no terms short of pay- “ Who an
ment in money would satisfy Mrs Dennis. Suggs saw that the widow Sa
Dennis had become interested in his behalf; so acting upon the only daughte
idea, he suggested,—— : Charley Ston

* Dennis, suppose yow loan me the money ? “No, it a
“Egad, Suggs, I've been thinkin’ of that; but as I have in the world,
only a fifty dollar bill, and my wife’s key bein’ turned on that, still disguisin
there’s no chance. Drott it, I'm sorry for you.” “I did—1
“Well, the Lord ’ll purvide,” said Suggs. Rugby with t

As Captain Suggs could not get away that day, evidently, her money, b
he arranged, through his friend Summeval, with the clerk, not Mr Pullu
to issue a capias until the next afternoon. Having . done this, awake, for sc
he cast around for some way of raising the wind ; but the fates analyzing the
were against him, and at eleven o’clock that night he went to family relatio
bed in a fit of the blues, that three pints of whiskey had failed il  “It's a pl
to dissipate. An hour or two after the Captain had got be- red-headed wi
tween the sheets, and after every one else was asleep, he heard for anything «
some one walk unsteadily, but still softly, up-stairs. An occa- tled upon he
sional hiceup told that it was some fellow drunk ; and this was ‘agreein’ for
confirmed by a heavy fall, which the unfortunate took as soon feller that’s d
as, leaving the railing, he attempted to travel swis pedibus. Stone used t

“Oh! good Lord!” groaned the fallen man; “who’d a tumpka to sel
thought it! Me, John P. Pullum, drunk and fallen down! I another here.
never was so before. This world’s a turnin’ over and over. trembled like
Oh, Lord! Charley Stone got me into it. 'What will Sally say lum! Pullum
if she hears it? Oh, Lord!” county name-

“That thar feller,” said the Captain to himself, “is the Having re
vietim of vice. I wonder ef he’s got any money ? "’ and the bed and comp
Captain continued his soliloquy inaudibly. At nine «

“Poor Mr Pullum, after much tumbling about, and sundry “Union” con
repetitions of his fall, at length contrived to get into bed, in a Breakfast was
room adjoining that occupied by the Captain, and only separ- of the tavern
ated from it by a thin partition. watching for

“I'm very—very—oh, Lord !—drunk! Oh! me, is this breakfast,
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lank forn, John P. Pullum that—good Heavens ! I'll faint—married Sally
r put it on Rugby ? oh! oh!”

tgage and “ Ah! I'm so weak !-—wouldn’t have Sally—aw—owh—wha
—oh, Lord !—to hear of it for a hundred dollars! She said

now it, or when she agreed for me to sell the cotton, I'd be certain—oh,
" shouted Lord! I believe I'll die!”

that Old The inebriate fell back on his bed, almost fainting, and
—mind, I Captain Suggs thought he’d try an experiment. Disguising
turned oft his voice, with his mouth close to the partition, he said,—
e key. “You're a liar! you didn’t marry Widow Rugby; your
* like two some thief tryin’ to pass off for something.”

rt of pay- “ Who am I then, if I ain’t John P, Pullum, that married

saw that the widow Sally Rugby, Tom Rugby’s widow, old Bill Stearns’s

‘upon the only daughter ? Oh, Lord! ef it ain’t me, who is it ? Where’s

: Charley Stone-—-can’t he tell if it’s John P. Pullum ?

. “No, it ain’t you, you lyin’ swindler ; you ain’t got a dollar

8 I have in the world, and never married no sich widow,” said Suggs,
| on that, still disguising his voice.

“I did—I'll be hanged if I didn’t. I know it now ; Sally

Rugby with the red head, all of the boys said I married her for

widently, her money, but it’s a—oh, Lord! I'm very ill.”

slerk, not Mr Pullum continued his maudlin talk, half asleep, half
lone this, awake, for some time; and all the while Captain Suggs was
the fates analyzing the man—conjecturing his precise circumstances, his
went to family relations, the probable state of his purse, and the like.
ad failed “It’s a plain case,” he mused, “that the feller married a
got be- red-headed widow for her money--no man ever married sich
he heard for anything else. It’s plain agin, she’s got the property set-
An occa- tled upon her, or fixed some way, for he talked about her
this was ‘agreein’ for him to sell the cotton.” I'll bet he’s the new

as soon feller that’s dropped in down thar by Tallassee, that Charley
bus. Stone used to know. And I'll bet he's been down to We-
who'd a tumpka to sell the cotton—got on a bust thar—and now’s on
own! I another here. He’s afeard of his wife too ; leastways his voice
nd over. trembled like it, when he called her red-headed. Pullum! Pul-
jally say lum! Pullum !” Here Suggs studied. “ That’s surely a Talbot
county name—1I'll venture on it, anyhow.”
“is the Having reached a conclusion, the Captain turned over in
and the bed and composed himself for sleep.
At nine o’clock the next morning, the bar-room of the
sundry “Union” contained only Dennis and our friend the Captain.
ed, in a Breakfast was over, and the most of the temporary occupants
y separ- of the tavern were in the public square. Captain Suggs was
watching for Mr Pullum, who had not yet come down to
is this breakfast,
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At length an uncertain step was heard on the stairway, and “That’s
a young man, whose face showed indisputable evidence of a intimate wit
frolic on the previous night, descended. His eyes were blood- knowed tha
shot, and his expression was a mingled one of shame and fear. it—got on
Captain Suggs walked up to him, as he entered the bar-room, then came b
gazed at his face earnestly, and slowly placing his hand on his Sally will sa;
shoulder, as slowly, and with a stern expression, said,— NP She’ w(
“Your—name-—is—Pullum ! ” tells her.”
“T know it is,” said the young man. B Somebc
“Come this way then,” said Suggs, pulling his victim out with you as
into the street, and still gazing at him with the look of a stern Rugby shall
but affectionate parent. Turning to Dennis as they went out, borrow fifty |
he said,— of thousand.
“ Have a cup of coffee ready for this young man in fifteen So go over a1
minutes, and his horse by the time he's done drinking it.” “ For Go
Mr Pullum looked confounded, but said nothing, and he know how w
and the Captain walked over to a vacant blacksmith’s shop Pullum w
across the street, where they could be free from observation. “The div
“You're from Wetumpka last,” remarked Suggs with se- here Suggs [
verity, as if his words charged a crime. on my”lap a
“What if I am ? * replied Pullum, with an effort to appear game.
bold. Pullum ¢
“What's cotton worth?” asked the Captain, with an mettle.
almost imperceptible wink. “ My deal'
Pullum turned white and stammered out,— “ Suggs, |
“Seven or eight cents.” o Well, m
“ Which will you tell your wife you sold yours—%ers for ? I'll lend you
John P. turned blue in the face. ‘ ~ “You'll—
“What do you know about my wife ?” he asked. for your mon
“ Never mind about tha¢. "'Was you in the habit of gettin’ “1 only 1
drunk before you left Talbot county, Georgy ? ” “ that it migh
“1 never lived in Talbot; I was born and raised in Hanis,” Sally WOU]d”ﬂ {
said Pullum, with something like triumph. _“Well,” s
“ Close to the line, though,” replied Suggs, confidently re- [ biting his ,1’1p8
lying on the fact that there was a large family of Pullums in do b‘ett’;er.
Talbot ; “most of your connections lived in Talbot.” “T’ll swea
“ Well, what of all that ?”” asked Pullum, with impatience ; “No swea
“what is it to you whar I come from or whar my connection “no swearin
lived ?” ‘N o,”Sn',
“ Never mind—I'll show you—no man that married Billy ‘Ef, ” co
Stearns’s daughter can carry on in the way you've been doin’ —go right ho
without my interferin’ for the intrust of the family ! \Yhere his stoc
Suggs said this with an earnestness, a sternness, that com- Sally like a wi
pletely vanquished Pullum. He tremulously asked,— row t_he ﬁfty
“ How gid you know that I married Stearns’s daughter ?”’ this time.
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way, and “That's a fact 'most anybody could have known that was
nce of a intimate with the family in old times. You’d better ask how I
re blood- knowed that you tuk your wife’s cotton to Wetumpka—sold
and fear. it—got on a spree—after Sally give you a caution too—and
ar-room, then came by here, got on another spree. "What do you reckon
d on his Sally will say to you when you get home ? '

- ‘ “She won't know it,” replied Pullum; “unless somebody

tells her.”

“Somebody will tell her,” said Suggs; “I’m going home
ctim out with you as soon as you've had breakfast. My poor Sally
f a stern Rugby shall not be trampled on in this way. I've only got to
‘ent out, borrow fifty dollars from some of the boys to make out a couple

of thousand. I need to make the last payment on my land.
n fifteen So go over and eat your breakfast quick.”
it.” “ For God’s sake, Sir, don’t tell Sally about it; you don’t
and he know how unreasonable she is.”

V’s shop Pullum was the incarnation of misery.
ation. “The divil I don’t! she bit this piece out of my face,”
with se- here Suggs pointed to a scar on his cheek, “ when I had her
onmy lap a little girl only five years old. She was always
) appear game. "’
Pullum grew more nervous at this reference to his wife’s
vith an mettle.

“ My dear Sir, I don’t even know your name.”
“ Suggs, Sir—Captain Simon Suggs.”
“Well, my dear Captain, ef you'll just let me off this time,
gfor?” I'll lend you the fifty dollars.”
“You'll—lend—me—the—fifty—dollars ! Who asked you
for your money, or rather Sally’s money ? "’

gettin’ “I only thought,” replied the humble husband of Sally,
“that it might be an accommodation. I meant no harm ; Iknow
Hanis,” Sally wouldn’t mind my lending it to an old friend of the family.”
“Well,” said Suggs, and here he mused, shutting his eyes,
itly re- | Dbiting his lips, and talking very slowly, “ et I knowed you would
ums in do better.”
“T’ll swear I will,” said Pullum.
tience ; “ No swearin’, Sir ! ” roared Suggs, with a dreadful frown;
1ection “no swearin’ in my presence ! ”
¢ No, Sir, I won’t any more.”
| Billy ‘Ef, ” continued the Captain, “ I knowed you'd do better
v doin’ —go right home” (the Captain didn’t wish Pullum to stay
where his stock of information might be increased), “ and treat
t com- Sally like a wife all the rest of your days, I might, may be, bor-
row the fifty (seein’ it’s Sally’s any way), and let you off
ter P this time,”

2
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“Ef you will, Captain Suggs, I'll never forget you ; I'll think country boa

of you all the days of my life.” seen it with
“ I ginnarally makes my mark, so that I'm hard to forget,” Starting
said the Captain truthfully. “ Well, turn me over a fifty for a find yourseli
couple of months, and go hém}e,._’__’_ apd from e
r Pullum handed the money to Suggs, who seemed to ?‘lOﬂ negd nc
receive it reluctantly. He twisted the bill in his fingers, and iff he will tal
remarked,— fayourabl
“ I reckon I'd better not-take this money; you won't go together thg
home and do as you said.” ware from |
“Yes, I will,” said Pullum; “yonder's my horse at the Southern joc
door. TI’ll start this minute.” —the land s
The Captain and Pullum returned to the tavern, where the 'of all creeds
latter swallowed his coffee and paid his bill. Buck-eyes, a
As the young man mounted his horse, Suggs took him of the half-}

affectionately by the hand. ﬁecuhz}r -

“ John,” said he, “ go home, give my love to cousin Sally, ood simply
and kiss her for me.  Try and do better, John, for the futur’; of pleasure o
and ef you have any children, John, bring ’em up in the way a crowd.

of the Lord. Good-bye! ” On one o
Captain Suggs now paid ks bill, and had a balance on hand. take a trip of
He immediately bestrode his faithful “ Bill,” musing thus as he board the w
moved homeward,— e steam-boat .
“Every day I git more insight into things. It used to be, soundmg’; an
I couldn’t understand the manna in the wilderness, and the to a boat’s ge
ravens feedin’ Elishy; now, it's clear to my eyes. Trust in I was associal
Providence—that’s the lick! Here was I in the wilderness, gether. As1
sorely oppressed, and mighty nigh despar, Pullum come to me, made no end
like a ‘raven,’ in my distress—and a fa¢ one, at that! Well, passengers, m
as I've allers said, {onesty and Providence will never fail to stead of this, .
fetch a man out! Jist give me that for a kand, and I'll ¢ stand’ more criticall,
agin all creation!”’ passengers at
groups.
While I w
panions were
subjects as sui
1V. unexpectedly

hall,” that par

THE BIG BEAR OF ARKANSAS. heard a loud ¢

; Interested us—

A STEAM-BOAT on the Mississippi frequently, in making her spirits—had n¢
regular trips, carries between places varying from one to two his head into ¢
thousand miles apart; and as these boats advertise to land Bar of Arkans
passengers and R'eight at “all intermediate landings,” the of voices, uni

“
heterogeneous character of the passengers of one of these up- horse,” “ sore




TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR. 19

11 think country boats can scarcely be imagined by one who has never
seen it with his own eyes.

forget,” Starting from New Orleans in one of these boats, you will
iy for a find yourself associated with men from every State in the Union, *

and from every portion of the globe ; and a man of observa-

med to tion need not lack for amusement or instruction in such a crowd,

ers. and ift he will take the trouble to read the great book of character

g fayourably opened before him. Heére may be seen jostling

on’t go together the wealthy Southern planter and the Eedlar of tin-

ware from New England—the Northern merchant and the

at the | Southern jockey—a venerable bishop and a desperate gambler

Q —the land speculator and the honest farmer—professional men

ere the Vof all creeds and characters—Wolvereens, Suckers, Hoosiers,

Buck-eyes, and Corncrackers, beside a “plentiful sprinkling”

»k him of the half-horse and half-alligator species of men, who are

Eeculiar to “old Mississippi,” and who appear to gain a liveli-

1 Sally ood simply by going ui) and down the river. In the pursuit
fatur’ : of pleasure or business I have frequently found myself 1 such
he way a crowd. : ; .

On one occasion, when in New Orleans, I had occasion to

1 hand. take a trip of a few miles up the Mississippi, and I hurried on
s a8 he board the well-known high-pressure-and-beat-every-thing ”
steam-boat  Irivincible,” just as the last note of the last bell was
| to be, sounding ; and when the confusion and bustle that is natural
nd the to a boat’s getting under way had subsided, I discovered that
baikt n I was associated in as heterogeneous a crowd as was ever got to-
erness, gether. As my trip was to be of a few hours’ duration only, I
0 me made no endeavours to become acquainted with my fellow-
Well: passengers, most of whom would be together many days. In-
fail to stead of this, I took out of my pocket the “latest paper,” and
stand * more critically than usual examined its contents ; my fellow-
| passengers at the same time disposed of themselves in little

Jroups.

While T was thus busily employed in reading, and my com- \
panions were more busily still employed in discussing such
subjects as suited their humours best, we were startled most
unexpectedly by a loud Indian whoop, uttered in the * social
hall,” that part of the cabin fitted off for a bar ; then was to be
heard a loud crowing, which would not have continued to have -
interested us—such sounds being quite common in that place of

ng her | spirits—had not the hero of these windy accomplishments stuck
to two his head into the cabin and hallooed out, “ Hurrd for the Big
y land Bar of Arkansaw!” and then might be heard a confused hum .
» the of voices, unintelligible, save in such broken sentences .as
» up- “horse,” “soreamer,” “lightning is-slow,” &c.

2 *
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As might have been expected, this continued interruption
attracted the attention of every one in the cabin; all convers-
ation dropped, and in the midst of this surprise, the Big Bar ”
walked into<the cabin, took a chair, put his feet on the stove,
and looking back over his shoulder passed the general and
familiar salute of * Strangers, how are you?” He then ex-
pressed himself a8 much at home as if he had been at “the
Forks of Cypress,” and “ perhaps a littlé more so.’

There was something about the intruder that won the heart
on sight. He appeared to be a man enjoying perfect health
and contentment : his eyes were as sparkling as diamonds, and
good-natured to simplicity. Then his perfect confidence in "him-
self was irresistibly droll.

“ Prehaps,” says he, “ gentlemen,” running on without a
person speaking, “ prehaps you have been to New Orleans often ;
1 never made the first visit before, and 1 don’t intend to make
another in a crow’s life. I am thrown away in that ar place,
and useless, that ar a fact. Some of the gentlemen thar called
me green—well, prehaps 1 am, said I, but I arn’t so at home ;
and if I ain’t off my trail much, the heads of them perlite chaps
themselves wern’t much the hardest; for according to my
notion, they were real know- nol/ungs, green as a pumpkm vine
—couldn’ t, in farming, I’ll bet, raise a crop of turnips: and as
for shootmg they’'d miss a barn if the door was swinging, and
that, too, with the best rifle in the country. And then they
talked to me ’bout hunting, and laughed at my calling the
principal game in Arkansaw, poker, and high-low-jack.

“* Prehaps,’ said I, ‘ you prefer chickens and rolette;’ at
this they laughed harder than ever, and asked me if I lived in
the woods, and didn’t know what game was? At this I*rat;her
think I laughed. ¢ Yes,” I roared, and says, ‘ Strangers, if you'd
asked me how we got our meat in Arkansaw, I'd a told(you at
once, and given you a list of varmints that would make a caravan,
bcgiuning with the bar, and ending off with the cat; that's
meat though, not.game.’

“ Game, indeed, that’s what city folks call it; and with
them it means chippen-birds and bitterns ; may be such trash
live in my diggins, but I arn’t noticed them yet: a bird any
way i8 too trifling. I never did shoot at but one, and I'd never
forgiven myself for that, had it weighed less than forty pounds.
I wouldn’t draw a rifle on anything less than that; and when I
meet with another wild turkey of the same wewht I'll drap
lum

“ A wild turkey weighing forty pouuds' ¥ exclaimed twenty
voices in the cabin at once.
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uption “Yes, strangers, and wasn’t it a whopper? You see, the
mvers- thing was so fat that it couldn’t fly far: and when he 1ell out
; Bar ” of the tree, after 1 shot him, on striking the ground he burst
stove, open, and the way the pound gobs of tallow rolled' out of the
al and opening was perfectly beautiful.”
en ex- + “ Where did allj that happen?” asked a cynical-looking
i “the Hoosier.
“ Happen! happened in Arkansaw: where else could it
» heart have happened, but™~in the creation State, the finishing-up
health country—a State where the sile runs down to the ceptre of the
ls, and 'arth, and Govérnment gives you a title to every ix&hu?:;it?
n him- Then its airs—just breathe them, and they will make yousnort
like a horse. It’s a State w1thout a fault, it 18.”
out a “ Excepting mosquitoes,” cried the Hoosier.
often ; “Well, stranger, except them; for it ar a fact that they
» make are mther enormous, and do push themselves in somewhat
place, troublesome. But, stranger, they never stick twice in the
called same place; and give them a fair chance for a few months, and
home ; you will get as much above noticing them as an alligator. They
» chaps can’t hurt my feelings, for they lay under the skin ; and I never
fo my knew but one case of injury resulting from them, and that was
n-vine to a Yankee: and they take worse to foreigners, nmlmw th:m
and as they do to natives. But the way they used that fellow up !
g, and first they punched him until he swelled up and busted ; then
a they he sup-per-a-ted, as the doctor called it, until he was as mvs as
1g the beef'; then he took the ager, owing to the warm weather, and

ﬁnallv he took a steam- b(nt and left the country. ]Ie was

e;’ ab the only man that ever took mosquitoes at heart that I know

ved in of. But mosquitoes is natur, and I never find fault with her.
rather If they ar large, Arkansaw is large, her varmints ar large, her
"you'd trees ar large, her rivers ar large, and a small mosquito would
you at be of no more use in Arkansaw than preaching in a cane-brake.”
sravan, This knock-down argument in favour of big mosquitoes
that’s used the Hoosier up, and the logician started on a new track,
to explain how numerous bear were in his “ diggins,” where he
1 with represented them to be “about as plenty as blackberries, and a
- trash little plentifuler.”
d any Upon the utterance of this assertion, a timid little man near

.never me inquired if the bear in Arkansaw ever attacked the settlers
ounds. in numbers,

vhen I “No,” said our hero, warming with the subjeet, “no, stranger,
1 drap for you see it ain't the natur of bar to go in droves; but the

way they squander about in pairs and single ones is edlfymnr
wenty And then the way I hunt them—the old bld(‘k rascals know the

crack of my gun as well as they know a pig’s squealing. They




)
23 TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR.

grow thin in our parts, it frightens them so, and they do take then to see
the noise dreadfully, poor things. That gun of mine is a per- his sides sir
fect epidemic among bar : if not watched closely, it will go off fat he could
as quick on a warm scent as my dog Bowie-knife will : and then me naked ir
that dog—whew ! why the fellow thinks that the world is full bullet-hole
of bar, he finds them so easy. It’s lucky he don’t talk as well was made ¢
as think ; for with his natural modesty, if he should suddenly bust his bile
learn how much he is acknowledged to be ahead of all other “ That ¢
dogs in the universe, he would be astonished to death in two must have b
minutes. Strangers, that dog knows a bar’s way as well as a “ Strang
horse-jockey knows a woman’s: he always barks at the right blowing off «
time, bites at the exact place, and whips without getting a mint had b
scratch. I never could tell whether he was made expressly miles farther
to hunt bar, or whether bar was made expressly for him pect to meet
to hunt: any way, I believe they were ordained to go to- himself intc
gether as naturally as Squire Jones says a man and woman is, onlikelier thi
when he moralizes in marrying a couple. In fact, Jones once “ Wheret
said, said he,— foreigner, wi

“¢ Marriage, according to law, is a civil contract of divine

“ Why, 1

origin ; it’s common to all countries as well as Arkansaw, and settlement, o)
people take to it as naturally as Jim Doggett’s Bowie-knife fect location,
takes to bar.” ” until the rive
“ What season of the year do your hunts take place ? ” in- remedied the

quired a gentlemanly foreigner, who, from some peculiarities of viver—a grea
his baggage, 1 suspected to be an Englishman, on some hunting ean now rol
expedition, probably at the foot of the Rocky Mountains. from a boat, .
“The season for bar hunting, stranger,” said the man of ment, as toth
Arkansaw, “is generally all the year round, and the hunts take it too fast, ar
place about as regular. I read in history that varmints have ger,a month
their fat seasdn and their lean season. That is not the case ate my place.
in Arkansaw : feeding as they do upon the spontenacious pro- and hominy, y
ductions of the sile, they have one continued fat season the tress of bar-
year round : though in winter, things in this way is rather hull, stuffed -
more greasy than in summer, I must admit. For that reason, " put you tos
bar with us run in warm weather, but in winter they only your body.
waddle. Fat, fat! it’s an enemy to speed ; it tames everything land—the goy
that has plenty of it. I have seen wild turkeys, from its in. - of. Such tim
fluence, as gentle as chickens. Run a bar in this fat condition, serve anythin
and the way it improves the critter for eating is amazing ; it young ; thin
sort of mixes the ile up with the meat, until you can’t tell - planted in thc
t’other from which. g’ve done this often. -1 recollect one fine start, and
perty morning in particular, of putting an eld he fellow on the from growing.
stretch, and considering the weight he carried, he run well. bisiness, and
But the dogs soon tired him down, afid when I came up with when I accider
him, wasn’t he in a beautiful sweat—I might say fever; and place, with ax
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do take then to see his tongue sticking out of his mouth a feet, and
8 a per- his sides sinking and opening like a bellows, and his cheeks so
1 go off fat he couldn’t look cross. In this fix I blazed at him, and pitch
nd then me naked into a briar patch if the steam didn’t come out of the
1 is full bullet-hole ten foot in a straight line. The fellow, I reckon,
as well was made on the high-pressure system, and the lead sort of
1ddenly bust his biler.”

1 other “ That column of steam was rather curious, or else the bear
in two must have been warm,” observed the foreigner, with a laugh.
ell as a “ Stranger, as you observe, that bar was warm, and the
1e right blowing off of the steam showed it, and also how hard the var-
tting a mint had been run. I have no doubt if he had kept on two

pressly miles farther, his insides would have been stewed ; and I ex-

or him pect to meet with a varmint yet of extra bottom, who will run
go to- himself into a skinful of bar’s grease : it is possible ; much
man is, onlikelier things have happened.”
)8 once “ Whereabouts are these bears so abundant ?”” inquired the
foreigner, with increasing interest.

divine “ Why, stranger, they inhabit the neighbourhood of my
w, and settlement, one of the prettiest places on old Mississippi—a per-
e-knifo fect location, and no mistake ; a place that had some defects,

until the river made the ¢ cut-off’ at ¢ Shirt-tail Bend ;' and that

?” in- remedied the evil, as it brought my cabin on the edge of the
ities of viver—a great advantage in wet weather, I assure you, as you
unting ean now roll a barrel of whiskey into my yard in high water
3 from a boat, as easy as falling off a log. It’s a great improve-
nan of ment, as toting it by land in a jug, as I used to do, evaporated
ts take it too fast, and it became expensive. Just stop with me, stran-
8 have ger, a month or two,%®r a year, if you like, and you will appreci-
e case | ate my place. I can give you plenty to eat ; for, beside hog
8 pro- and hominy, you can have bar-ham and bar-sausages, and a mat-
m the tress of bar-skins to sleep on, and a wildcat-skin, pulled off
rather hull, stuffed with corn-shucks, for a pillow. That bed would
eason, | pubt you to sleep, if {ou had the rheumatics in every joint in
* only your body. I call that ar bed a quietus. Then look at my
rthing - land—the government ain’t got another such a piece to dispose
its in. of. Such timber, and such bottom land! why, you can’t pre-
lition, serve anything natural you plant in it, unless you pick it
g 5 it young ; things thar will grow out of shape so quick. I once
t tell - planted in those diggins a few potatoes and beets : they took a
t one fine start, and after that an ox-team couldn’t have kept them
n the from growing. About that time, I went off to old Kentuck on

well. bisiness, and did not hear from them things in three months,
with when I accidentally stumbled on a fellow who had stopped at my
; and place, with an idea of buying me out. ‘How did you like
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things ?’ said I. ‘ Pretty well,’ said he : *the cabin is conve-
nient, and the timber land is good ; but that bottom land ain’t
worth"the first red cent.” ‘Why?’ said I. “’Cause,’ said he.
“’Cause what ?’ said I. “’Cause it’s full of cedar stumps and
Indian mounds,’ said he, ‘and ¢ can’t be cleared.” *Lord!’
said I, ‘them ar “cedar stumps” is beets, and them ar “ In-
dian mounds ” ar tater hills.’

“ As I expected, the crop was ofergrown and useless: the
sile is too ricE, and planting in Arkansaw is dangerous. 1hada
good-sized sow killed in that same bottom land. The old thief
stole an ear of corn, and took it down where she slept at night
to eat., Well, she left a grain or two on the ground, and laid
down on them : before morning, the corn shot up, and the per-
cussion killed her dead. I don’t plant any more: natur in-
tended Arkansaw for a hunting-ground, and I go according to
natur.”

The questioner who thus elicited the description of our
hero’s settlement seemed to be perfectly satisfied, and said no
more ; but the “ Big Bar of Arkansaw” rambled on from one
thing to another with a volubility perfectly astonishing, oc-
casionally disputing with those aroun({) him, particularly with a
“live Sucker ” from Illinois, who had the daring to say that
our Arkansaw friend’s stories “ smelt rather tall.”

In this manner the evening was spent ; but, conscious that
my own association with so singular a personage would prob-
ably end before the morning, I asked him if he would not give
me a description of some particular bear-hunt ; adding, that I
took greaf interest in such things, though I was no sportsman.
The desire seemed to please him, and he squared himself round
towards me, saying that he could give me an idea of a bar-hunt
that was never beat in this world, or in any other. His man-
ner was so singular, that half of his story consisted in his ex-
cellent way of telling it, the great peculiarity of which was, the
happy manner he had of emphasizing the prominent parts of
his conversation. As neir 1 I can recollect, I have italicized
them, and given the story in his own words.

“Stranger,” said he, “in bar-hunts 7 am numerous; and
which particular one, as you say, I shall tell, puzzles me.
There was the old she-devil I shot at the Hurricane last fall—
then there was the old hog thief I popped over at the Bloody
Crossing, and then—Yes, I have it! fwill give you an idea of
a hunt, in which the greatest bar was killed that ever lived,
none excepted ; about an old fellow that I hunted, more or less,
for two or three years; and if that ain't a particular bar-hunt,
I ain’t got one to tell.
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conve- “ But, in the first place, stranger, let me say, I am pleased
d ain’t with you, because you ain’t ashamed to gain information by

1d he. - asking and listening ; and that’s what I say to Countess’s pups
ps and every day when I'm home ; and I have got great hopes of
word !’ them ar pups, because they are continually nosing about; and
r“ In- though they stick it sometimes in the wrong place, they gain
experience anyhow, and may learn something useful to boot.

. the “Well, as I was saying about this big bar, you see, when I
"had a and some more first settled in our region we were drivin’ to
1 thief hunting naturally : we soon liked it, and after that we found it

night an easy matter to make the thing our business. One old chap,
d laid who had pioneered ’afore us, gave us to understand that we
e per- had settled in the right place. He dwelt upon its merits until
ar in- it was affecting, and showed us, to prove his assertions, more

ing to marks on the sassafras-trees than I ever saw on a tavern-door
‘lection time. ‘ Who keeps that ar reckoning ?’ said I. ‘The
f our bar,’ said he. ¢ What for?’ said I. ¢ Can’t tell,’ said he; ‘but
1id no so it is : the bar bite the bark and wood too, at the highest
n one point from the ground they can reach ; and you can tell by the
g, oc- marks,’ said he, ‘ the length of the bar to an inch.” ¢ Enough,’
A said I; “‘T've learned somethmg here a’ready, and I'll put it in
- that practice.’
“ Well, stranger, just one month from that time I killed a
. that bar, and told its exact length before I measured it, by those
prob- very marks ; and when I did that, I swelled up considerable—
; give I've been a prouder man ever since. So I went on, larning
wat 1 something every day, until I was reckoned a buster, and
sy allowed to be decidedly the best bar-hunter in my district;
cund and that is a reputation as much harder to earn than to he
hunt reckoned first man in Congress, as an iron ramrod is harder
man- than a toad-stool. Did the varmints grow over-cunning by

B ex- being fooled with by green-horn hunters, and by this means

. the get troublesome, they send for me as a matter of course; and
e of thus I do my own hunting and most of my nexo'hbours I
veed walk into the varmints though and it has become about as
much the same to me as drinking. It is told in two sentences
and —a bar is started, and he is killed. “The thing is somewhat
=e. monotonous now—I know just how much they will run, where
Tl they will tire, how much they will growl, and what a thunder-
»ody ing time I will have in getting them home.
» of “I could give you this history of the chase, with all the
ved, particulars at the commencement, I know the signs so well—
less, Stranger, I'm certain. Once 1 met with a match though, and

- I will tell you about it; for a common hunt would not be
g worth relating. ,
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“On a fine fall day, long time ago, I was trailing about for

bar, and what should I see but fresh marks on the sassafras-
trees, about eight inches above any in the forests that I knew
of. Says I, ‘Them marks is a hoax, or it indicates the d—t
bar that was ever grown.” In fact, stranger, I couldn’t believe
it was real, and I went on. Again I saw the same marks, at
the same height, and I knew the thing lived. That conviction
came home to my soul like an earthquake. Says I, ‘ Here is
something a-purpose for me: that bar is mine, or I give u
the hunting business.” The very next morning what should I
see but a number of buzzards hovering over my corn-field.
‘The rascal has been there,” said I, ‘for that sign is certain ;’
and, sure enough, on examining, I found the bones of what had
been as beautiful a hog the day before as was ever raised by a
Buck-eye. Then I tracked the critter out of the field to the
woods, and all the marks he left behind showed me that he
was the bar. g ok

“ Well, stranger, the first fair chase I ever had with that
big critter, I saw him no less than three distinct times at a
distance : the dogs run him over eighteen miles and broke
down, my horse gave out, and I was as nearly used up as a
man can be, made on my principle, which is patent. Before
this adventure, such things were unknown to me as possible;
but, strange as it was, that bar got me used to it before I was
done with him ; for he got so at last, that he would leave me
on a long chase quite easy. How he did it I never could
understand. That a bar runs at all is puzzling ; but how this
one could tire down and bust up a pack of hounds and a horse
that were used to overhauling everything they started after in
no time, was past my understanding. Well, stranger, that bar
finally got so sassy, that he used to help himself to a hog off
my premises whenever he wanted one ; the buzzards followed
after what he left, and so, between bar and buzzard, I rather
think I was out of pork !

“ Well, missing that bar so often took hold of my vitals,
and I wasted away. The thing had been carried too far, and
it reduced me in flesh faster than an ager. I would see that
bar in everything I did: ke hunted me, and that, too, like a
devil, which I began to think he was. While in this fix, [
made preparations to give him a last brush, and be done with
it. Having completed everything to my satisfaction, I started
at sunrise, and to my great joy I discovered from the way the
dogs run that they were near him ; finding his trail was no-
thing, for that had become as plain to the pack as a turnpike
road. On we went, and coming to an open country, what
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yut for should I see but the bar very leisurely ascending a hill, and
safras- the dogs close at his heels, either a match for him this time in

" knew speed, or else he did not care to get out of their way—1I don’t
e d—t know which. But wasn’t he a beauty, though ? I loved him
yelieve like a brother.

rks, at “On he went, until he came to a tree, the limbs of which

riction formed a crotch about six feet from the ground. Into this
‘ere is crotch he got and seated himself, the dogs yelling all around
ive up it; and there he sat eyeing them as quiet as a pond in low
ould I water. A green-horn friend of mine, in company, reached
\-field. shooting distance before me, and blazed away, hitting the crit-
tain ;’ ter in the centre of his forehead. The bar shook his head as
at had the ball struck it, and then walked down from that tree as
1bya gently as a lady would from a carriage. ’Twas a beautiful
to the sight to see him do that—he was in such a rage that he seemed
at he to be as little afraid of the dogs as if they had been sucking-
pigs; and the dogs warn’t slow in making a ring around him
1 that at a respectful distance, I tell you ; even Bowie-knife, himself,
i at a stood off. Then the way his eyes flashed—why the fire of
broke them would have singed a cat’s hair ; in fact, that bar was in a
as a wrath all over. Only one pup came near him, and he was
Jefore brushed out so totally with the bar’s left paw, that he entirely
gible ; disappeared ; and that made the old dogs more cautious still.
T was In the mean time I came up, and taking deliberate aim, as a
e me man should do, at his side, just back of his foreleg, if my gun
could did not snap call me a coward, and I won’t take it personal.
v this Yes, stranger, i¢ snapped, and I could not find a cap about my
horse person. While in this predicament, I turned round to my
ter in fool friend ; says I, ¢ Bill,’ says I, ‘you’re an ass—you're a
it bar fool—you might as well have tried to kill that bar by barking
»g off the tree under his belly as to have done it by hitting him in
owed the head. Your shot has made a tiger of him, and blast me, if
ather a dog gets killed or wounded when they come to blows, I will
stick my knife into your liver, I will—’

itals, “My wrath was up. I had lost my caps, my gun had
, and snapped, the fellow witﬁ me had fired at the bar’s head, and I
that expected every moment to see him close in with the dogs and
ike a kill a dozen of them at least. In this thing I was mistaken,
I | for the bar leaped over the ring formed by the dogs, and giv-
with ing a fierce growl, was off—the pack, of course, in full cry after
arted him. The run this time was short, for coming to the edge of a
y the lake the varmint jumped in, and swam to a little island in the

| no- lake, which it reached just a moment before the dogs.

ipike “¢I’ll have him now,’ said I, for I had found my caps in
what the lining of my coat—so, rolling a log into the lake, 1 paddled
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myself across to the island, just as the dogs had cornered the them, the ow
bar in a thicket. I rushed up and fired—at the same time the morning prev
critter leaped over the dogs and came within three feet of me, went into the
running like mad ; he jumped into the lake, and tried to mount knife along, j
the log I had just deserted, but every time he got half his body habit, what s
on it, 1t would roll over and send him under; the dogs, too, Yes, the old v:
got around him, and pulled him about, and finally Bowie-knife way he'walla
clenched with him, and they sunk into the lake together, black mist, he
Stranger, about this time I was excited, and I stripped off my Iraised myse
coat, drew my knife, and intended to have taken a part with varmint whee
Bowie-knife myself, when the bar rose to the surface. But a falling tree
the varmint staid under—Bowie-knife came up alone, more tripped up by
dead than alive, and with the pack came ashore. the excitemen
“¢Thank God!’ said I, ‘the old villain has got his deserts fore I had rea
at last.’ groaning in a
“ Determined to have the body, I cut a grape-vine for a rope, by the time I
and dove down where 1 could see the bar in the water, fastened five miggers a
my queer rope to his leg, and fished him with great difficulty and old long-¢
ashore. Stranger, may I be chawed to death by young alli- in every leg ¢
gators if the thing I looked at wasn’t a she-bar, and not the old bar he would
eritter after all. The way matters got mixed on that island astonish you
was onaccountably curious, and thinking of it made me more of his skin, anc
than ever convinced that I was hunting the devil himself. I leave several fc
went home that night and took to my bed—the thing was killing JH 1t was i
me. The entire team of Arkansaw in bar-hunting acknow- §00-8 Sme, ant
ledged himself used up, and the fact sunk into my feelings like ed him in"the
a snagged boat will in the Mississippi. I grew as cross asa liked the way
bar with two cubs and a sore tail. The thing got out 'mong thing curious .
my neighbours, and I was asked how come on that individ-u-al was satisfied a
that never lost a bar when once started? and if that same heard of my pr
individ-u-al didn’t wear telescopes when he turned a she-bar, of come in, like C
ordinary size, into an old he one, a little larger than a horse ? in dying ; but
“¢ Prehaps,’ said I, ¢ friends —getting wrathy—* prehaps you that bar was a1
want to call somebody a liar ?’ . When the ¢
“¢QOh, no!" said they, ‘we only heard such things as being his auditors in
rather common of late, but we don’t believe one word of it ; ol?, him connected
no,’—and then they would ride off and laugh like so many hyenas that had eviden
over a dead nigger. was also evident
“It was too much, and I determined to catch that bar, go ed w1t’l’1 the affa
to Texas, or die,—and I made my preparations accordin’. I wood,” when th
had the pack shut up and rested. I took my rifle to pieces experience. H
and iled it. I put caps in every pocket about my person for and jumping uj
fear of the lining. I then told my neighbours that on Monday [ f©.bed,—a thing
morning—naming the day—I would start tha¢ bar and bring evidently to his
bim home with me, or they might divide my settlement among
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ered the them, the owner having disappeared. 'Well, stranger, on the |,
time the morning previous to the great day of my hunting expedition, I
. of me went into the woods near my house, taking my gun and Bowie-
o monnt knife along, just from habit, and there sitting down also from
his body habit, what should I see, getting over my fence, but ¢he bar!
gs, t0o Yes, the old varmint was within a hundred yards of me, and the
toknife way he walked over that fence—stranger, he loomed up like 2
ogether. black mist, he seemed so large, and he walked right towards me.
o my I raised myself, took deliberate -aim, and fired. Instantly the
art with varming wheeled, gave a yell, and walked through the fence like
But a falling tree would through a cobweb. I syarted after, but was
e. more tripped up by my inexpressibles, which, either from habit or
1 the excitement of the moment, were about my heels, and be-
deserts fore I had really gathered myself up, I heard the old varmint

groaning in a thicket near by, like a thousand sinners, and
by the time I reached him he was a corpse. Stranger, it took

i:;ti(:&ed five niggers and myself to put that carcass on a mule’s back,
ifficulty and old long-ears waddled under his load as if he was foundered
ae alli. in every leg of his body, and with a common whopper of a
the old bar he would have trotted off and enjoyed himself. ’Twould

 islamd astonish you to know how big he was: I made a bed-spread
o Satan of his skin, and the way it used to cover my bar-mattress, and.
it T leave several feet on each side to tuck up, would have delighted

killing you. It was in fact a creation bar, and if it had lived in Sam-
sbesorer son’s time, and had met him; in a fair fight, it would have lick-
o ed him in"the twinkling of a dice-box. But, stranger, I never
e liked the way I hunted him, and missed him. There is some-

thing curious about it, I could never understand,—and I never
was satisfied at his giving in so easy at last. Prehaps he had
heard of my preparations to hunt him the next day, so he jist
come in, like Capt. Scott’s coon, to save his wind to grunt with
in dying ; but that ain’t likely. My pri?te opinion is; that
that bar was an unkuntable bar, and died when his time come.”
When the story was ended, our hero sat some minutes with

‘mong
1d-u-al
same
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rse P

psyou

Radas his auditors in a grave silence; I saw there was a mystery to
o him connected with the bear whose death he had just rﬁ!lated,
Vel that had evidently made a strong impression on his mind. It

1yenas : S
g was also evident that there was some superstitious awe conneet-

ed with the affair,—a feeling common with all ““ children of the
wood,” when they meet with anything out of their every-day
experience. He was the first one, however, to break the silence,

)ar, go

L R

g)lllei.g: and jumping up, he asked all present to “liquor " ‘before going
A to bed,—a thing which he did, with a number of companions,
brin?:' evidently to his heart’s content.

o

mong




V.
JOHNNY BEEDLE’S COURTSHIP.

AFTER my sleigh-ride last winter, and the slippery trick I
was served by Patty Bean, nobody would suspect me of hanker-
ing after the woman again in a/hurry. To hear me rave and
take on, and rail out against the whole femenine gender, you
would have taken it for granted that I should never so much as
look at one again, to all etartinity. Oh, but I was wicked!
“Darn their ’ceitful eyes,” says I, % blame their skins, torment
their hearts, and drot them to darnation!”

Finally, I took an oath, and swore that if I ever meddled
or had any dealings with them again—in the sparkling line I
mean—I wish I might be hung and choked. But swearing off
from woman, and then going into a meeting-house chockfull
of gals, all shining and glistening in their Sunday clothes and
clean faces, is like swearing off from liquor and going into a
grog-shop—it’s all smoke. ;

I held out and kept firm to my oath for three whole Sundays,
forenoons, a'ternoons, and intermissions complete : on the fourth
there were strong symptoms of a change of weather. A chap,
about my size, was seen on the way to the meeting-house, with
a new patent hat on, his head hung by the ears upon a shirt-
collar, his cravat had a pudding in it, and branched out in
front into a double-bow knot, He carried a straight back and
a stiff neck, as a man ought to when he has his best clothes on ;
and every time he spit, he sprung his body forward like a jack-
knife, in order to shoot clear off the ruffies.

Squire Jones’s pew is next but twd to mine, and when.I
stand up to prayers,and take my coat-t4il under my arm, and
turn my back to the minister, I naturgllylook quite straight at
Sally Jones. Now Sally has got a facénot to be grinned at in
a fog. Indeed, as regards beauty, some folks think she can
pull an even yoke with Patty Bean. For my part, I think there
18 not much boot between them. Anyhow, they are so well
matched that they have hated and despised each other like rank
poison, ever since ghey were school-girls. :

Squire Jones had got his evening fire on, and set himself
down to read the great Bible, when he heard a rap at his door.

“Walk in. Well, John, how der do? Git out, Pompey!”

“ Pretty well, I thank you, Squire ; and how do you do?”
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“ Why, so as to be crawling. Ye ugly beast, will ye hold
« yver yop! Haul up a chair and set down, John.”
i I'{)ow do you do, Mrs Jones ?”
“Oh, middlin’. How’s yer marm ?”
“ Don’t forget the mat there, Mr Beedle.”
This put me in the mind that I had been off soundings
several times in the long muddy lane, and my boots were in a

brick I sweet pickle.

anker- It was now old Captain Jones’s turn, the grandfather, be-
ve and ing roused from a doze by the bustle and racket; he opened
T, you both his eyes, at first with wonder and astonishment. At last,
uch as he began to halloo so loud that you might hear him a mile; for

icked ! he takes it for granted that everybody is just exactly as deaf as

rmeut he is.

“Who is it, I say? 'Who in the world is it? "
xddled Mrs Jones, going close to his ear, screamed out,
line I “It’s Johnny Beedle!”
ng off “ Ho, Johnny Beedle; I remember he was one summer at
ckfull the siege of Boston.”
'8 and “No, no, father; bless your heart, that was his grand-
nto a father, that’s been dead and gone this twenty years!”

“Ho! But where does he come from ?”
days, “ Daown taown.”
ourth “Ho! And what does he foller for a livin’? "
chap, ~ And he did not stop asking questions after this sort, till
) With all the particulars of the Beedle family were published and
shirt- proclaimed in Mrs Jones’s last screech. He then sunk back
1t 1 mto his doze again.
¢ and The dog stretched himself before one andiron, the cat
son; squat down before the other. Silence came on by degrees,
Jack- like a calm snow-storm, till nothing was heard but a cricket

~ under the hearth, keeping time with a sappy, yellow-birch

ren.I forestick. Sally sat up, prim as if she were pinned to the
, and chair-back, her hands crossed genteely upon her lap, and
hz at her eyes looking straight into the fire. Mammy Jones tried
at in

to straighten herself too, and laid her hands across in her lap.
' can But they would not lay still. It was full twenty-four hours
here since they had domne any work, and they were out of all pa-
well tience with keeping Sunday. Do what she would to keep
rank them quiet they would bounce up now and then, and go
through the motions, in spite of the Fourth Commandment.

nself For my part, I sat looking very much like a fool. The
00'1';’ more I tried to say something, the more my tongue stuck
y: fast. I put my right 1ég over the left, and said, “ Hem!”

Then I changed, and put the left over the right. 1t was no

~
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use, the silence kept coming on thicker and thicker. The
drops of sweat began to crawl all over me. I got my eye
upon my hat, hanging on a peg, on the road to the door, and
then I eyed the door. At this moment, the old Captain all
at once sung out:

“Johnny Beedle!”

It sounded like a clap. of thunder, and I started right up
an eend.

“Johnny Beedle, you'll never handle sich a drumstick as
your father did, if you live to the age of Methuseler. He
would toss up his drumstick, and while it was whirlin’ in the
air, take off a gill er rum, and then ketch it as it come down
without losin’ a stroke in the tune. What d'ye think of
that, ha? But scull your chair round close alongside er me,
8o you can hear. Now, what have you come arter ? ”’

“I arter? Oh, jist takin’ a walk. Pleasant walkin’, I
guess. I mean, jest to see how ye all do.”

“ Ho, that’s another lie! You've come a courtin’, Johnny
Beedle; you're a'ter our Sal. Say, now, d'ye want to marry,
or only to court?”

This is what I call a choker. Poor Sally made but one
jump, and landed in the middle of the kitchen ; and then she
skulked in the dark corner, till the old man, after laughing
himself into a whooping-cough, was put to bed.

Then came apples and cider, and the ice being broke,
plenty chat with Mammy Jones about the minister and the
“sarmon.” I agreed with her to a nicety upon all the points
of doctrine, but I had forgot the text and all the heads of the
discourse, but six. Then she teased and tormented me.to tell
who I accounted the best singer in the gallery, that day.
But, mum! there was no getting that out of me.

“ Praise to the face, is open disgrace,” says I, throwing a
sly squint at Sally.

At last, Mrs J)(r)nes lighted t’other candle, and after charg-
ing Sally to look well to the fire, she led the way to bed, and
the Squire gathered up his shoes and stockings, and followed.

Sally and I were left sitting a good yard apart, honest
measure. For fear of getting tongue-tied again, I set right
in, with a steady stream of talk. I told her all the particu-
lars about the weather that was past, and also made some
pretty ’cute guesses at what it was like to be in future. At
first, I gave a hitch up with my chair at every full stop ; then,
growing saucy, I repeated it at every comma and semicolon;
and at last, 1t was hitch, hitch, hitch, and I planted myself
fast by the side qg her. .
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The “I swore, Sally, you looked so plaguy handsome to-day,
1y eye that I wanted to eat you up!”
r, and “Pshaw! get along you,” said she.
ain all My hand had crept along, somehow, upon its fingers, and

begun to scrape acquaintance with hers. She sent it home
again with a desperate jerk. Try it again—no better luck.

tht up “Why, Miss Jones, you're gettin’ upstropulous; a little
v old-maidish, I guess.”
ick as + “Hands off is fair play, Mr Beedle.”
. He It is a good sign to find a girl sulky; I knew where the
in the shoe pinched—it was that are Patty Bean business. So I
down went to work to persuade her that I had never had any no-
ink of tion after Patty, and to prove it, I fell to running her down
er me, at a great rate. Sally could not help chiming in with me ; and
I rather guess Miss Patty suﬁ’erec{) a few. I now not only
an’, I got hold of her hand without opposition, but managed to slip
an arm round her waist. But there was no satisfying me; so
ohnny I must go to poking out my lips after a buss. I guess I rued
narry, it. She fetched me a slap in the face, that made me see
- stars, and my ears rung like a brass kettle for a quarter of
it one an hour. I was forced to laugh at the joke, tho’ out of the
n she wrong side of my mouth, which gave my face something the
ghing look of a gridiron. The battle now began in the regular

way.
sroke, “Ah, Sally, give me a kiss, and ha’ done with it, now.”
d the “I won’t, so, there: nor tech to—"’

soints “T’ll take it, whether or no.”

of the “Do it if you dare!” .

o tell And at it we went, rough and tumble. An odd destruc-
tion of starch now commenced: the bow of my cravat was
squat up in half a shake. At the next bout, smash went

ing a shirt-collar ; and at thésame time, some of the head fasten-
ings gave way, and down came Sally’s hair in a flood, like a

‘harg- milldam broke loose, carrying away half a dozen combs. One

, and dig of Sally’s elbow, and my bloofaing: ruffles wilted down to

owed. a dish-cloth. But she had no time to boast. Soon her neck

onest tackeling began to shiver; it parted at the throat, and whorah
right came a whole school of blue and fvhite beads, scampering
rticu- and running races, every which way\about the floor.

some By the hookey, if Sally Jones is hot real grit, there’s no
snakes. She fought fair, however, I muyst own, and neither

then, tried to bite or scratch; and when she could fight no longer,

olon ; she yielded handsomely. Her arms fell down by her sides,
| her iead back over her chair, her eyes closed, and there lay

her little plump mouth, all in the air. Lord, did ye ever see
3
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a hawk pounce upon a young robin, or a bumble-bee upon a

clover-top ? I say nothing.
Consarn it, how a buss will crack of a still, frosty night!

.Mrs Jones was about half-way between asleep and awake.

“There goes my yeast bottle,” says she to herself, “ burst
into twenty hundred pieces; and my bread is all dough
agin.”

. The upshot of the matter is, I fell in love with Sally
Jones, head over ears. Every Sunday night, rain or shiné,
finds me rapping at Squire Jones’s door; and twenty times
have I been within a hair’s breadth of popping the question.
But now I have made a final resolve, and if 1 live till next
Sunday night, and I don’t get choked in the trial, Sally Jones
will hear thunder.

VI
THE MARRIAGE OF JOHNNY BEEDLE.

SincE I came out in print about my sleigh-riding, and
frolicing, and courting, I have entered into the matrimonial
state, and left off dabbling in the newspapers: for a married
man has a character to take care of. But folks tease and
torment me 80 much to'let 'em know the particulars about
my marriage, that I don’t know that I had best sit down once
for all, and tell the rest of my.experience.

‘When I left off, I believe I was spunking up to Sally
Jones like all vengeance, and threatening to give her the
butt-end of my sentiments, wasn’t I? Well, I was as good
as my word. The next Sabbath-day I went right to work,
r meeting, upon the outer man, as Deacon Carpenter
gl by sun-down things looked about right. I say
nothing ; but when I stood up to the glass to finish, and
thought of titivating hair and wiskers, and so forth, I saw a
little fellow there that looked wicked, and says I, “If Sally
Jones knows which side her bread is buttered—but no mat-
ter, she shan’t say I didn't give a chance.”

Well, I went over to the Squire’s, pretty well satisfied in
my own mind; so, after flattering and crowing about her a
little while, I up and shew the cloven foot.

“Sally,” says I, “will you take me for better or worser ?”
This put her to considering, and I gave a flourishing
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about the room, and cut a carly-cue with my right foot, as
much as to say, “ Take your own time.”

At last, says she, “1’d as liv’s have you as anybody in the
world, John, but—I declare I can’t.”

“You can’t, ha! And why?”

“ Cause— "

“ Cause what?”

“Cause I can’t, and that’s enough. I would in a minute,
John, but for only one reason, and that I'm afraid to tell ye.”

“Poh, poh!” says I, “don’t be bashful. If/there’s only
one stump in the way, I guess here’s a fellow— "

“ Well, then, look t’other way, John; I can’t speak if you
look at me.”

“0, yes; there, now’s your time,” says I, with a flert.

“The reason is—Joe Bowers, the stage-driver. Now, you
shan’t tell nobody, John, will ye? "

‘Who would have thought this of Sally Jones!

It seemed to me the very Old Boy had got into the
women : they fairly put me to nonplush! All this time my
popularity with the ladies was amazing. To see them flat-
tering and soft-soaping me all at once, you would have sworn
I had nothing to é)o but pick and choose. I had as much
gallantry to do as I wanted everywhere; and for politeness
and gentility I never turned my back to no man. Then they
were so thick and familiar with me, that they didn’t care
what they said or did before me; and, finally, whenever they
had errands or chores to, who but I was the favourite bird to
fetch and carry ? I(was for ever and ever racing and canter-
ing from post to pillar, to do their bidding. Rain or shine,
snow or mud, nothing stopping me; and, I may say, I fairly
earned their smiles by the sweat of my brow. Then it was,
“0O, Mr Beegle! what should we do without Mr Beedle!”
But when I caught one alone, and began to touch upon the
matrimonial sentiments, then how quick the tune was changed !
0, the ways of women are curious!

Patty Bean was not the first I run against, by a long
short. I never lost anything for the want of asking; and I
was plaguy apt to talk turky always when I get sociable, if it
was only out of politeness. Now and then one would promise,
and then fly off at the handle; but most all contrive some

~ reason or other for giving me the bag to hold. One had

taken a firm resolve never to marry—* No, never, never!”
and the next Sunday morning she was published! A@®ther
chicken thought she was a great deal too young to undertake
to manage a family. At last, I took a great shine to the
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school-marm, Huldah Hornbeam, though she was ten years
older than I, and taller by half a yard of neck; and when I
offered her heart and hand, she fixed up her mouth, and, says
she, “I've a great respect and esteem for you, Mr Beedfe,
but— " and so forth. Nothing will cool a man quicker than re-
spect and esteem, unless it is a wet blanket. ﬁlBu't let Huldah
alone, she had her eyes upon Deacon Carpenter all the time.

Well, as I was going moping along home, from Squire
Jones’s, I.fell in with Doctor %ingley. The Doctor saw
in a minute that something was the matter, and he went
to work and pumped the whole secret out of me. Then he
seemed so friendly, that I up and told him all my experience
with the women, from the beginning to the end.

“Well, John,” says he, “ 1 advise you now to wait till the
twenty-ninth of February, when the gals turn round and
courted the fellows. It’s none of my*business, but, I wouldn’t
let the women make a fool of me any more.”

Well, I took a resolution, and I stuck to it firm; for
when I once set up my ebenezer, I am just like a mountain.
I stuck to it along pretty well into January, when I had to
go to singing school. I must go.to singing school, for I was
leader in treble, and there was no carrying on the parts with-
out me. But this was nothing, if it hadn’t fell to my lot to
go home with Hannah Peabody, four times running. Polite-
ness before everything. Well, she kept growing prettier and

rettier every time, but I only grit my teeth and held on the
arder.

By and by, Sabbath-day night came round, and I felt a
sort of uneasy, moping about home ; and, says I, this resolution
will never set well on my stomach without air and exercise;
and before I had done thinking of this, I was more than half
way to Captain Peabody’s. It was about daylight down as I
was passing by the kitchen; but hearing a sort of snicker-
ing inside, I s{ipped up and peeped into the window, just out
of curiosity.

There was no candle burning, for Mrs Peabody is saving
of tallow, but I could see Hannah and Pol Partridge, the

help, telling fortunes in the ashes by firelight. I turned -

round to go off, and run right against Jack Robinson. Jack
was come to sit up with the help, and would insist upon it, I
should go in and see Hannah--* She hasn’t had a spark this
month,” says he, “ and in you shall go, or I'll lick ye.”

Well, there was no dodging here, and all I had to do was
to grin and bear it. 8o in I went, and once in, good-bye to
resolution. The short and the long of it, I was soon as deep
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in the mud as I had been in the mire. But I had another
guess chap to deal with than Sally Jones now. And here was
now the difference between them. Where you got a slap in
the chops from Sal, Hannah kep ye off with a scowl and a
cock up of the nose. And Madam couldn’t bear handling.
With her, it was talk is talk, but hands off, Mister.

But I rather guess I had eut my eye-teeth by this time.
If I hadn’t learnt something about the nature of the women,
the kicks I had taken from all quarters fell upon barren
ground. There is no way to deal with them but to coax and
flatter ; you gain nothing, let me tell ye, by saving of soft
son{:; and you must be sly about it. It is no way to catch a
wicked devil of a colt, in a pasture, to march right up, bridle
in hand ; you must sort of sidle along as if you was going
past, and whistle, and pretend to be looking t’other way ; and
so round and round, till at last you corner him up; then
jump and clench him by the forelock. O! I'm not so great
a fool as I might be.

But it Was a long tedious business before Hannah and I
could come to any sort of understanding. There was old
Captain Peabody was a stump in my way. He was a man
that had no regard for politeness; he travelled rough-shod

through the town, carrfing a high head and a stiff upper lip,

as much as to say, “I owes nobody nothing, by —"” He
had been a skipper and sailed his schooner all along ashore,
till he had got forehanded ; then went back, up country, and
set down to farming. But I never tuckle to man, if he’s as
big as all out-doors. And after he poked his fist in my face
one 'lection, we never hitched horses together.

Well as I was afeard to go to the house and court
Hannah in the regular way, I had to carry on the war just
when and where 1 could; sometimes of a ({ark night, I could
steal into the kitchen. But my safest plan was, to track her
to the neighbour’s house, where she went to spend the even-
ings ; skulk about till she started home, then waylay her on
the road. Pretty poor chance this, you'll say. But if this
wasn't enough, ﬁannuh herself must join in to plague me®
half to death.

You see I wanted to let her know what I was after in a
sort of a delidate underhand way, and keep myself on the
safe side of the\fence all the time, if there was to be any
kicking. But Hannah had no notion of riddles; she would
not understand any sort of plain English. I hinted plaguy
suspicions about true love, and Cupid’s darts, and all that.
Then I would breathe a long sithe, and say, “ What does
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that mean, Hannah ?” But no, she couldn’t see, poor soul ;
she looked as simple an’ innocent all the while as if butter
wouldn’t melt in her mouth.: She was plaguy close, too, as
to her goings and comings; and if she happened any time by
accident.to let drop the least word that showed me where to
find her next time, she was so mad with herself that she was
ready to bite her tongue off.

One day she was going to her Aunt Molly’s to spend the
evening, and she went all the way round to {)r Dingley’s to
tell Mrs Dingley not' to tell me.: :“For,” says she, “I don’t
want him to be dodging- me about everywhere.” : Well, Mrs
Dingley, she promised to keep dark, but she told the Doctor,
and what does the Doctor do, but comes right straight over
and tells me, “ Gone all stark alone,” says he, “ but it’s none
of my business.”

This is the day-that I have marked with a piece of chalk.
Hardly was daylight’down before I was snug in my skulking
nest, in Aunt Molly’s barn. It was on the hay-mow, where
there was a knot-hole handy to look through and see all that
went in or out of the house. I had a scheme in my head
that Hannah little dreamt of; and I lay and I thought it
over-till she came out; and when I got Ker under my arm,
and walking down the lane, thinks I, I'll set the stone a-rolling
anyhow, let it stop where it will. '

So'I set on to talking about this and that and t’other thing,
and happened (by mere chance, you know) to mention our old
hatter shop, that stands at- the corner, that my father used to
work in when he was alive: ' “ And,” says. I, “speaking of the
shop, always puts me in mind of you, Hannah.”

“Of me, gohn P.”.says she. + *“ Why ? " .

“0! it's just the thing for a store,” says I.

“Well?” ' ‘

“Sweep out the dirt, and old hat parings, and truck—"

“Well ?”

“Take the sign; rub out ¢ Hatter,” and put in ¢ Merchant ;’
and that spells ¢ John Beedle, Merchant—" "’

“Well, John ?”

“Then get rum and molasses, and salt-fish, and ribbonds
and calicoes—" A

“O!” says she, “it’s my new calico gownd you was a-
thinking.of. Ain’t it pretty ¥ ”

“Oh!” says I, “’tis a sweet pretty gownd,” says I. “But
—1I finally concluded to set up store and get married, and set-
tle myself down as a merchant for life—"

At this Hannaly hung down her head and- gave,a snicker.
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“ And how does all that put you in mind of me, John ?" says
she.

“ Gruess.”

“T won't guess to touch to, so there now—I never!”

What I said, and what she said next, is all lost, for I'll be
shot if I can remember. It's all buz, buz in my head like a
dream. The first thing I knew, we were rmht again Captain
Peabody’s barn, “alkm" as close together as we could with
comfort, and our arms crossed round each other’s waist. Han-
nah’s tongue had got thawed out, and was running like a brook
on a freshet, and all one steady strecam of honey. I vow, I was
ready to jump out of my skin.

1t was amile and a halffrom Aunt Molly’s to Captain Pea-
body’s, and I thought we had been about a minute on the road.
So says I, “ Hannah, let’s go set down under the great apple-
tree and have a little chat, _]ust to taper off the evening.” We
now sat down and began to talk sensible. We settled all the
predicaments of the nuptial ceremony, and then talked over the
store till we thought we saw ourselves behind the counter; I
weighing and measuring, and dickering and dealing out, and
she, at the desk, pen in hand, figuring up the accounts. “And
mmd John,” says she, “ I'm not a-going to trust everybody at
the corner, I tell ye.” But just as we were beginning to
get socmb]e as I thought, Hannah looks up, and says she,
“ What can that "ere greut red streak be in the sky, away down
there beyond Sacarrap ?”

“I rather guess,” says I, “it’s a fire in the woods.”

“Fire inthe woods! T'll be skinned if it isn’t daylight a-
coming. Quick, John, help me into the window before father's
a-stirring, or here’ll be a pretty how d’ye do.”

The next job was to tell the news to Captain Peabody.
Hannah had settled it that she should speak to her mother, and
said she could manage her well enough, and it was my business
to ask her father. This was a thing easier said than done. 1t~
stuck in my crop for days, like a raw onion. I tried to per-
suade Hannah to marry fust, and ask afterwards. Says I,
“You are twenty-four, and free according to law.” But she
wouldn’t hear to it. bhe bad no notion of doing anything
clandestinely. - Then I asked Doctor Dingley to go »and break
the ice for me. But no: he would not meddle with other

folk’s business—he made it a point.

“ Well,” says I, “ if T have got to come to the scratch, the less
I consider on it the better.” So one stormy day I put my head
down against a north-easter, and set my feet agoing; and the
next thmnr I was standing right before Captain Peabody. He
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was in his grain-house, shelling corn, sitting on a tub, with an somewhere,
old frying-pan stuck through the handles; and he made the I had no han
cobs fly every which way, hit or miss—he didn’t care. But it if you happe
tickle({ him so to see'me dodge 'em, that he got into uncommon noon about
good humour. to lend, you
“Well, Johnny Beedle, what has bro’t you up here, right his lawsuit v
into the wind's eye, this ere morning ?” to Portland t
“Why, Cap'm, I've got an idea in my head.” Somebody
“No! how you talk I’ Squire Darlin
“Ye see, the upshot of the matter is, I've a notion of set- that did busii
ting up a store, and getting a wife, and settling myself down town, just aft
as a fnerchant.” was walking
“ Whoorah, John, there’s two ideas—a store and a wife.” coloured book
“But I want a little of your help,” says I. woods, this si
“ Well, John," says he, “ I'll do the handsome thing by ye. guessing. Su
If you keep better goods than anybody else, and sell cheaper, such a thrashi
you shall Eave my custom, and welcome, provided you'll take He stopped, a
pay in sauce and things. }an’t that fair ?” There was an |
“0, yes, Cap'm.” of the woods,
“And I wish you success on the other tack. No fear of shay at his tai
that, I'll warrant. There’s lots of silly girls afloat ; and such a beach-pole, pre
fine, taught-rigged gen’man as you are, can run one down in no “ Mister, can y
time.” _ “ Which S¢
“0, yes, Cap’m ; I have run down Hannah already.” name.”
“My Hannah ?” “ His name

“0, yes, Cap’'m ; we have agreed, and only want your con- “Faith,” sa
sent.” lawyer, and the

With this the old Cap’m riz right up on eend, upset the tub “Q, it must
and frying-pan, and pointed with a great red ear of corn in his With this, 1
hand, towards the door, without saying a word ; but his eyes a wink at me,

rolled like all creation ! right there now

This raised my blood, that I felt so stuffy, that T marched for ye.”
right straight off, and never turned my head to the right or “ Hannah,”
left, till I was fairly home and housed. Well, he car

“Well now,” says I, “my apple-cart is upset in good further on, full
earnest.” . And when I went to Doctor Dingley for comfort, dead tobacco-sm
says he, “ John, I wash my hands of this whole affair, from about our busiz
beginning to end. I must suppprt my character. I am a dark, and were §
settled doctor in this town; and Qhe character of a doctor, a candle. “The

bling into everybody’s mess. Then)” says he, “ Mrs Dingley, grunting along i
I warn you not to meddle nor e in this business. Let on, and a great 1
everybody skin their own eels. Hold your tongue, you fool, Well, he wen
you. Did you ever hear of me burning my fingers ?” with a right do

Howsomever, there was some under-hand work carried on increasing on tl

John, is too delicate a flower to !:3 ‘poking round, and dab- over-persuaded

\,‘.

|
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somewhere, and by somebody. I don’t tell tales out of school.
I had no hand in 1t, till one day, Dr Dingley, says he, “ John,
if you happen to be wanting my horse and shay this after-
noon about three o'clock, go and take it. 1 never refused
to lend, you know. And I hope Captain Peabody will gain
his lawsuit with Deacon Carpenter, that he has gone down
to Portland to see to. But that’s none of my business.”

Somebody, too—I don't say who—there was a certain ,
Squire Darling, living in a certain town, about ten miles off,
that did business, and asked no questions. Well, in the said
town, just after sundown, a young man, named Joseph Morey,
was walking near the meeten-house, with a sort of cream-
coloured book under his arm ; and he heard something in the
woods, this side, that, if it wasn't a hurricane, he’d give up
guessing. Such a cracking, and squeaking, and rattling !—
such a thrashing, and grunting, and snorting !—you never !
He stopped, and looked back, and all soon came to light.
There was an old white-faced horse came scrabbling along out
of the woods, reeling and foaming, with an old wooded top
shay at his tail, and a chap about my size flourishing a small
beach-pole, pretty well boomed up at the end. And, says I,
“ Mister, can you tell me where one Squire Darling lives ?

“ Which Squire Darling ?” says he; “there’s two of the
name.” '

“ His name is John,” says I.

“Faith,” says he, “they are both Johns too; but one is a
lawyer, and the other a cooper.”

“ 0, it must be the lawyer that I want,” says L.

With this, the young man gave a squint at Hannah, and
a wink at me; and “Come along,” says he, “I am going
right there now, and I'll show you the Squire, and fix things
for ye.”

“ Hannah,” says I, “ that's lucky.’

Well, he carried us into a small, one-storey house, a little
further on, full of books and dust, and smelling of strong, old
dead tobacco-smoke. Here we sat down, while he went out
about our business. 'We waited and waited, till long after
dark, and were glad enough to see him come back at last with
a candle. “The Squire is very sick,” says he, “but I have
over-persuaded him.” And the next minute, Squire came
grunting along in, all muffled by in a great coat, and spectacles
on, and a great tall woman, as witness for the bride.

Well, he went to work, and married us, and followed up
with a right down sensible sermon, about multiplying and
mcreasing on the earth; and I never felt so solemn and

\
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serious. Then followed kissing the bride all round, the cer-
tificate ; and then I gave him two silver dollars, and we got
into the s&ay again, and off. ‘

After this, nothing happened, to speak of, for about a
month. Everything was kept snug, and Captain Peabody
had no suspicion ; but one morning, at break of day, as I was
creeping softly down Captain Peabody’s back-stairs, with my
shoes in my hand, as usual, I trod into a tub of water, stand-
ing on the third step from the bottom, and down I came,
slam bang. . The Captain was going to kill his hogs, and had
got up betimes ; put his water to heat, and was whetting his
butcher-knife in the kitchen.

The first thing I saw, when I looked up, there stood
Captain Peabody, with a great butcher-knife in his hand,
looking down upon me like a thunder-cloud! I want to know
if I didn’t feel streaked!, He clinched me by the collar, and
stood me up; and then raised his knife over me, as far as he
could reach. I thought my last moment was come. Blood
would have been shed, as sure as rats, if it hadn’t been for
Mrs Peabody. She stepped up behind, and laid hold of his
arm; and says she, “It’s no matter, Mr Peabody ; they are
married.”

“ Married to that puppy?” roared the Captain.

“Yes, Sir,” said I; “and here’s the certificate.”

And I pulled it out of my jacket-pocket, and gave it to
him; but I didn’t stay for any more ceremony. As soon
as I felt his gripe loosen a little, I slid off like an eel, and
backed out-doors, and made track home, about as fast as I
could leg it. I was in a constant worry and stew all the
forenoon, for fear the Captain would do anything rash; and
I could neither sit still nor stand still, eat, drink, or think.

About the middle of the afternoon, Dr Dingley came
bouncing in, out of breath, and says he, “ John, you have
been cheated and bamboozled. . Your marriage ain’t worth
that. It was all a contrivance of Jack Darling, the lawyer,
and his two imps, Joe Morey and Peter Scamp.” This was
all he could say, till he had wiped his face, and taken a swig
of cider, to recover his wind; and then he gave me all the
particulars. .

‘When Captain Peabody had read my certificate, he could
not rest, but tackled up, and drove right down, to let off his
fury ui),on his old friend, Squire Darling. The moment he
got sight of the Squire, he turned to and called him all the
foul names he could lay his tongue to, for half an hour.

The Squire denied everything, The Captain downed the
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® cer-

re got certificate, and says he, “ There’s black and white against ye,

you bloody old sculpen.”

The Squire knew the hand-writing was his nephew’s, as
soon as he saw it, and the truth was brought to light; but as
the storm fell in one quarter, it rose from the other. Squire
Darling had smelt tar in his day, and hadn’t forgot how to
box the compass; and as soon as the saddle was on the right
horse, he set in and gave the Captain his own back again,
and let him have it about nor-nor-west, right in his teeth, till
he was fairly blown out. They shook hands then, and seeing
Hannah and I had got under-weigh together, they said we
must go to the Vice, and no time must be lost in making all
fast in the lashings, with a good, fine square knot, before a
change in the weather. So the Squire slicked up a little, got
into the shay and came home with the Captain, to hold the
wedding that very night.

How Dr Dingley happened to be in town just at the
: time I don’t know. It was his luck; and as soon as he saw
m_for which way the wind was, he licked up and cantered home in
f his a hurry. ~ After he had got through with the particulars, says
R he, IJOW,A Mr Beedle, it's none of my business; but if I had

such a hitch upon Captain Peabody, { would hang back 'like

a stone dray, till he agreed to back my note for two hundred

A dollars, in the Portland Bank, to buy goods with, enough to
1t to set you up in the store.” .
e {thought‘strong on this jidea, as I was going over to Cap-
tain Peabody’s ; but the moment I shew the least symptoms
of packing, such a storm was raised as never was seen. Father,
and mother-in-law, and Squire Darling, set up such a yell
altogether ; and, poor Hannah, she sat down and cried. . My
heart failed me, and I made haste to give in'and plead sorry,
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came as quick as possible; and somehow, in my hurry, I let out
have that Dr Dingley had 'set me on; and/so was the innocent
vorth cause of his getting a most righteouds (licking, the first time
wyer, Captain Peabody caught him.—1t w?n’t settled short of
5 was thirty dollars.
swig \z;ell, Squire Darling stood-us up, and married us about
| the right, and here was an end of trouble. Mother-in-law would
not part with Hannah, and she made father-in-law give us a
’O“]fl settling out in the north“end ?f his house. He could not
I his stomac%l me very well for a while, but I have managed to get
it he on the blind side of him. I turned right in to work on his

. the farm, as steady and industrious as a cart-horse. And I kept
on Eleasing him in one way and another, more and more, till
he

. the as taken such a liking to me, that he wouldn’t part with
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me for a cow. He owns that I save him the hire of a help—
out and out—the year rour:;lé{

There—now I have domeé. I can’t patronise the news-
papers any more. I have enough to do that is more profitable
about home. Betwixt hard work in the fields, and chores
about house and barn, and hog pens, I can’t call a minute my
own, summer nor winter. And just so sartain as my wife sees
me come in and set down to take a little comfort, just so sar-
tain is she to come right up and give me a baby to hold.

Noty Binny. The stories that are going the rounds, from
mouth to mouth, about my fust marriage, are all packs of

lies, invented by Joe Morey and Peter Scamp, jest to make
folk laugh at my expense.

P
V'
' &

/

VI
i
JOHNNY BEEDLE’S THANKSGIVING.

“I says,” says I, “ Hannah, sposin we keep thanksgivin’
to home this year,” says I, “and invite all our hull grist o’
cousins, and aunts andy things—go the hull figure, and do the
thing genteel.” :

“Well, agreed,” says she, “ it's just what I was a thinkin’,
only I eonsate we'd better not cackliate too fur ahead, for I
didn’t never no it to miss somethin’ happenin’ so sure as I
laid out for the leastest thing. Though it's as good a time
now, far’'s I know, as any-for I've just weanengMoses, and
tend to take comfort a spell, 'cause a troublesomer cryiner
critter niver come into life.”

“ Exactly so,” says I, “and if I'd a known everything
afore I was married that I do now,” says I—

“Hold your tongue for a goney, Johnny Beedle,” says
she, “ and mind your thanksgivin’.”

“Poh!” says I, “Hadnnah, don't be miffy; I was only
jeestin'—and you jist go and put on a kittle of water, and I'll
go out and stick a pig for you; two if you like.” So away I
went and murdered the pigs out o’ love and good-will to
Hannah. I rather guess the critters wished I warn’t so good-
natured.

Well, things went on swimmingly, and what was best of
all, we had the luck to invite the minister and deacon afore

anybody got a chance ; for the very moment the proklimation
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was read, I watched for ’em comin’ out of meeting, and nailed
‘em both. But as I was a tellin’, Hannah, she went at it—
she got some of her galls to help her, and they made all
smoke. In the first place she went to work reg'lar, and
turned the house inside out, and then t'other side in again,
all the same as darnin’ a stocking. Hannah is a smart willin’
gall, and a rael worker, and a prime cook into the bargain;
let her alone in the doughnut line, and for pumpkin pies—
lick! So the day afore the thanksgivin’ she called me into
the t'other room, that Marm Peabody christened the parlour,
to see what a lot o’ pies and cakes, and sausage-meat and
doughnuts she’d got made up, and charged me not to lay the
weight of my finger upon one on ’em. I telled her I guessed
she cackelated to call in the whole parish, paupers and all, te
eat up sich a sight of vittles; so I grabbed a handful of
doughnuts, and went out to feed the hogs, and to see to
things in the field. I was gone all the fore part o’ the day,
and when I went home I found Hannah all hoity toity, in a
livin’ pucker eryin’, and taken on to kill, and poor little
Moses tottling arter her and cryin’ too. I declare if I didn’t
feel streaked.

“What in the name o’ natur,” says I, “is the matter?
who's dead, and what’s to pay now ?”

With that she fetched a new screech, and down she
whopped into a cheer.

“Johnny Beedle, Johnny,” says she, and with that she
boohood agin.

“What ails 4he woman?” says I, “are you possest, or
what ?

“The child is ruined!” says she, “Moses Beedle is
ruined.”

I kitched up the child, and turned him eend for eend,
every which way, but I couldn’t see nothin’ extraordinary.
I begun to thini that the woman was bewitched, and by this
time was a good mind to feel mad. I don’t know of nothin’
that’ll raise a feller’s dander quicker than to skeer him out
of his seven senses. So I giv Hannah a reg’lar breezin’, for
actin’ so like a raven distracted bed bug; and what with
jarrin’ a spell and coaxin’ a spell, at last 1 got the whole on’t
out of her.

It appears that about an hour or thereabouts arter I'd
gone out, there was a man rid up to the door a horseback,
got down, and come in and asked for a drink o’ water or
beer, I ain’t sartain which—but anyhow he was a raal dandi-
fied chap, and dreadful civel spoken withal. So my wite and
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he soon got into a chat about the weather and sich things.
Well, while he set, the young one squalled in the room ; he'd
been asleep, you know, with his mornin’s nap ; my wife went
and fetched him into the room, and she obsarved that the
man looked considerable hard at him, as if he see’d somethin’
queer ; tho’ she didn’t think nothin’ of it at the time, but re-
collected arterwards.

She was quite tickled to see the man take him and set

+him on his knee ; but while he' was a playin’ with him—for

Moses is a raal peeler, he ain’t afeered of the biggest stranger
that ever was—directly he fell to pawin’ about his head in
sich a comical style, and talking to himself, and withal acted
8o curious, that Hannah got skeery, and went to take him
away, but he wouldn’t let her take him j#st then; he said,
“ he wanted to examine his head.”

“His head!” says Hannah, “ nothin’ ails his head.”

“ Nothin’ ails it?” says he, “ why it's the most remark-
able head that I've ever seen.” And then he went on with
sich a string of long words, there was no memberin’ or un-
derstandin’ half—then he clapped his hand on the side of the
little fellow’s sconce-box, “ there,” says he, “ do you see that
divilupment ;’ or some sich word that sounded awful.

“That's what ?” says Hannah.

“Vulgarly called a bump,” continued he.

“ It ain’t a bump too, nyther,” says his mother. “It's
his nat'rul shape.”

“ No doubt of that,” said the villin.

“Well now, if ever I heard the beat o’ that,” says she
“that bump’s come nat’rul.”

So he told her they was only called bumps, ’cause they
looked like ’em; and the bigger they were, and the more
there was on 'em, the more different sorts of capacities and
idees folks had—and so on.

At first she thought the man was stark mad; but he
seemed entirely harmless, and so she let him go on with his
stuff, and somehow he e’en almost persuaded her it was all
gospel. He said little Moses had got the bump of destruc-
tion to an all-fired degree, tho’ it was in the mother’s power
to help it considerable. But when Hannah asked him if she
must swathe up his head he snortered right out; and then
went on to say, that Moses had jist got sich a shaped head as
the man had that was hung down to Boston last September.
He finally talked her into a livin’ fidgit—polite as a stage-
driver, all the time too, and so larnt, besides, that Hannah
couldn’t do nothin’ but paraphrase. So arter he'd drinked a
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quart o’ beer, and Hannah cut a mince-pie for him, he
cleared, leaving Hannah in such a stew, that kept workin’ up
and workin’ up till she heered me comin’ into the house, and
then it all burst out to once’. A tempestical time there was,
I tell you.

Now by the time Hannah had finished her lockrum, you
may depend I was in an almighty passion ; and it was amazin’
lucky for the feller that he was out of arm’s length that
minit. But then I understood it all better than she, for 1'd
seen, in the prints, pieces about Franology or Cranology, or
some such stuff that seemed to explain to my mind what the
feller meant. But poor Hannah don’t get much time to read
newspapers, so that she hadn’t hearn a word. No wonder she
took the man for a crazy critter.

Yet, somehow, when I looked at Moses, I couldn’t help
consatin’ that his head looked sort o’ queer, tho’ I wouldn’t
say nothin’ nyther; but, says 1, “ Hannah, look here, that
feﬁer that’s been treatin’ you to sich a rigmarole of nonsense
is a rotten fool, and you're another. If iver I should light
'pon him, T gess I would give his head a bump that would
save him from the gallows. All is, if you think anything is
the matter with the young one, why I'll go arter the doctor,
and that’ll settle it.”

“Do, John,” says she.

So off I starts for Doctor Eldrich ; but by the time I got
to the house, I begun to think what a tarnation goose I was
to go on such a tomfool’s arrent. By good luck, howsomever,
the doctor was out; so I jist left word for him to come to
our house in the course iv the day, if he had nothin’ else
to do.

Thinks I, as I trudged back, here's an end to thanksgiving.
Well, to rights, Doctor Hosannah Eldrich, he’s a deacon of
our church, and sings thro’ his nose a few. I declare, when
I see him ridin’ up the lane I couldn’t help feelin’ like a
thunderin’ calf; so I jist made excuse to split up some
kindlin’, and left Hannah to give him the chapter and the
varse. Our wood-house is short of a mile from the house;
but I could hear the doctor’s haw-haw clear out there. So I
dropped axe, and in I went. S'niver the Doctor see me he
giv’ me a hunch.

“Ain’t yew a pretty considerable quegr cbag," sez he, “to
send for me on such a beautiful ‘bizness as this? ” With that
he haw-haw’d agin ; and my wife she laughed till she ‘cried,
Jist to see the figer the Doctor cut, for he's as long as the
moral law, and couldn’t stand up for laughin’.
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Then I laughed tu, till the house rung ; luckily our near-
est neighbour lives a half a mile off, and is stone deaf into the
bargain. So I tipt the wink to Hannah, and tell’d Hosannah
"twas all a joke of our'n to send for him (for I thought I
should look corner-ways and skwywoniky if he should tell
the company about us nixt day. Besides, I know’d the Dea-
con liked a joke pretty well, even if he got rubbed sometimes).
So, says I, “ How did Hannah carry it out?” Consarn it if
he didyn’t jump right into the trap. ,

“Capital! capital!” said he. “ Botheration, if I didn't
think she was in raal arnest!”

&

v \

AUNT NABBY'S STEWED GOOSE.

It was my Aunt Nabby’s birthday, and she was bent upon
having a stewed goose, stewed in onions, and with cabbage
and salt pork to match. |

“ Pollijah,” said she to me, “ain't we got a goose "bout
the farm ? " o5 N

“No,” said I, “ we eat the old gander a Christmas, and
he was the last of the patriarchs.”

Aunt Nabby went down to Sue, who was getting breakfast.

“Susanna,” said she, “the boy tells how we ain't got a
goose in creation. Now what shall we do?”

“Go without,” replied Susanna, with that amiable tone
which father said had worn off her teeth to the gums.

Bat Aunt Nabby was bent upon a goose, and when such
a stiff and straight person gets bent upon anything you may
consider the matter settled, and I saw that a goose of some
kind would be had at some rate or other.

“ Here, you crittur,” cried Aunt Nabby to the little black
specimen of the human family which was digging potatoes in
the garden, “ here, I want you to go along to the neighbours,
and borra a goose.” Cato laid down his hoe, got over the
fence, and shovelled off on his broad pedestals to iget; a goose.

; The first house that Cato came to was that of Sam Soap,
the tailor, commonly called Soft Soap.” -Into the shop went
the Yankeefied negro, and making a leg to Mr Soap, who sat
like a Hindoo idol, busily employed in patching an old blue
coaf with still older brown rags, and humming most mourn-
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fully the air of “ Ye banks and braes of bonny Doon,” giving
it a nasal twang that came direct from Jedediah Soap, who
o a member of the Long Parliament.

“Soap,” says Cato, “ you haan’t got no goose, nor nothin’,
haan’t, ye, for Aunt Nabby ?”

Soap was a literal (not literary) man, who as he called his
daughter Propriety, and having but one eye, was likewise called
Justice, that is by some that were classical. “ Priety,” says
he, “ gin Cato the largest goose.”

Priety, like a good girl, went into the other room, and arter
some time returned with one, well enveloped and carefully
wrapped up in paper, telling Cato to be as caretul as everlasting
not. to get it wet; and away went the web-footed mortal to
deliver his charge to Susanna.

“My gracious !” said Sue, “if that are niggar ain’t brought
me a tough feller to stew!”

But nevertheless, as her business was to stew the goose and
ask no questions, at it she went, and pretty soon the tailor’s trea-
sure was gimmering among onions, and carrots, and cabbages,
and turnips, and spices, all as nice as need be. After breakfast,
Aunt Nabby had: gone abroad to ask in the neighbours, and

when she came home, she went of course directly into the
kitchen to see how the goose came on.’

« “Is it tender, Susanna ¢ said she.

Susanna smiled so sweetly, that the old house-clock in the
corner next the cupboard stopped and held up its hand. “ Oh,

Ma’am, "’ replied Susanna, “it’s so tender, that 1 guess it won't
be the more tender arter being biled. ”’
“ And fat ?"’ ;

“ Oh, bless you! it’s so broad across the back.” />

My aunt’s mouth watered so, thgt she was forced to look
at Susanna, to correct the agreeable impression.

‘Well, noon came and the neighbours began to drop in.
First came the parson, who being a man of vast punctuality, took
out his watch as soon as he came in, and for the purpose of seeing
how it chimed, as he said, with the old clock, walked into the
kitchen, bade Miss Susanna good day, hoped she continued well
in body, and snuffed up the sweet flavours of the preparing
sderifice with expanded nostrils. Next to the Minister came
the S(Il)uire, he opened the front door, and seeing no one but me,

“ Pollijah,” Ee said, “ when ’ill that are goose be done ?
‘cause I'm everlastin’ busy, settlin’ that hay-mow case, and 1'd
like to know—""

“Ready now, Squire,” answered the Parson, opening the

4
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kitchen-door ; “and I guess it's an uncommon fine one too, so “It’s p
walk in and let’s have a chat.” myself fron
The Squire entered, and he and the Minister had a consider- And sti
able spell of conversation about the hay-mow case. The case upon a har¢
was this: Abijah Biggs got leave to carry his hay across Widow “A ske
Stokes’s field to the road ; well, this hay-mow had dropped off mass, he str
the poles, and Widow Stokes claimed it as a waif and stray. Joined issue,
“ Now,” says the Squire, “I conceit the chief pint in the “ Bless n
case is this here ; has Widow Stokes a right to this hay ? Now “I shoul
this ’11 depend, ye see, ’ pon t'other point, to wit, videlicet, does goose.”
the hay belong to Bijah ? Now the Widow says, says she, ‘ every “ Grracion
man in this country’s free, and therefore every man in this Still the
country is a king, jist as far as his farm goes. Now the king, Aunt Nabby
all allow, has a right to waifs and strays ; and so,” says Widow gled, the mo

Stokes, ¢ that are hay is mine.” ¢ But,’ says Bijah—and by jinks,

dilating, her

-4it’s a cute argument; ‘ but,’ says he, ‘tho’ every man in this
“land of liberty is a free man, yet that doesn’t prove that every
Woman 18, and per contra, we know that women don’t vote, and

Minister tho
the round ste
as she though

of course ain’t free ; so,’ says he, ‘the Widow Stokes ain’t a king ;
s0,” says he, ‘ the hay ain't hern.” But’s a puzzlin’ case,ain’t it ?”’

“ Well, now,” answered the minister, “it strikes me that
hgy ain’t astray.” : _

"“Well,” said the Squire, “ there’s a pint I never thinked of.”

Just then in came the Deacon, and after him the sexton, and
so on till pretty much all the aristocratic democracy of the vil-
lage had assembled. And then in bustled Aunt Nabby, awful
fine I tell you; and then Susanna and Cato began to bring in
dinner. And while they were doing that, the company all took
a stiff glass of grog by way of appetite, and then stroked down
their faces and looked at the table, and there was a pig roast
and stuffed, and a line of veal, and two old hens, and an everlastin’
sight of all kinds of sarce, and pies, and puddins, and doughnuts,
and cider, and above all, at the head of the table, the dish in
which lay the hero of the day—that are goose, smothered in
onions, and utterly hid beneath the load of carrots and cabbages.
The seat next the goose was assigned to the Minister, and all
sat down.

The Squire flourished his fork, and pounced upon the pig;
The Deacon he tackeled to at"the veal, while the sexton went
seriously to work to exhume a piece of pork from amid an aval-
anche of beans. The Minister, with a spoon, gently stirred
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“ It's particularly fine and tender,” says she; “I picked it
myself from a whole heap. ”

And still the Minister poked, till at last his spoon grated
upon a hard surface. :

“ A skewer, I guess!” and plunging his fork into the onion
mass, he struggled to raise the iron handle with which he had
joined issue.

“ Bless me,” cried Aunt Nabby, “ what’s that are ? ”

“1I should judge,” said the Squire, “that are was an old
goose.”

“ Gracious me!” exclaimed the Deacon.

Still the Minister struggled, and still. the goose resisted.
Aunt Nabby grew nervous, and the more the Minister strug-
gled, the more the goose would not come. I saw my Aunt’s ef’e :
dilating, her hand moved ugly, and then pounce, just when the
Minister thought he had conquered the enemy, my Aunt drove
the round steel through the onions into the eye of the skewer
as she thought, and dragging forth the tailor’s goose, held it at
arm’s length before the company. The Squire had just raised
the pig upon his fork, when seeing my Aunt’s discovery, he
dropped it and the dish was knocked all to smash. The sexton
had drawn his beans to the edge of the table, another pull as
he saw the goose, and over it went. My Aunt dropped the
cause of all this evil, and there went another plate. The com-
pany dined elsewhere, and the next Sunday the Minister declin-
ed preachin’, on account of a domestic misfortin. My Aunt
Nabby died soon arter, and the sexton buried her, observing as

he did so, that she departed, the poor critter, in consequence
of an iron goose, and broken crockery !

IX.
DECLINE AND FALL OF THE CITY OF DOGTOWN.

Doarowy is a behutiful place, in the interior of this State.
There is plenty of land around it, so that nothing can hinder
it from growing in every direction, and thus becoming a
great city. In fact, Dogtown has already a one-storey church,
part of a school-house, and an elegant pound. Nobody can
see Dogtown without being reminded of that celebrated town

in France, named Grandville, of which we have the following
description ;
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Grandville, grand vilain,
Une église et un moulin
Voild Grandville tout & plein.

Which we may translate thus:

Grandville, great Grandville,
Has a meeting-house and mill,
Nothing else in all Grandville.

Dogtown is finely and advantageously situated. It stands
on Eel River, a stream of water which runs into another
stream, and that into a third, which runs into Connecticut
River, which running into Long Island Sound, finally reaches
the Atlantic. Who does not see, therefore, that Dogtown
may become a great sea-port ?

The territory in the neighbourhood of Dogtown is re-
markable for its fertility, bating that part of it which is
covered with rocks, the salt meadow, the pine woods, the
clay-ponds, and the swamps. It is past a doubt, therefore,
that the territory, if well cleared, drained, peopled, and culti-
vated, would become a perfect garden, abounding with the
richest productions of nature, and affording a mine of wealth
to the country. As to the facilities of communication with
the great Atlantic cities and commercial marts, they are ad-
mirable. R

Dogtown has Boston on one side, and New York on the
other. Montreal and Quebec are in the north, while in the
east is the rich and thriving State of Maine, with Bangor
and Owl’s Head to boot. Rail-roads can be made to connect
Dogtown with all these places, and they will certainly form
such a connection, when they are built. That the place will
be a great focus of trade, when this is done, nobody, I think,
will deny.

The neighbourhood of Dogtown has all the advantages
that can be desired in a young country. There will be as
many large towns within t{\irty miles of the place, as people
choose to build. The population cannot fail to increase rapidly,
for a man can get married for seventy-five cents, town clerk’s
fees included. The attraction for settlers must, therefore, be
considered very great.

The Dogtowners are remarkably industrious, for they get
a living, although constantly grumbling of hard times. They
are moreover ingenious, for the
wooden bowls, birch brooms, and white oak cheese, and in-
vent mouse-traps and washing machines. Last of 4ll, the in-
habitants of Dogtown are literary and intellectual ; for they

manufacture axe-handles,
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talk a great deal of the march of improvement, and the
minister and the lawyer take the “ Penny Magazine” be-
tween them.

All these attractions together, form a combination truly
wonderful ; but the reader will be astonished when I inform
him, that the inhabitants of this favoured spot lived a great
many years without the smallest suspicion of what I have
been describing. They thought very little of themselves, or
of the town they lived in, and -continued to vegetate from
year to Zear without imagining they were better off than
other folks. In fact, the world might have continued to this
day in utter ignorance that Dogtown was such a wonderful
place, but for an accident—an accident I call it—for the
Dogtowners having lived for so many years without opening
their eyes, the fact that they did open them of a sudden, on a
certain day, in the year of grace 1834, must be considered
purely accidental. Some people are inclined to aseribe it to
the approach of the comet, which had a powerful influence in
opening people’s eyes, to say nothing of its effect in driving
them stark mad. But that is neither here nor there. The
people of Dogtown opened their eyes, and saw; that was
enough: they saw in an instant their immense advantages,
and were astonished that they never had seen them before.
They saw their advantages, 1 say, and were determined to
turn them to account.

Straightway Dogtown was all alive: everybody was confi-
dent that Dogtown must become a great place; and as every-
body told everybody else so, there was no doubt about the
matter. Every man went to buying land who could pay for
it; and those who could not pay, bought upon credit, sure
of selling it at ten times the cost within the year. Nothing
was talked of but the immense advantages of the place. The
riches of Dogtown were indeed immense ; and how they could
have been overlooked so long, was a mystery that no one
could understand. The land within the limits of the town
was computed at seven hundred and twenty million square
feet, which, at only one cent per square foot, which is cheap
enough in all conscience, would amount to seven million two
hundred thousand doljars. What a sum! But this was not
all. Half of this land was covered with trees, at the rate of
one tree to every five feet square, or quadrangle of twenty-
five feet : this gave a computation of ten million four hundred
thousand trees; and as each tree, on an average, contained
seventy-five cubic feet of timber, it followed that there was
actually within the town seven hundred and eighty million




54 TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR.
feet of timber, worth, on the lowest calculation, five cents
per fopt, which would amount to thirty-nine million dollars.
This,Jadded to the value of the land, as above, made a grand
tota) of forty-siz millions two hundred thousand dollars !

e mention of these sums almost drove the good people
of NJogtown distracted with joy; they could hardly believe
thein eyes or ears, but there it was in black and white;
figures could not lie. They were amazed to think of their
own stupidity and that of their ancestors in letting forty-six
millions two hundred thousand dollars lie totally idle and un-
productive ; but they were determined not to allow their wealth
to be neglected any longer. A grand scheme of speculation
and improvement was started, and all rushed headlong into
it. Every man in Dogtown was now rich, or, what was the
same thing, was sure_of being so before long. Immense
tracts were laid out in building lots, and speculators flocked
in from all quarters; from Catsville and Weazletown and
Buzzardborough, and Ganderfield and Crow Corner and
Upper Bugbury and East Punkinton, and Black Swamp
and the Bottomless Bogs. Such a busy time as the Dog-
towners had of it! Nothing was talked of but buying land,
building houses, laying out roads, streets, squares, avenues,
railroads, canals, &c. &e. &e.  People left off ploughing and
hoeing, because agriculture was too slow a method of making
money ; for who would think of raising turnips to sell, at
twenty cents a bushel, when he could make a hundred times
the profit by speculating in land ?

First of all, it was determined that Dogtown should be a
city. The want~of population was found to be a serious
obstacle here; the constitution of the State requires ten or
twelve thousand inhabitants for a city ; and as Dogtown, in-
cluding the suburbs of Puppyville and Skunk’s Misery, con-

ined a population of only six hundred and thirty-one, it
wgs thought there might be some difficulty in getting a char-
tgr without anticipating the returns of the next census.

owever, a city it must be, some time or other, in this all
were agreed, and it might as well have the name first as
last, so they concluded to eall it a city. It is astonishing
what a spirit of enterprise these prospects infused into the
people of Dogtown. The school-house door was painted
green ; uncle Joe Stubbins mended the top of his chimney ;
and it was voted in town-meeting to purchase three wheel-
barrows for the public use ;—and all in consequence of these
grojected improvements. Nay, so widely did their views of
usiness expand, that Aminidab Figgins, the grocer, deter-

mined to ¢
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mined to give up retailing, and declared he wouldn’t split
crackers nor cut candles any longer.

Such was the thriving condition of the City of Dogtown
when I left the place in the autumn of that year. I con-
tinued to hear of it through the medium of the Dogtown
Daily Advertiser, a newspaper established there by an enter-
prising printer from Connecticut at the first dawning of the
commercial prosperity of the city. It appeared to go ahead
rapidly. The newspaper spoke of the Exchange, the Town
Hall, the Bank, the New Post Office, the Railroad, Canal, &e.
House lots were advertised in Washington Square, Merchants
Row, State Street, Market Street, &c. Contracts were pro-
%osed for building churches, manufactories, &e. This was

ogtown in all its glory.

Last August I determined to make a visit to this cele-
brated place, in order to feast my eyes with the splendour of
a city that had sprung up as it were by enchantment. When
I reached the foot of Blueberry Hilf, which overlooks the
whole place, I walked eagerly to the top, in order to catch a
view, at a single glance, of the city in all its magnificence.
To my utter astonishment, instead of spires and domes, I saw
nothing but Deacon Stumpy’s old mansion, with five other
ragged and dingy-looking edifices, which stood exactly where
I had always known them. I entered the city through State
Street, but discovered nothing new except a small house with-
out a chimney. Not a living thing was to be seen in Wash-
ington Square, but three geese, who were lazily picking a
mouthful of grass among the mud-puddles. I inquired for
the Exchange, and found it in use by the Deacon as a cow-
pen. The new church, however, I was told had actually pro-
ceeded as far as the raising of the timbers; but it was subse-
quently sold by auction to pay for digging the cellar.

I had a cheque upon the ]gogtown Bank for three dollars,
and wishing to draw the money, I was directed to No. 19,
Tremont Street. This turned out to be the identical building
formerly occupied by old Kit Cobble, the shoemaker. It was |
bank hours, but the bank was shut, and there was not a soul \
to be seen. Just as I was going away, I spied a tin horn by
the door, with a paper hanging over 1t, on which was written,
“ Persons having business at the bank, are requested to blow
the horn.” I put the horn to my lips and blew a blast both
long and loud. After waiting about ten minutes, I spied
Isaac Thumper coming slowly down the road: he proved to
be cashier of the Dogtown Bank, and after some difficulty I
convineed him of the safety of cashing the cheque.
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Upon inquiring of Isaac what use had been made of the some extra
forty-six millions two hundred thousand dollars, he informed called it, of
me that most of it remained invested in notes of hand. Money After takin’
was scarce, and was expected to continue so until the onion hunt, with
crop had been got in. It was easy to see that the city had a-barkin’ anc
sadly declined from its meridian splendour. In fact, Dog- then stoppin
town has suffered a complete downfall, for hardly anybody another’s hel
now speaks of it as a city. They have as much land as ever, chatted away
and so long as it continued to be valued at their own price, much which 1
they were as rich as Jews ; but, unfortunately, it fell in value fence. Well,
the moment they expected the purchasers to pay for it. The “Who's fc
Dogtowners are poor enough at present, but they are not the “’Taint nc
first, and probably will not be the last people who have ruined After taki
themselves by building a city on speculation. yearth had cu
terrible-mudd,
gettin’ on t’ot
gwine a little -
irther they ¢
this time.

“Whar up«
THE COON-HUNT; OR, A FENCY COUNTRY. “I never seed |

| parts.” *

"T1s really astonishin’ what a monstrous sight of mischief P Why,” ses
there is in a pint of rum! If one of 'em was to be submitted he’s always bilc
to an analization, as the doctors call it, it would be found to as he calls ’em.
contain all manner of devilment that ever entered the hed of “ Guess we
man, from cussin’ and stealin’, up to murder and whippin’ his yet.”
own mother, and nonsense enuff to turn all the men in the Shure enuff,
world out of their senses. If a man’s got any badness in this time, they |
him, it'll bring it out, jest as sassafras-tea does the measles, the gints, and it
and if he's a good-for-nothin’ sort of a feller, without no bad the last piece of
traits in pertikeler, it'll bring out all his greenness. 1t affects “ Now you i
different people in different ways—it makes some men mon- Tom know’d
strous brave and full of fight, and some it makes cowards; grieve over spill
some it makes rich and happy, and some poor and miserable ; cum a-head, an
and it has a different effect on different people’s eyes—some kerslash he went
itymakes see double, and some it makes so blind that they Bill hung on
can’t tell themselves from a side of bacon. One of the worst it was slewin’ ro
cases of rum-foolery that I've heard of for a long time tuk “ Hellow, To;
place in Pineville last fall. got to?”

Bill Sweeney and Tom Culpepper is the two greatest old “Here I is,” s
coveys in our settlement for 'coon-huntin’. The fact is the and coffin’ like he
don’t do much of anything else, and when tkey can’t kete another branch h
nothin’ you may depend ’coons is scarce. Well one night “ Name o’ sen
they ha everytﬁing reddy for a regular hunt, but owin’ to fency country, da
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some extra good fortin’ Tom had got a pocket-pistol, as he
called it, of reglar old Jimmakey, to keep off the rumatics.
After takin’ a good startin’ horn, they went out on their
hunt, with their lite-wood torch a-blazin’, and the dogs
a-barkin’ and yelpin’ like forty thousand. Ev'fy now and
then stoppin’ to wait for the dogs, they would drink one
another’s helth, till they begun to feel very comfortable, and
chatted away 'bout one thing and another, without mindin’
much which way they was gwine. Bime-by they cum to a
fence. Well, over they got, 'thout much difficulty.

“Who's fence is this? ” ses Bill.

“’Taint no matter,” ses Tom, “ let’s take suthin’ to drink.”

After takin’ a drink they went on, wonderin’ what on
yearth had cum of the dogs. Next thing the

cum to was a
terrible-muddy branch. After pullin’ througK the briers and

gettin’ on t’other side, they tuck another drink, and after

gwine a little ways they cum to another branch, and a little

jarther they cum to another fence—a monstrous high one
this time.

“ Whar upon yearth is we got to, Culpepper?” ses Bill,

“I never seed sicf; a heap of branches and fences in these

 parts.”

“Why,” ses Tom, “it’s all old Sturlin’s doins—you know
he’s always bildin’ fences/and making infernal improvements,
as he calls 'em. But never mind, we’s through them now.”

“Guess we 18,” ses Bill; “here’s the all-firedest tall fence
yet.”

Shure enuff, thar they was right agin another fence. By
this time, they begun to be considerable tired and limber in
the gints, and it was sich a terrible high fence !—Tom drapped
the last piece of the torch, and thar they was in the dark.

“ Now you is done it,” ses Bill.

Tom know'd he had, but he thought it was no use to
grieve over spilled milk, so ses he, “ Never mind, old hoss,
cum a-head, and I'll take you out,” and the next minit
kerslash he went into the water.

Bill hung on to the fence with both hands, like he thought
it was slewin’ round to throw him off. :

“Hellow, Tom!” ses he, “whar in the world is you
got to ?”’

“Here I is,” ses Tom, spoutin’ the water out of his mouth,
and coffin’ like he’d swallowed something. “ Look out, thar's
another branch here.”

“ Name o’ sense, whar is we?” ses Bill.

“If this isn't a
fency country, dad fetch my buttons.”

&
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“Yes, and a branchy one, too!” ses Tom ; “and the high-
est, and deepest, and thickest that I ever seed in my born
days.”

T Which way is you? ” ses Bill.

“ Here, rite over the branch.”

The next minit in Bill went, up to his middle in the
branch.

“ Cum a-head,” ses Tom, “let’s go home.”

“Cum thunder! in such a place as this, whar a man
hain’t more’n got his cote tail unhitched from a fence, fore
he’s over his head and ears in the water.”

After gettin’ out and feelin’ about in the dark a little,
they got together agin. After takin’ another drink, they sot
out for home, denouncin’ the fences and the branches, and
helpin’ one another up now and then; but they hadn’t got
more’'n twenty yards fore they brung up all standin’ in the
middle of another branch. After gettin’ thro’ the branch
and gwine about ten steps, they was brung to a halt by an-
other fence.

“Dad blame my pictur,” ses Bill, “if I don’t think we is
bewitched. Who upon yearth would bild fences all over
creation this way ?”

It was but a ower’s job to get over this one; but after
they got on the top, they found the ground on t'other side
’thout much trouble. This time the bottle was broke, and
. they come monstrous near having a fight about the catastro-
phy. But it was a very good thing, it was ; for, after crossin’
two or three more branches, and climbin’ as many more fences,
it got to be daylight, and they found out that they kad been
climbin’ the same fence all night, not more’n a hundred yards
from whar they first cum to it. -~

Bill Sweeney ses he can’t account for it no other way but
that the licker sort o’ turned their heads; and he says he
does really believe, if it hadn’t gin out, they’d been climbin’
the same fence, and wadin’ the same branch, till yet. Bill
promised his wife to jine the Temperance Society, if she wen't
never say no more 'bout that*coon-hunt. ~ {“
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XI.
A RIDE WITH OLD KIT KUNCKER.

Our old friend, Kit Kuncker, as he put us to bed on the
night of a big frolic at his house, exacted a promise that we
would visit him again, shortly thereafter; promising us, on
his- part, that he would ride all over the settlement with us;
and more especially, that he would go with us to the house
of Jim Kent, whose sister, Beck, was so ugly “ that the flies
wouldn’t light on her face,” and about whose going to mill,
he assured me, there was a very pleasant story to be told.
Poor old Kit! But the other day we saw him—and how
~altered by the lapse of a few years! His head has become
white, his figure more bent, and his laughing old face—merr
still —was furrowed with an hundred additional wrinkles.
His eye, too, was dull—had lost the twinkle that used so mis-
chievously to light up his countenance. And then, too, he
walked with a staff; and when he went to mount “ Fiddler
Bill,” he said, “ Help me, Squire,” instead of vaulting into the
saddle, as of yore! “Thank you, Squire. God bless your
Union heart—old Hickory and the Union for ever! I'm
gittin’ old now, Squire, and can’t git about like I used to”—
the old man sighed—* Fiddler Bill is old- too—notice how
gray his face is—we're all gittin’ old-+yer Aunt Hetty as
well’s the rest; and God bless yer soul, Squire,” (here the old
man warmed into animation), “she's uglier than ever—uglier
than the devil—he! he! ya! ya! It’s wuth while coming,
jist to take a look at her! With that old long bonnet on”
—here the old fellow bent down on his horse’s neck, in a pa-
roxysm of laughter—*“he! he! hea! ya! ya! and her mouth
skrootched up, ya! ya! the go-to-meetin’ way; I'll be cust,
ef she ain’t so bad to look at, it’s enuff to fotch sickness in
the family! But,” he added, wiping the tears from his eyes,
“Squire, I'm old now, yer Aunt Hetty’s old and Fiddler Bill
is old—all old! old ! old! Ah, me!”

But we are digressing. It was of our Ride with old Kit,
in 1840, that we began to write—and not of his chatteNng
in 1849. ¥

‘We went to old Kit's house on the day appointed, at a
very early hour, and found the old fellow waiting for us, with
“Fiddler Bill ” hitched at the gate.

“You can't see yer Aunt Hetty, Squire,” he said, “for
she’s laid up with a pain in her jaw. It's swelled mighty bad
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eny how, and makes her look so much better, twouldn’t be
no curiosity to see her now—so we may as well ride. An-
other time when she's at herself—and her ‘ugly’ out in full
bloom, I'll show her to you—he! he! yah! Tiat bonnet o’
hern, too, hit's some. 'Tain't like nothin’ ever growed, ex-
cept the baskets the Injin wimmin makes to tote their young
ones in!” Amnd the old rascal laughed at his wife and her
bonnet, until the woods rang again.

Walking our horses leisurely along the road leading down
the creek to the river, Uncle Kit, tapping his steed lightly
across the neck with his switch, began, as he had promised,
to tell us how he obtained him.

“You see, Squire, me and my Jim was a haulin’ a load of
whiskey up from Wetumpky, in the spring of ’36, and we had
a mighty dull old horse under the saddle. The like of him
never was on the yeth for hard trottin’. He was powerful
hard. You've set and watched a saw-mill gate jerk up and
down, havn't you—up and down, up and down, like-1t was
goin’ into ﬁtsg Well, that was his motion adzactly. Ses Jim,
one day, ‘Daddy, I'm gwine to swop ‘old Hoss’ off, fust
chance I git.” Ses I, ‘Nobody’s fool enough to give you
anything better'n an old cow for him."” Ses he, ‘ You'll see.’
Well twa'rn’t long afore we ketcht up with a traveller—it
was in the piney woods 'twixt Oakfuskee and Dudleyville—
walkin’ and leadin’ his horse, which was Fiddler Bill. I'll
tell you, Squire,”—old Kit raised his voice and gesticulated
vehemently—* ke was a horse then—none o’ your little grays
—as8 Homer Hinds ses—but a reg'lar horse, with head and
legs like a deer, a body like a barrel, and put up like a jack-
screw. He wos jist rsin’ four year old, fat, and hilt his head
like the Queen of Sheby !

“8o Jim bantered the stranger purty quick for a swap—

. but fust we found out he was walkin’ bekase he was afeared
of his horse. He was a Norrud raised man and talked mighty
proper—he said his horse was ‘ very rested’—which you might
see he had been layin’ by corn and fodder for somé&*fifiie—
and had throwed him and disculpated his shoulder a’'most!
Then he axed us about the Injuns—this was jist afore the in-
fernal devils began themdevilment, and the thing had leaked
out and was talked of, all over the country—and Jim seein’
he was afeared of them too, let on like they was mighty thick
and hostile in them woods.

“ ¢ Stranger,’ says he, ‘ what would you do ef yqu was to
see a red-skin peepin’ from behind that big pine yonder—and
you afeared o’ your horse ?’
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“¢God only knows,’” ses the Yanky.
“‘Well now I'll tell you,” ses Jim, ¢ thar’s a erittur under
that saddle '—p’intin’ to ‘old Hoss’—*‘that could take you
outen the way like goose-grease! How’'ll you trade ?’

“The Yanky let on like he tho’t his horse was the most
vallyble, but Jim out-talked him to deth. He praised old one,
"twell I had to go behind the wagin and laugh. " Bime-by ses
he, ‘ ain’t that a Injun holler 7’ and with that the stranger
looked white, and axed Jim how ke'd trade ? g

“¢ You must give me ten dollars to boot,” ses Jim.

“‘ But my horse is the most vallyble,’ ses the Yanky.

“¢He ain’t half-broke,’ ses Jim, “and I'd be most ateard to
ride him—Ilet’s see!’

“ With that Jim gits on the roan, and tetched him in the
flank with the heel that was on t’other side from the stranger,
and the horse bein’ naterally playful, you see, went to kigkin’
up and rearin’ and squealin’ ; Jim holdin’ on to the maud, and'
the Yanky hollerin’ “‘wo! wo!’ Presently Jim come to the
ground, ca-whop! And with that he riz from the ground, com-
plainin’ mightly ’bout his side, and ’lowed he wouldn’t have
the horse on no terms—that ef the Injuns was to come on us
of a sudden, we shouldn’t have but one horse that could be rid ;
and then he axed me ef I had enny opydildock in the wagin
box, that he could rub his side with! he! he! Jim #s a rascal,
that's a fac, but I can’t tell whar he got it from, oiless
it’?1 a judgment on his mammy for bein’ so cussed ugly! yah'!
yah!

“Seein’ the stranger was aggravated 'bout the Injuns, I
draps in then, myself, and tells him I'd give him ‘old Coon,’
even drag, for the roan; and we made the trade mighty quick,
for he had the Injun ager ’twell his eyes was big as sassers!
Well, we changed saddles and bridles, and while I was gearin’

up Fiddler Bill, he couldn’t—but, Squire, what do you reckon
it was he ¢ouldn’t do ?”

“ Can’t guess,” we replied.

“ Well, bust me wide open, ¢f he knowed how to put the
bridle on his horse ! I1've seen men that was ig’nant before,
but he was the wust off with it I ever seed. He didn’t know
whether the bits went behind the years, or into the mouth—
blamed ef he did !

“ Finally, at last, he got mounted, and jogged off—you re-
member what I told you ’bout the saw-mil)l gate—well that’s
the way old Cuss rattled his buttons. He was the most lone-
some-lookin’ critter, a-settin’ on that old horse, with his new
saddle and bridle, that ever I seed! As soon as he got cleverly
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out o’ sight, Jim gin two or three Injun whoops, and people
did say in Dudleyville, whar he stopped that night, that he got
thar in mighty reasonable %ood time! So that's the way,
Squire, I come by Fiddler Bill—ain’t it, Bill?"” whereupon
Fiddler pricked up his ears, but said nothing.

About this time we arrived at a mean-looking shanty, and

calling, were answered by a man who came out to us. It was
Jim Blake.

“ Here's the sensis-taker,” said Uncle Kit.

“ Hang the sensis-taker,” was the blunt reply.

“Don’t say that, Jim,” returned Uncle Kit; “he’s a good
little Union Squire Mr Van Buren’s sent round to take 'count
of the cloth and chickens, jist to see ef the wimmin’s sprightly.”

“1 don't care a dried apple for him nor Mr Van Buren
nother,” said Mr Blake ; “ Mr Van Buren is gittin’ too cussed
smart, enny way—my opinion is, he's a measly hog ! ”’

“Son! son!” exclaimed old Kit, deprecatingly, “ don’t talk
that way. Van Buren’s the Union President, and old Hickory
says he’ll do!”

“I don’t care who says he’ll do—I'm gwine to vote for
Harrison—see ef I don’t!”

Uncle Kit was struck dumb, and after obtaining a list of
the family with much difficulty, we rode away.

“Squire,” said the old man, after a long sflence, “that
fellow’s talk goes to my heart. A little more, and he'd a cussed
old Hickory! and ef he had, I'd a tore his liver out!”

Old Kit was highly excited—he continued :

“To think that a boy I've raised in a manner, that I've told
all about old Hickory, and the Union, and New Orleens, and
the Horse-Shoe, should ’a turned round and come to be a
Nullifier! Ain’t thar no way,” he asked, as if musing, “we
could fix to git that poor fool boy straight agin ? ”

‘We soon got into the thickest of the Union Creek settle-
ment, and from house to house, through the Smiths, the Hearns,
the Folsoms, the Narons, the Dabbses and the Rollinses, Uncle
Kit carried us with a speed that was most gratifying. He
joked the old women, kissed the girls and fondled the children ;
and where the slightest indisposition was manifested to give
the desired information, he settled the difficulty at once, by
the magic words, “ Union—old Hickory.” "

“It's a blessed thing, Squire,” he said, “to have a man’s
friends all of the right sort. Here’s my people that I brought
from Georgy-—confound that boy Blake, li’ll give him a reg’]’ar
talk next Sundag ; and ef that don’t do I'll make his wife quit
him—all my pedple, as I was sayin’, love the Union and.vote
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like one man! T tell you, it's old Union Crick that keeps the
Nullifiers down in Tallapoosy !’

As Old Kit was indulging in these pleasant reflections and
remarks we reached the ford of the creek, where we were to
cross to get into the river settlement.

“ Right here,” said the old man, as we reached the middle
of the stream, “ was where Becky Kent ketched it; but she
lives right up thar, a piece, and I'll see ef 1 can’t devil her into
tellin’ you "bout it. She’s as old and as ugly—mighty nigh—
as yer Aunt Hetty; but she has a mighty notion of courtin’,
and ef you’ll sidle up to her, it’ll please her so well, her tongue
will git to goin’, and she couldn’t hold that story back ef she
wanted to.”

A very few minutes brought us to the residence of Mr
James Kent, the brother of the spinster Becky. Unfortunately
—or perhaps fortunately for our heart—-the presiding goddess
was not at home; and having made the proper entries on our
books, from information furnished by Mr Kent, we again
mounted and pursued our way.

“Did you, see,” asked Uncle Kit, “that old snuff-bottle
and them nasty breshes, stickin’ in the cracks of the logs ?
Well, it’s on the ’count of sich that Becky got in the crick
that time. I'll tell you ’bout it myself, ’long as we didn't see
her. . \

“See, I had allers "cused Becky of snuff, but the lyin’ heifer
never would own to it. So one day, as I was ridin’, long the
road, t’other side of the crick, I hearn a noise betwixt the bray
of the jack and the squeal of the pea-fowl, and in a minit I
knowed it was somebody in distress—so I hurried on. When
I got to the erick, what should it be but secrawny Becky Kent,
settin’ on a bag o’ corn, on her old blind horse, and him a
standin’ stock-still in the middle of the ford.”

“* Becky,’ ses I, ‘what in natur are you doin’ thar ? Why
don’t you come along out ?’ .

“Ses she, ¢ I can’t—don’t you see how I'm fixed ?’

“Then I looked more pertickler, and seed how ’twas. The
horse had stopped to drink, and Becky had let go the bridle,
and when she tried to git it agin, the bag slipped furder over
to the side she warn’t a settin’ on—so when I got thar, she
had let all go but the bag, and she was a settin’ on one eend o’
that, leanin’ forward, and with her hands behind her, one to
each side o’ the bag, a pullin’ agin the weight\of the big eend,
'twell her face was as red as a gdbbler’s snout. *T'was a reg’lar
dead strain—the weight of Beck and the little eend of the bag,

S
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agin the big eend—and, I tell you, she had to lean well forward
to keep from goin’ over backwards !

“1 bulged into the crick and got purty close to Becky ; but
it was so funny, I couldn’t fetch myself to help her, but tho’t
I'd devil hyr a little, as she set. So ses I, making a fine bow :

“¢My honey, my love,
%‘VY turkle-dove,
ill you take it amiss,
Ef 1 giv&ygu a kiss ?’ .

“But I hadn’t hoidee of kissin’ of her—but only wanted
to devil her a little. At last, I seen an old mustard-bottle
stickin’ from out her bosom ; and ses I, Miss Becky, will you
give your Uncle Kit a pinch of snuff?’  Ses she, ¢ help me for
the Lord’s sake—I'm mighty nigh gin out '—and, Squire, she
was on a tremenjus strain! But I tho't I'd plague her some:
and after cutting of some few shines, I made a motion to suatch
at the bottle o’ snuff'! She gin a little jerk back !—the big eend
got a start !—still she hilt her grip with both hands *—and the
next thing, somethin’ riz in the air, like a small cloud of calico
and dry corn-stalks ! and the durndest ea-slosh on t’other side o’
the horse, that ever you heerd! A—waven! What sloshin’ !

“¢ Horraw, Bec{y! rise, gall! 1 was lookin’ t’other way!’
ses I, for I kncwed she was 'shamed! I laughed, however, and
she mighty nigh cussed!

““Oh! you're a sweet little mare-maid now,’ ses L.

““You're a drotted old hog,’ ses she.

“¢My honey, my love, my turkle-dove; don’t git mad
with yer Uncle Kit,' ses 1; but it all wouldn’t do, and the
heiffer never got in a good humour with me 'twell I met her
in the road one Sunday, and persuaded her I was goin’ to
send Jim to see her.”

“Did you send him?"”

“Yes, and the fust thing the fool said to her was, ke'd a
gin his years to ’a scen her somerset that time, in the crick ! he!
he! yah! yah! That busted things to pieces again, and me
and Becky ain’t more’n half friendly now.”

After going through the entire settlement with great
ease and celerity—thanks to Uncle Kit's assistance—we took
the back-track to Mr Kuncker's. It was quite dark when
we arrived. As Uncle Kit threw down our saddles in his
porch, said he, “ Come in, and we’ll take a sip of branch-
water. Hello! old woman—is yer face swelled enny better
yet P—Here's the Squire—the little blessed Union Squire—
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come to see you! Ef you can’t git out’n bed to come yerself,
make one of the gals fetch yer old bonnet out—that’ll be some
o ¢ Buk amusement! Walk in, Squire, and take a seat in yer old
1{ th :t Union Uncle’s house ! ”

forward

e bow:

XII.

wanted SETH WILLET: THE ELK COUNTY WITNESS.

iﬁo;tolﬁ Ix the spring of 1845, after the close of a long, tiresome
me for session of the Pennsylvania Legislature, the writer was invited
re. she by Colonel A——, then Clerk of the House of Represent-
SO ¢ atives, to accompany him to his home in the backwoods of
suatch Elk—a new county, that had been partitioned off from Jeffer-
g eend son, Clearfield, and McRean, that session. The object of the
1d the visit was twofold ; first, to enjoy the fine trout fishing of that
 oalice prolific region ; and secondly, to assist the Colonel in getting
sile [ the seat of justice where he wanted it. N
w!” The Colonel owned a mill and store at Caledonia, on one

vay !’ edge of the county, and a very fine mill at Ridgeway, but was
r. and not inclined to pay anything for it, as Mr John Ridgeway, a
g millionnaire of Philadelphia, owned nearly all the land about
it, and the county seat would greatly increase its value. My

{riend’s plan was to put in strong for Caledonia; and he did.

mad He offered to build the court-house and gaol, and gave bonds
1 the therefore, if Caledonia should be chosen.
t her Ridgeway became frightened, and made a similar proposi-
n' to tion for his town; which was of course accepted by the com-
missioners, who were all personal friends of the Colonel.
1t was long before the ruse was discovered, and Ridgeway
\o’d & found he was sold.
' he! One day the Colonel and myself rode over to Caledonia
1 me to see_how things flourished there, and eat some of Aunt
Sally Warner's pumpkin pies and venison steaks; and on
rreat arriving at the store found a justice’s court in full blast.
took The suit grew out of a lumber speculation; and as near as I
vhen could tell by the testimony of the witnesses generally, the
. his matter stood about six for one, a half-dozen for the other.
wmeh: One of the parties was a man of considerable ready cash,
etter while the other was not worth a continental dime. Harris,
- the man of means, had not been long in these parts, and little

was known of him except whafé had dropped from Seth Willet
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one night at Warner's store. He was rather in for it at the
time; but enough was said to make the good people of Elk
form a bad opinion of Harris.

As the time of - the trial drew nigh, some who were in the
store when Seth was “ blowing”” about Harris, began to try
to recollect what he said, and the other party in the case was
informed that he had a first-rate witness in the green lumber-
man, as Seth was generally called.

Seth was forthwith waited upon, and pumped by a young
man named Winslow, who acted as attorney for the prosecutor.
All the information he possessed of Harris was freely and un-
suspectingly given, and Winslow noted it down as correctly
as he could. ;

The day previous to the trial the prosecutor and Harris
met at the store.

“Well, you're goin’ on with the law-suit, I s’pose?”
asked Harris. :

“Tu be sure I am; and I'll make you smell cottén.”

“Bah!” said Harris; “you can’t touch bottom.”

“Tech bottom? Ca—a \bey? Jest you wait till I git
Seth Willet on the stand, an’ swore on the Bible, and see if
I ca—ant. P'raps I ha'nt heer’d nothin’ about them sheep
over to Tiog county, and the robbin’ of Jenkinse’s store, down
tu Painted Post, hey ?”

“ What are you talking about?” asked Harris, apparently
Kerf?lctly in a fog as to the purport of the language he had

eard.

“I know, an’ that’s 'nuff;” said the plaintiff, “but let’s
licker, anyheow.”

Harris lost no time in finding out Seth.

“Did you ever live in Tioga county ?”

' ¢ Anything abeout sheep—?”

“No, no, 1 mean Painted Post.”

“Oh! Jenkinse's store!” said Seth, with great gravity.

“Two hundred wouldn't be a bad pile, Seth, here in Elk ? "

- “No—o, t'wouldn’t, that's a fact. Get that amount tu
lend on a slow note?”

. “Well, I might scrape it up—could give you a hundred
down, and the rest after the Court’s adjourned.”

Harris equnted out the hundred, and rolling it up, held
it temptingli\'i:xis hand. Seth’s eyes stuck out like peeled
oniqns, and his\mouth fairly watered at the display. It was
more money than he had ever owned in his life. /

“Have you ever heard that I steal sheep in Tioga county,
Seth ? "

(
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at the “ Not’s I know on.”
of Elk “You're sure ? mind you'll have to swear in Court.”
Seth looked at Harris, and then at the bills,
in the “ Sure—parfectly sure.”
to try “ Nor anything about my being implicated in the robbery
se was of Jenkins's store?” Still holding the roll of bills in his
imber- hand, and turning over the ends, exhibiting the V’s and X's
most tantalizingly.
young “No; I'll swear I never heeard nobody say you had any-
eutor. thing to do with it.”
ad un- “You're an honest man, Seth; here’s a hundred on ac-
rectly count. The other hundred you shall have after the Court.”
. The Court had been in session some time, when the Colonel
Harris and myself arrived, and Seth had just been sworn. He was
to destroy the character of Harris, by testifying in regard to
e ?” the sheep-stealing, and the robbery at Painted Post.

“ Han't no knowledge on the pint.”
“ Have you never iea.rd, while living at Painted Post,
that he was suspected of being engaged in the robbery ? ”

’

I git “I do-no. I never take no notice about what people say
goe if suspiciously about their neighbours.”
sheep “ Really you're a very singular witness. Let me jog your
down memory a little. Do you remember having said anyt{ing
about Harris's connection with the Tioga sheep stealing, and
rently the Jenkins's store robbery, while you were at Gillis’s store
> had one night last April ?”
“As fer's my reck’lection serves, I ha—ant.”
let’s “Were you at Gillis’s store on the night of the 17th of
April P \

“I do-no for sartin.”
“Were you in Ridgeway at all on the 17th of April?”
“Yeeas, I was.”

“How do you fix the time? Proceed, and tell the justice,

ity. (we shall get at the truth of this story yet,” aside to the
k?” plaintiff), “ Come, Sir, proceed, Sir.”
it tu “Wall, on the mornin’ of the 17th, Dickson says he to
me, says\ he, ‘ Seth, go down to Mr Dill’s, and get the nails
\dred clenched in the brown mare’s off hind foot." So I jist put a
halter on an’ cantered down to Ridgeway, and stopt tu Gil.
held leses’ store, an’ bort some thread an’ needles for Ant Jerusha,
seled an’ Gilleses’ clark:-ast me ef I wouldn’t like to taste sum new
| Was rum he had jest got up from Bellefonte, an’ I said, ¢ Yis,’
' an’ he poured out abeout have a tumbler, an’ I drinkt it
nty, right deown.”

“ Well, Sir, go on.”
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“Well, then I léd the brown mare over tu Dill’s, an ast
Miss Dill—"

“You mean Mrs Dill, his wife?”

“Yeas, Miss Dill. I ast Miss Dill ef Mr Dill was tu hum,
an’ she sed, :

“¢No, he's deown tu the lick b’low Andrewses’ mill, arter
deer. What you want?’ says she.

“‘T want to get the nails clenched to the mare’s off hind
foot,” sez 1. \

“¢“Wal,’ sez she, ‘ can’t yeu du it yerself?’

“‘Wal, says I, ‘I guess I can.’

“So she showed me whar the horse-nails war, an’ giv’' me
the hammer, an’ I put on Dill's leather apron, an’ at it I
went. I got in three nails right snug, and clenched them,
an’ was drivin’ deown the third, when the msme shied at
suthen, and shoved her foot a one side, an’ the hammer cum
deown caslap! right on this there thumb-nail. You see”
(holding it up) “it’s not growed eout yit.”

“ But what has that to do with the talk at Gillis’s store ? ”

“I'm goin’ on tu tell you. Lor! heow I did yel! you'd
a thought thar was fifty painters abeout. Miss Dill, she cum
a-runnin’ out, an’ ast what was the matter.

“*Look here,’ sez I, holdin’ up my thumb, which was
bleedin’ like all Jehu. ‘What shall I do?’ sez I

““I'll tell you what,’ says Miss Dill, an’ she run an’ got
a leaf of live-for-ever, an’ sez she, ‘ peel off the skin, an’ put
the peth on.’

“¢ Peel it yerself, sez I, a-cryin’ with the exhuberant

ain.
. So she peeled it and tied it on, an’ in tu days thar wan't
a bit of soreness in it ; but the nail cum off.”

“But come to Gillis’s store. What did you say about
Harris that night ?

“Wal, all I recollect is, that Thompson an’ a lot of fellers
was thar; an’ Thompson and I shot at a mark for whiskey,
an’ Thompson he win, and we drinkt at my expense. Then
Bill Gallager and Dill they shot, an’ Dill beat Bill an’ we
drinkt at his expense. Then Charley Gillis he shot agin
Frank Souther, an’ Frank win; and we drinkt at Charley’s
expense; an’ then Frank he sung a song, an’ then Thompson
he sung a song; and the next I recollect was—"

“Well, Sir, was what? "

“Why, I waked up next mornin’ on Gillis’ counter the
sickest critter yeu ever see. I didn't get over that spree for
tu long weeks.”
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“Well, is that all you have to fga{ pn

“ All I récollect at present. If 1 think of any more, I'll
come in an’ tell ye.”

“You may go, Sir.”
Harris won the suit.

XIIIL

THE TWO FAT SALS.

Ir every man were to relate the little romances of love in

which he becomes involved, at some time or other of his life,
novelists or farce-writers woyld be supplied with plots and
incidents enough to supply publishers and managers with a
continual run of novelties for all times.

In the story of the “Two Fat Sals” is recorded the ex-
pericnce of one man only, but it affords a very useful lesson
on the evils of a mind divided in the matter of love, and an-
other illustrious example of the truth of the aphorism, that
“the course of true love never did run smooth.”

“There was two Sals livin’ in our town-—Sal Stebbins and
Sal Babit; real corn-fed gals, I swow. Sal Stebbins would
1ift a barrel of cider out of the eend of a cart as quick as any
other feller, and drink it tew. Sal Babit, she was so fat, she’d
roll one way jest as easy.as t'other, and if anything, a little
easier. Well, there was a' corn-husking, and I went along
with Sal Stebbins: there was all the gals and boys settin’
reound, and I got sot down so near Sal Babit, that I'll be
darned if T didn’t kiss her afore I know’d what I was abeout.
Sal Stebbins, she blushed: the blood rushed right up into
her hair: she was the best red critter I ever did see. I

thought it was all up with me, and sure enough it was, for

when I asked her if she would go hum with me, she said :
“¢No; you needn’t trouble yourself nothin’ 'tall 'bout it.’ |
“¢Well, if you're mind to get spunky, I guess I can git

a gal that will let me see her hum. Sal Babit, shall I go hum

with you?’ i :
“‘Well,” says she, ‘Idon’t mind if you dew.’
“ Arter that, Sal Stebbins married a feller in our town,

by the name of Post,—blind in one eye, and deaf in one ear,

—jest to spite me, nothin’ else: so I thought if she was a |

mind to take a feller that couldn’t see or hear any tew well,
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I'd better let her slide: so I went away from hum, and was
gone about three—four—five years P—yes, jest about five
{ears, "cause I know when I got back she had four little Posts.
went to see how she got along. She asked me to come in

and set down ; so I tuck a cheer and squatted ; then she took
another cheer and squatted ; and we both squatted there to-
gether.. Her young ones was all runnin’ reound on the floor:
she pinted to them, and said, in a sort of bragging way,

““You see them, don’t you?’ i

“‘Yes,” says I, squintin’ up one eye, ‘I see, they're all
Jest like their daddy,qblind in one eye.’

“She was bilin’ dumplings at the time, and as soon as she
see me shut up one eye, she out with a hot dumplin’, and let
me have it in t’other, which made me shut it up a darn’d

sight quicker than I ever did afore, and I haint been in love
since that time.”

XIV:
WAR'S YURE HOSS ?

Somm years since, when the State of Missouri was con-
sidered “ Far West,” there lived on the bank of the river of
the same name of the State, a substantial farmer, who, by
years of toil, had accumulated a tolerable pretty pile of cast-
ngs; owing, as he said, principally to the fact that he didn't
raise much taters and unyuns, but rite smart of corn. This
farmer, hearing that good land was much cheaper farther
south, concluded to move there. Accordingly, he provided
his eldest son with a good horse, and a sufficiency of the
needful to defray his travelling and contingent expenses, dpd
instructed him to purchase two hundred acres of good land,
at the lowest possible price, and return immediately home.
The next day ﬁems started for Arkansas, and after an ab-
sence of some six weeks, returned home.

“Well, Jeems,” said the old man, “how’d you find land
in Arkensaw ? "

{ Tolerable cheap, dad.”

“Xou didn't buy mor'n two hundred acres, did yu,
Jeems ?”
“ No, dad, net ovér tu hundred, 7 reckon.”
“How much money hev yu got left ? ”
“ Nary red, dad ; cleaned rite out!”

—
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“Why, I had no idee travellin’ was so ’spensive in them

arts, Jeems.”

“Wal, just you try it wonst, an’ you'll find out, I reckon.”

“ Wal, never mind that, let’s hear ’bout the lnnd an'—but
war's yure' hoss 7

“ Why, yu see, dad, I was a goin’ along one day—"

“But war's yure hoss 7"

“Yu hole on, dad, an’ T'll tell yu all 'bout it. Yu see,
I was agoin’ along one day, an’ I met a feller as said he was
goin’ my way tu—"

“But war’s yure hoss 7

“Dod darn mi hide, ef yu don't shut up, dad, I'll never
git tu the hoss. Wal, as we was both goin’ the same way,
me an’ this feller jined cumpenny, an’ ’bout noon, we hitched
our critters, an’ set down' aside uv'a branch, and went to
eatin’ a snack. Arter we'd got thru, this feller sez tu me,
‘Try a dra f) uy this ere red-eye, stranger.” ‘Wal, I don’t
mind,’ sez :

“ But war’s yure hoss ? "’

“Kummin’ tu him bime-by, dad. So me an’ this feller
sot thar, sorter torkin’ an’ drin{in’, an’ then he sez, ¢ Stranger,
let’'s play a leetle. game uv Seven-up,’ a takin’ out uv his
pocket a greasy, roun’-cornered deck uvkerds. ‘Don’r keer
ef I du,’ sez I. So we sot up side uv a stump, and kum-
menced tu bet a quorter up, an’ 1 was a slayin’ him orful—"

“But war’s yure hoss ? "

“Kummin’ tu him, dad. Bime-by, luck changed, an’ he
got tu winnin’, an’ pretty sune I hadn’t not nary nuther dol-
ler. Then sez he, ’ Stmnger, I'll gin yu a chance to glt even,
an’ play yu one more game Wal, we both plaid rite tite
that ame, I sware, an’ we was both gix an’ six, an’'—"

ar's yure hoss 7"

“Kummin’ tu him, dad. We was six an’ six, dad, an’
'twas his deal—"

“ Will yu tell me war’s yure hoss ?” said the old man, get-
ting riled.

“Yes, we was six an’ six, an’ ke turned up the Jack!”
“ War's yure hoss?

“The stranger won him, a-turnin’ that Jack ! T

\
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who had ne:
Ix a remote region of the Hoosac Mountains is a 4ittle vitation notk
place called Turkeytown. It is a straggling assemblage of cussed the 1
dingy, old-fashioned houses surrounded by the woods, and the man gets for
inhabitants are as old-fashioned as their dwellings. They raise thirsty. Tim
corn and pumpkins, believe in witches, and know nothing of you have ? I
railroads or the march of intellect. There has never been potation of i
more than one pair of boots in the town: these are called satisfied that
“the town boots,” and are provided at the public expense, to He had ]
be worn to Boston every winter by the representative. I found. the roi
had the satisfaction last week of actually seeing these vener- apple-tree to |
able .coriaceous integuments in official duty upon the long flected, the mq
shanks of Colonel Crabapple of the Genera{ Court, and was wag in his he’z
struck with becoming awe at their veteran looks. They whep a bob o’
seemed to be somewhat the worse for wear, but the Colonel to sing “ Bob
informed me the town had lately voted to have them heel- brains were by
‘tapped, and the vote would probably be carried into effect were all askew
before. the next session. 3 h‘m"‘ |
The present story, however, is not about boots, but about < HO]IO’,I!EJ
Bob Lee, who was an odd sort of a fellow, that lived upon Bob o 1'3
the skirts of Turkeytown, and got his living by hook and by k wha‘? ye got ?
crook. He had neither chick nor child, but kept a bachelor’s 2 Got a f(_)x-
hall in a ricketty old house, without any companion except B}?b 0’lin
an old black hen, whom he kept to amuse him because she tak?‘? return
had a most unearthly mode of cackling that nobody could B Half - dol
understand. Bob used to spend his time in shooting wild ¢ v
ducks, trapping foxes and musquashes, catching pigeons, and ¢ Bob o’link
other vagabond and aboriginal occupations, by means of which fwo and threep
he contrived to keep his pot boiling, and a ragged jacket o the apple-t
upon his back. Notﬁing could induce him to work hard and doll Wox_l b take
lay up something for a rainy day. Bob left the rainy days ollar is little er
to take care of themselves, and thought of nothing but sun- peu‘c‘e].3 b o'l
shine. In short, the incerrigible vagabond was as lazy, care- bett e link !
less, ragged, and happy as any man you ever saw of a sum- tl:re:r ; two and
mer’s day. : DOn0e | now
And 1t fell upon a summer’s day, that Bob found himself & dCft_m b ye sa
without a cent in his pocket or a morsel of victuals in the house. tw'nt' OIil_nlnepel
His whole disposable wealth consisted of a single fox-skin nail- of ;;sh ing his head
ed against his back door, drying in the sun. Something must © person witk
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be had for dinner, and Bob took down the fox-skin, and set off
for Deacon Grabbit’s store to sell it. As luck would have it,
before he had gone a quarter of a mile he met old Tim Twist, the
Counecticut pedlar, a crony and boon companion of many years’
standing. Tim, who was glad to see his old gossip, invited him
into Major Shute’s tavern to take a glass of New-England. Bob,
who had never signed the temperance pledge, accepted the in-
vitation nothing loth. They sat down over half a pint, and dis-
cussed the news. . No drink tastes better than that which a
man gets for nothing. It was a hot day, and both were very
thirsty. Tim was very liberal fora Connecticut man. What will
you have ? In the upshot they found they had made an immense
potation of it; and Bob took leave of his old friend, clearly
satisfied that he had not taken so heavy a pull for many a day.
He had hardly got out of sight of the tavern before he
found. the road too crooked to travel ; he sat down under an
apple-tree to take a little cool reflection, but the more he re-
flected, the more he could not understand it : his eyes began to
wag in his head, and he was just on the point of falling asleep,
when a bob o’link alighted on a branch over his head and began
to sing “Bob o’link! bob o’link! bob o’link!” Bob Lee's
brains were by this time in such a fog that his eyes and ears
were all askew, and he did not doubt somebody was calling on
him.
“Hollo, neighbour!” says Bob Lee.
“Bob o'link! bob o’link! what ye got ? what ye got?

what ye got P’ chattered the bird—as Bob thought.

“ Got a fox-skin,” answered he. “ D’ye want to buy?”

“Bob o’link! bob o’link! what’ll ye take? what 'll ye
take ?”’ returned the little feathered chatterer.

“ Half a dollar,” replied Bob, “and it's worth every cent of
the, money.”

“Bob o’link ! bob o’link ! bob o’link! two and threepence !
two and threepence! two and threepence!” was the reply
from the apple-tree.

“Won't take,” said Bob; “it's a real silver-grey ; half a
dollar is little enough for it. Can’t sell it for two and three-
pence.”

“Bob o’link ! bob o’link ! you'd better, you'd better, you'd
better; two and threepence, two and threepence, two and
threepence ; now or never, now or never, now or never.”

“Can’t ye say any more? Well, take it then. I won’t
stand for ninepence. Hand us over the money,” said Bob,
twisting his head round and round, endeavouring to get a sight
of the person with whom he was bargaining. 0 7

\
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“Bob o’link! bob o’link! bob o’link! let’s have it! let’s
have it ! let’s have it ! quick or ye loseit ! quick or ye loseit!™
Bob turned his head toward the quarter from which the
.sound proceeded, and imagining he saw somebody in the tree,
threw up the fox-skin, exclaiming, “There it is,tmd cheap enough
too, at two and threepence.” Mr Bob o’link 'started and flew
away, singing “ Bob o’link, bob o’link! catch a weasel, catch a

weasel, catch a weasel!” for Bob Lee made clear English of -
everything that the bird said, and never doubted all the while -

that he was driving a regular bargain with a country trader.
At the same time, spying a toadstool grewing at the foot of the
tree, he imagined it to be a half dollar, and made a grasp at it.

" The toadstool was demolished under his hand, but Bob happen-
gin to clutch a pebble-stone at the same moment, thrust it into
his pocket fully persuaded he had secured his coin. “Can’t
make change—remember it next time!” said he, and so turn-
ing about, he made the best of his way homewards.

When he aweke the next morning, he felt in his pocket for
the half dollar, but his astonishment cannot be described at
finding it metamorphosed into a stone. He rubbed his eyes,
but the more he rubbed them the more like a stone it looked :
—decidedly a stone! He thought of witchcraft, but presently
recollecting that he had taken a drop too much just before the
bargain under the apple-tree, he became of opinion that he had
been cheated, and that the crafty rogue who had bought his
fox-skin had taken advantage of his circumstances to palm off
a stone upon him foF silver. Bob started upon his legs at the
very thought. “ A rascal!” he exclaimed, “I'll catch him if
he’s above ground!” No sooner said than done. Out he

~sallied in a tremendous chafe, determined to pursue the, rogue
to the further end of the State. He questioned every person "

he met, whether he had not seen a crafty-looking caitiff shark-

~ ing about the town and buying fox-skins, but nobody seemed

to know .any such creature. ‘He ran up and down the road,

- /called at Major Shute’s tavern, at Deacon Grabbit’s store, at

Colonel Crabapple’s grocery, at Tim Thumper’s shoemaker’s
shop, at Cobb’s bank, and at Slouch’s corner, but not a soul
had seen the man with the fox-skin. Bob was half out of his
wits at being thus baulked in his chase, never imagining he was
all the while in pursuit of an innocent little bob o’link.

In great vexation at this disapointment, he was slowly
plodding his way homeward, when he came in sight of the
spot where he had made this unfortunate traffic with the
roguish unknown. “ O apple-tree!” he exclaimed, “if thou
bee'st an honest aﬁple-tree, tell me what has become of my
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fox-skin.””  He looked as he uttered these words, and to his
astonishment, there was his fox-skin, dangling in the air at
the end of a branch! He knew not what to make of so
strange an adventure, but he was nevertheless overjoyed to
recover his propefty, and climbing the tree, threw it to the
ground. . The tree was old and hollow in descending, he

c:;.tch o ‘thrust his foot into an opening in the trunk some distance

g ls}}‘ of : above the ground, and felt something loose inside. He drew

(::rwdlel:]e it out and found it was a heavy lump, which’ he imagined at
ader.

first to be a stone wrapped round with a cloth., It proved
- however ‘on examination to be a bag of dollars!
He could hardly believe hig'eyes, but after turning them

t of the
p at it.

el over and over, ringing them upon a stone and outtmrv the
“némt’o edge of some of them with a knife, at length satisfied himself

t:;;t that they were true silver pieces. The next inquiry was, how
) -

they came there, and to whom they belonged. Here he was
totally in the dark. The owner of the land surely could not
be the proprietor of the money, for he had no need of a
strong-box in such a sly place. "The money had lain in the
tree some years, as was evident from the condition of the bag,
which was nearly decayed. Was it stolen? No because
nobody in these parts had lost such a sum. Was it the fruit
of a highway robbery?" No robbery had been committed in
this quarter, time dut of mind, There were no imaginable
means of accounting for the deposit of money in such a place.
The owner or depositor had never returned to claim it, and
was now pmlnblv dead or gone away, never to return.

Such were the thoughts that Bob revolved in his mind as

he gloated over his newly-gotten treasure. At first he thought
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A Eogue of making the discovery public, but reflecting on the many

?“‘;{n annoyances which this would bring upon him in the inquisi-
Zlare(i tive curiosity of his neighbours, and more especially consider-
seem

" ing that the cash must in consequence lie a long time useless,
¢ré he could be legally allowed to apply it as “his own pro-
perty, he resolved to say nothing about 1t, but to consider the
money his own immediately. It was therefore conveyed the
same evening to his house, and snugly lodged in his chest.

From that day forward it began to be remarked among
the neighbours,.that Bob Lee was mighty flush of money,
L and though he had no visible means of subsistence, spent a

. t?‘;’h} great deal more than he was wont. More especially it ex-

E)h fhg cited their wonder that his pockets always contained hard

¢ thou dollars, while other people had little besides paper. Phere is

nothmg equal to the prying curiosity of the inhabitants of a
,country village, and the buzzing and stir which an insignifi-
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. - - . . . x - “ /
cant matter will aromse among a set.of inquisitive gossips, ;Exir}'ly
Everybody began to talk about the affair, but nobody knew sea:?b"ur y
howto account for-it. All sorts of guesses and conjectures ®

were put upon the rack, but nothing was ablp to explain the ielc(;at In 23}_
mystery. All sorts of hints, inquiries, and entreaties were put _— But t
in requisition. Bob was proof against all their inquisitiveness, gy
and seemed resolved to let them die in the agonies of unsatis- —

Sod fantide : confidence
ed curiosity. «Oh. ix
Bob stood it out for a long while; but human endurance . !

. . : in confiden
128 its limits, and after being worried with guesses and ques- “But 1
tions till he déspaired of ever being-left in,quiet possession R

of his own secret, he began to cﬁt about ‘for a method of

: . . . “Oh lay
allaying the public curiosity in some measure, or at least of PV b
turning it aside from himself.  An old gossip, named Goody i d)(; e
Brown, had laid siege to him about the affair from the first :

: . . about some
moment. One afternoon she dropped in as usual, and after S 1 st
some preliminary tattle, recommenced the attack by inquiring, «If gm
with a significant look and shake of the head, whether money J

: . . n gk . may trust y
was as scarce as ever with him. Bob had been for some time Y

“Oh, pr

thinking of a trick to play the old lady, and thought this a -
5 v S will promise

good moment to begin his mystification: so putting on a look o Bk
of great seriousness, knitting his brows, and puckering up s_—" T(;] eei
his mouth, as if big with a mighty secret about to be com- hit 'hin:n}l'
municated, he replied : 1 ? £ nts
“ Really, Mrs Brown—I have been thinking, whether— r}lo 9 h“(i |
now you are a prudent wethan, I am certain.” ; Bﬁ\:‘,’rlls__e”-]
“ A prudent woman, indeed! who ever thought of calling kg« AR
me imprudent? Everybody calls me a prudent woman, to °‘;‘YI;e "
be sure. You need not doubt it, though 1 say 80.” ix 'l‘}? ,qye
“You are a prudent woman, no doubt, and I have been 1 “e. iy
thinking, I say, whether I might trust you with a secret!” s ‘(‘%’ z:rst—};
“A secret! a secret! a secret! Oh, Mr Bob, then there i3 thev 00%1’6 f
a secret ’ 7 said the old lady, aroused into great animation by o g ;
the prospect of getting at the bottom of the mystery at last. % \Vf | 1
“Yes, Mrs Brown, to conféss the truth, there is a secret.” thi 11{,? )
“Oh! I knew it! I knew it! I knew there was a secret. you‘.Ylfl .
1 always said there was a. secret—I was always sure there e ogst’hyi
was a secret! I told everybody I kiuew, there must be a you g o
s ‘ : you must ge

“ But, Mrs Brown, this must be kept a secret ; so perhaps Very w

: pah-- s 1 “Very w
1 }};adt 1betterﬂkeep it to myself. If you cannot keep a secret, ac qquti(
w ien— “ Where

“Good lack! Mr Lee, I am sure you are not afraid. ;
Never fear me: I can keep a secret.. Everybody knows how ?;]d }I;bglgg
well I can keep a secret.” ‘ e it
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“ Everybody knows, to be sure, how well you can keep o
gecret ; that is just what I am thinking about.” 1

“Sure, Mr Bob, you don't mean to keep me out of the
secret noy you ]n\e begun. Come, come, what is it? You
know I can keep a secret ; you know I can.’

“ But this, recollect, Mrs Brown,is a very pqrtlcular se-
cret; and if I tell it to you—hey, Mrs Brown, 1t must be in
conﬁdence you know.’

“Oh, in confidence! to be sure in conﬁdencc——certainly
nd ques- in confidence. I keep everything in confidence.”
ot vl “But now I recollect, Mrs Brown, that story about
whod of Zachary Numps—they say you blabb’d.”

’ “Oh law! now Mr Lee, no such thing! I only said one
day in company with two or three people——a.ltogetf”el in con-
fidence—that some folks might, if they chose, say so and-so
about some folks. It was all in confidence, but somehow or
other it got out.”

¢ money If you are su‘re you can keep the secret then, I think I
&4 time may trust you “11 h it ; but you must promlse

ks s B ““Oh, promise! celtamlv T will promise, Mr Bob ; nobody
S will promise more than I will—that is, I certainly will pro-
mise to keep the secret.”

“Then let me tell you,” said he, in a low, solemn voice,
hitching his chair at the same time nearer to the old woman,
who sat with open mouth and staring eyes, eager to devour
the mshed for secret, “ These dollars of mine, you know, Mrs -
Brown—"" here he stoppcd keeping her in the most prowok-
ing suspense imaginable.

“Yes, yes; the dollars, the dollars.” '

“These dollars of mine, you know, Mrs Brown, why they -
are dollars—hey ?’ ;
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‘unsatis-
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RUL) irc o “Yes, the df)llﬂrQ, the dollars; ge on, go on—where do
tion by they come from ? ”Mr Bob, where do you get them »—where
st Taat' do you get them ? :

Shadak? “Why, I get them somewhere, you know; but where do

plraiiar you think ?’
euth(‘h‘w; “Xes, yes, you 'get them somewhere; I always thought
i+ bclu )ou got them somewhere: 1 al“a)s told ov erybody I knew
you must get them somewhere.”
“ Very well, Mrs Brown.” =

“Very well, Mr Lee; but where do you get them? that
is the questlon—} ou have not told me,”

“Where do I get them,” said Bob, slowly and solemnly,
and rubbing his hands together, screwing up his mouth, roll-
ing his eyes and shaking ‘his head while the old lady was en

yerhaps
secret,

afraid.
vs how

&
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1

the tenter-hooks of suspense and expectation. “ Where do T Bob, to
get.them? Now what do you think, Mrs Brown, of my old and thrust
black hen? ” ‘K,, ; it to the olc
“Your old black hen! - What do you mean ?” had actuall
“There’s the thing now! Then, you never guessed, hey? - after such ¢
Is it possible you never heard the story of the goose with the It is ne
golden egg? ” ¥ : trumpeted
“To be sure,” replied Groody, opening her eyes wider than crowds tha
ever; “to be sure I have, to be sure, Mr -Bob—to be sure. his neighbo
But)&?ur hen, you know, is not a goose.” it tenfold.
“That is very true, Mrs Brown; but here is another the story, t
question. If a goose can lay a golden egg, why can’t a hen fell to wonc
lay a silver one?” ' - nacity than
+ “Sure enough, Mr Lee, sure enough, sure enough,” said till night, a
the old woman, beginning to get some light on the subject. annoyances
“Sure enough, as you say. Now-this black hen of mine fire. Hen
—evc?' day I go to the nest and find a silver dollar there!” had been o1
* “You amaze me, Bob!” said she, in the greatest aston- but unlucki
ishment. “ Who would have thought it! "Indeed! indeed! © to have thei
indeed ! and is it true?” not believe
“ Why, Mrs Brown, if I do not get them there, where do " that the do
I get them?” worth belie
“Sure enough. Well, my stars! I almost knew it—I geney, appl
always thought there was something strange in the looks of struck with
that black hen.” “If Tw
“Ah, you are a cunning woman—but be sure you keep it would make
a secret,” believe she
“To be sure, never fear me. A dollar a day! Who would give a good
have thought it! Bless me, what a lucky man! Do, Mr selves miste
Lee, let me see the nest ; it must be very curious: I am dy- her up at a
ing to see it.” : it will be'a
“ Certainly, with all my heart; but let us see if there is » This ady
nobody coming. Ah, step this way; I keep her in a snug making up |
place, you see, because if she shoufd run away, what should notice, that
I do for cash?” the Meeting
So sdying, he led the way, and the old woman trotted. clock, This
after him. He carried her in.at one door and out at another, time arrived
up this passage and down that, over, under and through, zig- mounted the
zag gnd round about, through all the rigmarole turnings and a stick of w
twis@pgs upon his premises, in order to give the whole affair rangue—
an apearance of greater mystery. At last coming to a little “Ding d
nook Mhthe corner of hig barn, he told her that was the place. Know all n
She gazed at it with staring eyes and uplifted hands, ex- notwithstane
claiming, attend to th
“‘Was there ever anything like it!” wealth, and |
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iere do [ Bob, to carry on the trick, concealed a dollar in his sleeve,

f my old and thrust his hand into the nest, drew it forth, and-exhibited

it to the old woman, who was now fully convinced, because she

\ had actually seen the dollarin the nest, and who could doubt
ed, hey? after such a proof'? y

with the It is needless. to add that within two days, the story was

' trumpeted all over the town, and Bob was beset, with greater

der than crowds than ever; so far from diminishing the curiosity &f

be sure. his neighbours by the stratagem, he foupd he had augmented

it tenfold. It is not to be supposed fthat every one believed

another the story, but there were enough who did, and the remainder

t a hen fell to wondering, guessing, and questioning with more perti-
nacity than ever. DBob's house was besieged  from morning
th,” said till night, and the unfortunate man, under these redoubled
thject. annoyances, found he had got ‘out of the frying-pan into the
of mine fire. He now denied the whole story, and declared that he
here!” had been only sporting with the credulity of the old Goody ;
b aston- but unluckily they would not believe him; people do not like
indeed! * to have their belief in the marvellous disturbed; they could
_not believe his tale of finding the money in an oak tree, but
here do " that the dollars were got from a hen’s nest, was something
worth believing. Bob, at a loss what to do in this emer-
w it—I gency, applied to many people for advice, and 4t last was
looks of struck with the following counsel from Deacoy Grabbit.
¢ If I were in your place,” said the Deacdn, “I think I
keep it would make the hen turn me a penny:—for why? If folks
believe she gives you a dollar a day, they will be willing to
» would give a good price for her, and if they buy her and find them-
Do, Mr selves mistaken, that is their look-out. Now I would put
am dy- her up at auction and sell her for the most she will bring:
it will be'a fair bargain, provided you warrant nothing ! ”
here is » This advice seemed excellent, and Bob.was not long in
a snug making up his mind to follow it. He accordingly gave public
should notice, that he should expose his hen at auction in front of
the Meeting-house on Saturday afternoon next, at four of the
trotted. clock, This announcement made a great stir, and when the
nother, time arrived; he found a prodigious crowd assembled. Bob
th, zig- mounted the top of a hogsli\ead with his hen in one hand and
gs and a stick of wood in the other, and began the following ha-~
» affair rangue— ¢
a little “Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong! Ahoy, ahoy, ahoy!
» place. Know all men by these presents. Whereas, nevertheless,
ds, ex- notwithstanding. Gentlemen, please to tome to order and

attend to the sale. Here we are in the name of the eommon-*
wealth, and here is the fowl all the world is talking about,
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now to be sold Yo the highest|bidder. Whoever buys her will all day a
get a black pullét for his pay,‘\but as to silver dollars, that is his patien
neither here nor there; I warfant no such thing, but it may bethough
be, and it may not be; nobody knows all the pickings and thodox, w
-scratchings of the hen creation. I'll warrant the creature to again wit|
be sound of wind and limb, but whether her eggs are ,round was no do
or flat, I shan’t be flat enough to swear quite so roundly: < there mig
that is the buyer’s affair, not mine. Gentlémen, I moreover - horseshoe
warrant her to be a black hen, and that no washing can make day, but 1
her white, except whitewashing. But whether black or white, - of ‘wood, ¢
nobody can say black is the white of her eye, for she is as might ; fir
honest a soul as ever picked up a erumb, and.if she deals in a nest-egg
dollars, you may depend upon it they are not counterfeit. dollar and
‘Whoever buys her will get his money’s worth if he does not * even six p
give too much; and he may reckon on any reasonable num- and no mo
ber of chickens, provided he does not-reckon them before all failed
they are hatched. Gentlemen, I won’t be certain as to her about his ¢
age, but I will assure you this, that if she is too young, it off terribl
18 a fault ' will grow less and less every day. Here she goes. bantering |
‘What'll ye give me? What'llye give me?  What'll ye give was not to
me? Come bid #Way, gentlemen, and make your fortunes. fore sundr
Some folks say I have made my fortune by her, and good luck credulity i;
betide them while they speak the truth, say I. People say their opin
this and that, but I say nothing. So, who buys' my hen?— already inc
Going—going, going!” . 4 was to disc
The old hen set up a loud cackling, and fluttered her At leng
wings prodigiously, at the conclusion of this speech, much to scent of th
the astonishment of the crowd of spectators, who gaped, he knew of
stared, and scratched their heads, imagining that the creature begged ear
understood every word of what was uttered, and never to give him
suspecting that Bob had given her a smart pull by the tail to plan succee
make her squall out. They shook their heads and observed gain, no cu
that the creature looked as if she saw something: Bob called “You'll
out for bidders, but his customers, with true Yankee caution, He the:
bid slowly, and made very low offers : at last however she instructed 1
was knocked off to a credulous bumpkin, named Giles Elder- ing at six o
berry, for six dollars, to be paid in corn and potatoes at a f:lir tall pole in
price the next fall. Bob delivered him the hen, and topk to walk thr
Giles’s note of hand for the pay. T backwards, |
Giles took his purchase home in great glee, hugging him- doo, and sne
self with the prospect of having a heap of silver ere many ° break the sy
days. He bestowed her snugly in his hencoop, and was Giles toc
hardly able to shut his eyes that night, by thinking of the was on the ¢
fortune that awaited him. Next morning he ran to the nest, up in the s
but was disappointed in not finding the dollar. ~He waited was going o
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her will all day and saw the night approach, but nothing rewarded

, that is his patience. He began to scratch his head, but presently
it may bethought himself. that it was Sunday, and the hen being or-
ngs and ° thodox, would not lay till the next day. So he went to) bed
ature to again with undiminished hopes. But Monday came and there
3 ,round was no dollar to be seen : he cudgelled his brain, and suspected
oundly : < there might be witches in the_ case; thereupon he nailed a
oreover horseshoe on the door of the hencoop, and waited another
wn make day, but nothin® came of it. He now sat down upon a log
r white, - of wood, and fell to pondering upon the matter with all his
10 18 as might ; finally another thought struck him, and he imagined
deals in a nest-egg might be wanting. Straightway he procured a
nterfeit. dollar and lodged it in the nest, but it did not bring him
loes not * even six per cent. interest, for the next day there was a dollar
le . num- and no more. He tried various other expedients, but they
1 before all failed in the same manner. The neighbours inquired
s to her about his success, but he informed them that the hen put it
oung, it off terribly. He consulted Bob Lee about it, and got only a
18 goes. bantering answer and a hint about the note of hand. Giles
ye give was not to be bantered out of his belief, but laid the case be-
ortunes. fore sundry of his acquaintance, who were notorious for their
od luck credulity in all marvellous affairs. Most of them gave it as
iple say their opinion that the hen was bewitched, and Giles was
hen ?— already inclined to the same belief: his only solicitude now
. was to discover sgome means of disenchantment.
red her At length a waggish fellow of the town, who had got a
nuch to scent of the affair, meeting Giles one day, informed him that
gaped, he knew of a scheme that would do the job for him. Giles
'reature begged earnestly to know it, and promised as a recompense
1 never to give him the first dollar the hen should lay, in case the
y tail to plan succeeded, “ for you know,” sgid he, “it is a fair bar-
bserved gain, no cure, no pay.”
b called “You'll find that next fall,” replied the fellow.
aution, He then communicated the scheme, by which Giles was
ver she instructed to go to the tcp of Blueberry Hill the next morn-
3 Elder- ing at six o’clock, mark out a circle on the ground, set up a
Wt a fiir tall pole in the centre with the hen at the top: he.was then
id ‘goJ)k to walk three times round it, heels foremost, say the A B C
2 backwards, sing a stave of Old Hundred, cry cocka-doodle-
1g him- doo, and sneeze three times—all which he was assured would
» many break the spell.
nd was Giles took all this for gospel, and the next morning he
of the was on the spot ready prepared at the hour. He set his fowl
he nest, up in the air and went to work with the incantation; all
waited was going on prosperously and according to rule: he had got

6
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through the psalm tune, crowed as exactly like an old roostér
as one ¢ould wish, and was just taking a thumping pinch of
Scotch yellow to enable him to sneez with more-effect, when
casting his eyes aloft he descried a monstrous hen-hawk
upon the wingin th® act of making a stoop at his enchanted
fowl. Giles blurted out a tremendous sternutation, but the
hawk was not to be sneefed out of his ‘prey, for before he
could rub away the tears which this explosion shook into his
eyes, souse came the hawk upon the hen, and both were out
of sight among the woods ! .

Giles scratched his head and stared with wonder, but they
never came back to give any account of themselves: he 1s
certain although, that had he got through the incantation

half a minute sooner, the hen would have been as safe as a

thief in a mill. T have heard people say that he has still
some expectation of their retusn, but I believe he has given
up speculating in poultry. However, the memory of the story
remains in those parts, and when a person does anything that
shows uncommon wisdom; such as discovering that the Dutch
havh taken Holland, or that asses have ears, he is said to be
“akin to the witches, like Bob Lee’s hen. N “

XVIL
THE SHOOTING-MATCH.

SHOOTING-MATCHES are probably nearly coeval with the
colonization of Georgia. They are still common throughout
the Southern States ; though they are not as common as they
were twenty-five or thirty years ago. I was travelling in one
of the north-eastern counties, when I overtook a swarthy,
bright-eyed, smirky little fellow, riding a small pony, and
bearing on his shoulder a long, heavy rifle, which, judging
from its looks, I should say had done service in*Morgan’s
corps.
“Good morning, Sir,” said I, reining up my horse, as I
came beside him.
“ How goegnit, stranger ? ’ said he, with a tone of inde-
pendence and self-confidence that awakened my curiosity to
know a little of his character.
“ Groing driving ? " inquired I.
“Not emctly,”repliejﬁxue, surveying my horse with a quiz-
/ (
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rooster zical smile, “ I haven’t been a-driving by m_yse?ffor a year o
inch of {wo, and my nese has got so bad latcly I can’t -carry’a cold-
b, when trail without hounds to, help me.’

n-hawk

Alone, and withoyt hounds as he was, the QU(“!tIOIl'“ﬂq
‘hanted

rather a silly one; but it angw ered the purpose for which it _

ut the was put, which was only to draw him into conversation, and
‘ore h_e 1 prnceeded to make as decent retreat as I could.

nto his . “I didn't know,” I said, “but that you were-going to
re out meet the huntsmen, or ﬂomg to your stand.”

“ Ah, sure enouwh rejoined he, “that mout be-a boo as
at they the old woman said w hen she klllcd a “asp lt seems to me
: he 18 I ought to know you.’ \
ntation “Well, if you ought why don ¢ you"’ 5 : %

‘e as a « What mout your name be ?’

as ?tlu “It might be anything,” said I, with borrowed wit ; for I
i} given knew my man, and knew what kmd of conversation “ ould
e story please him most. -

ag that “Well, what #s it then ?”

' Dutch “It 48 Hall,” said I;“but, you know, it might as well

| to be have been anythmg else.”
" “Pretty digging,” said he, “ I find you're not tne fool I
took you to be 80 here’s to a better acquaintance with you.’

“ With all my heart,” returned I; “but _you must i) )
clever as I've been, and give me your name.’

“To be sure I will, my old ’coon; take it, take it, and
welcome. Anything else about me you'd like to have?”

} . No,” sall I, “there’s nothing else about you worth
» having.”
, “ Oh yes, there is, stranger. Do you see this?” holding
ith the up his ponderous rifle with ar ease that astonished me. | 1f
ughout * youwilt"go with me to the shooting-match, and see me knock
as they out the bull’s eye with her a few times, you'll agree the|old
In 0ne soap-stick’s worth something when Bllly Curlew puts |his
varthy, shoulder to her.”
1y, and This short sentence was replete with information to me:
udging it taught me that my companion was Billy Curlew ; that he
organ’s was going to a shooting-match ; that he called his rifle the
soap-stick ; and that he was very confident of winning beef
s, as 1 with her; or, which is nearly, but not quite the same thing—

driving the cross with her.

“Well,” said I, “if the shooting-match is not too far out
of my way, I'll go to it with pleasure.”

“ Unless your way lies through the woods from here,”
said Billy, “it’ll not be much out of your way ; for it’s only
a mile a-head of us, and there’s no other road for you to take

f inde-
sity to

a quiz-

/

*
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v,

till you get 1}101‘0, and as that thing you're riding-ih. ain't
well suited to_fast travelling among bushy knobs, T reckon
you won't lose much by gonw ‘by. I reckon you h'ml]v ever
was’ atr a shooting-match, stranger, from the cut of your
p ” l e
coat o
“Oh yes,” returned I, “ m:my a time. I won beef at one,
whendl was ardly old enou<rh to hold a short-gun off- h'uL(l ”

“ Children don’t go to sh‘ootmg matches about here,” said -

he, with a smile ofi incredulity. “I never heard of but one
that did, and he was a little swinge-cat. He was bora a-shoot-
ing, and killed, squirrels before he was w eaned.

“Nor did T ever hear of but one,’ " replied I,“and that
“And where did you win beef so young, stran"er9 . l
“At Berry Adam’s.”

“Why stop, stranger, let me look at you. Good. | Msvour

.name Lyman Hall ? D

“The very same,” said I.

“Well, dang mypbuttons, if you ain't the very boy my
daddy used to t(ll ngbﬂg)ut‘ I was too young to 1(u)]leu
you myself; but I've heard daddy talk about you many :
time. I believe mammy’s got a neck-handkerchief now tlmu

daddy won, on your shoot}ug at Collen Reid’s store, when you
were hardly_knee-high. /C6me along, Lyman, and I'll go my
death upon you at thc shootmg match, with the old soap-
stick at your shqulder.”

“Ah, Billy,” said I, “the old soap-stick will do much bet-
ter at your’own shoulder. It was my mother’s notion that
sent me to the shooting-match at Berry Adam’s; and, to tell
you the honest truth, ‘it Was altogether .chance shot that
made me win beef; but that wasn't generally known, and
most ev erybody behc\ ed that T was carried there on aceount

“of my skill in shooting; and my fame was spread far and

wide, I well remember.

“T remember, too, perfectly well your fdther 8 bet on me
at the store. He was at the shooting-match, and nothing
could make him belteve but that I was a qremt shot with a
rifle, as well as a shot-gun. Bet he would on me, in spite of
all I could say, though I assured him that I had“hever sh(;//
rifle in my life. It so happened too, that there were but tWwo
bullets, or rather a bullet and a lmlf and so confident was
your;,iather in my skill that he made me shoot the half bullet,
and strange to. tell, by another chance shot Xjlike to have
droxe the cross, and won his bet.”

“Now I know you're the very chap ' for I§ heard dnd(
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h. ain't
reckon

tell,the very thing about the half bullet. ‘Don’t say anything
about it Lyman, and durn my old shoes if I don't tear the
lint oﬁ"/the boys with you at the.shooting-match. They’ll

Iy ever
y 3 never 'spect such a lookuw man as you are of knowing anys
f- grour " :
. thlng. about a rifle. I'll 1uk your chance shot.’
o st 1 soon discovered that the father had eaten sour grapes,
! ’

and the son’s teeth were oun edge; for Billy Was just as in-
, corrigibly obstinate in his bellet of my dextulty with a rifle
as his father/had beer before him. s

‘We soon reached the place appointed for the shootmg
match. It'went by the name of Sims’ Cross Roads, because,
from the time that the firstshad been laid out,nArdnbald blms\
had resided there. Archibald had been a Justice of the Peace

-hapd.”
3, said
ut one
~shoot-

\d that

» ¢ in his day (and where is the man of his age in Georgn who-
has not ?), consequently he was called Squire Sims. Itis the
[ — custom in this State, when a man has ‘once acquired a title,
v

ciyil or military, to force it upon him as long as he lives;
hence the countless number of titled personages who are in-
troduced in these sketches.

We stopped at the Squire’s door. Billy hastily dis-
“mounted, gavg me the shake of the hand which he had been
roluctantly res@rving for a mile back, and Jeading me to the
Squire, thus introduced me :

“ Unele Archy, this is LymanHall; and for all you see
him in these fine clothes:she’s a\gzqf -cat—a fdarn sight

\!

iﬂy m}'
seollect
nany a
w that
en you
go my

| soap- cleverer fellow than he looks to be. \Wait till you see him

lift the old séap-stick, and draw a bead.upon the bull's eye.

;h 31734 . You gwine to see fun t0~day ¢ Don’t say nothing about it.’
4o t(‘*ll “ Well, Mr Swinge-cat,” said the Squire, “ here’s to a bet-
t that ter acquamtance thh you,’ oﬁ‘ermg me his hand

S and “How goes it, Uncle Archy?” said I, taking his hand
043:011111: warmly : for I'm alw ays free and easy with those who are so -
bt snd with me, and in this course I rarely fail to please. “How’s

the old woman? "’ %
“Egad!” said the Squire, chuckling, “there you're too ’

n me
(())thin” hard for me; for she died two-and-twenty years ago, and I
v D haven’t heard a word from her since ! ”
with a - el
R What! and you never married again ? "\
nte of

At o “Well, that’s not my ult.”

ut tWo “ No, nor mine njther,”) said I.

RS s : f;Iere we were interru cd by the cry of another, Ranccy
Mt . niffle.

}“i;l:\(: “Hello, here! Allyou as 4\1&;}1 to put in for the bhOOt-
! ing-match come on here ! for the put'n in’s rigdy to begin.”

daddy About sixty persons, including men spectafors, had col-
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lected ; and the most of them were more or less obedient to with the
the call of Mealy Whitecotton—for that was the name of the looks, ths
self-constituted commander-in-chief. Some hastened and some I saw no
loitered, as they desired to be first or last on the list; for shot ; for,
they shoot in tﬁe order in which their names are entered. allowed t
The beef was not present, nor is it ever upon such occa- I was bou
sions ; but several of the company had seen it, who all con- donable t.
curred in the opinion that it was good beef, and well worth on me. |
the price that was set upon it—eleven dollars. A general respect fr
inquiry ran, in order to form some opinion as to the number ing in m
of shots that would be taken; for, of course, the price of a carried o
-shot is cheapened in proportion to the increase of that num. those day
ber. It was soon ascertained that mot more than twenty traders—a
persons would take chances; but these twenty agreed to take that Motk
the number of shots at twenty-five cents each. Indians—
The competitors now began to give in their names; some called.
for one, some for two, three, and a few for as many as four Rifles
shots. them, unc
Billy Curlew hung back to the last, and when the list was should be
offered to him, five lists remained undisposed of. rest, the d
“ How many shots left ? ” inquired Billy. be one hw
“Five,” was the reply. the mode «
“Well, I take them all. Put down four shots for me, and But th
one to Lyman Hall, paid for by William Curlew.” by far the
I wos thunder-struck ; not at his proposition to pay for Most o
my shot, because that Billy meant it as a token of friendship, usually a 1
and he would have been hurt if I had refused to let him do one side as
me this favour; but at the unexpected announcement of my materially
name as a competitor for beef, at least one hundred miles of which i
from the place of my residence! larger or s
I was prepared for a challenge from Billy to some of his be placed f
neighbours for a private match upon me, but not for this. I yards, and
therefore protested against his putting in for me, and urged inches squs
every reason to dissuade him from it that I could, without about the v
wounding his feelings. bull’s eye, «
“Put it down,” said Billy, with the authority of an em- the centre
eror, and with a look that spoke volumes, intelligible to every to fix his ta
ystander. “ Reckon I don’t know what I'm about?” Then, move one f(
wheeling off, and muttering in an under, self-confident tone: square to tl
“Dang old Roper,” continued he, “if he don’t knock that ing from t
cross to the north corner of creation, and back again, before angle more
a cat can lick her foot!” satisfied wit
Had I been king of the cat-tribe, they could not have re- : The bee:
garded me with more curious attention than did the whole monly term
company, from this mement. - Every inch of me was examined one. Fors
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lient to with the nicest serutiny ; and some plainly expressed, by their
y of the looks, that they never would have taken me for such a bite.
1d some I saw no alternative, but to thfow myself upon a third chance-
st; for shot ; for, though by the rules of sport 1 would have been
red. allowed to shoot by proxy, by all the rules of good-breeding
1 occa- I was bound to shoot in person. It would have been unpar-
I con- donable to disappoint the expectations which had been raised
worth on me. Unfortunately too for me, the match differed in one
yeneral respect from those which I had been in the habit of attend-
wmber ing in my younger days. In olden-time, the contest was
e of a carried on chiefly with shot-guns, a generic term;, which, in
; num- those days, embraced three descriptions of fire-arms: Indian-
twenty traders—a long, cheap, but sometimes excellent kind of gun,
0 take that Mother Britain used to send hither fopftraffic with the
Indians—the large musket, and the shot#jun, properly so-

; some called.

s four Rifles were however always permitted to compete with
them, under equitable restrictions. These were, that they
18t was should be fired off-hand, while the shot-guns were allowed a

rest, the distance being equal; or that the distance should
be one hundred yards for the rifle to sixty for the shot-gun,
the mode of firing being equal.

e, and But this was a match of rifles exclusively; and these are
by far the most common at this time.
ay for Most of the competitors fire at the same target, which is
dship, usually a board from nine inches to a foot widé, charred on
im do one side as black as it can be made by fire, without impairing
of my materially the upiformity of its surface ; on the darkened side
miles of which is pegged a square piece of white paper, which is
larger or smaller, according to the distance at which it is to
of his be placed from the marksmen. This is almost invariably sixty
is. 1 yards, and for it the paper is reduced to about two and a half
urged inches square. Out of the centre of it is cut a rhombus of
ithout about the width of an inch, measured diagonally—this is the
bull’s eye, or diamond, as the marksmen choose to call it; in
1 em- the centre of this is the cross. But every man is permitted
every to fix his target to his own taste; and accordingly, some re-
Then, move one fourth of the paper, cutting from the centre of the
tone : square to the two lower corners, so as to leave a large open-
. that . ing from the centre downwards; while others reduce the
yefore angle more or less; but it is rarely the case that all are not
satisfied with one of these figures.
ve re- _ The beef is divided into five prizes, or as they are com-

vhole monly termed, five quarters, the hide and tallow counting as
nined one. For several years after the revolutionary war, a sixth
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was added ; the lead which was shot in the match. This was powder, g
the prize of the sixth best shot; and it used to be carefully the boy y
extracted from the board, or tree, in which it was lodged, and near it.”
afterwards remoulded. But this grew out of the exigency of “ Well
the times, and has, I believe, been long since abandoned and Teb L
everywhere. - your powc
The three master-shots and riygls were Moses Firmby, gwine star
Larkin Spivey, and Billy Curlew, ¥ whom was added, upon “Neve
this occasion, by common consent, and with awful forebodings . a little too
—your humble servant. Hiram
The target was fixed at an elevation of about three feet a long sigh
from the ground ; and the judges (Captain Turner and Squire “I've e
Porter) took their stands by it, joined by about half the spec- looking, or
tators. made a cle
: The first name on the catalogue was Mealy Whitecotton. “You'r
Mealy stept out, rifle in hand, and toed the mark. His rifle reply.
was about three inches longer than himself, and near enough “I said
his own thickness to make the remark of Darby Chisholm, as men ?”
he stept out, tolerably appropriate. “And ¢
“ Here comes the corn-stack and the sucker!” said Darby. amount to
“Kiss my foot!” said Mealy; “the way I'll creep into “Be ths
* that bull’s eye’s a fact.” easy ; and t
“You'd better creep into your hind sight,” said Darby. “And w
Mealy raised and fired. Meal *Cottc
“A pretty good shot, Meal,” said one. great no h
“Yes, a blamed good shot!” said a second. gwine to k
“Well done, Meal!” said a third. then do not.
I was rejoiced when one of the company inquired, “ Where from eating
is it?” for I could hardly believe they were founding these call him!”
remarks upon the evidence of their senses. Simon S
“Just on the right hand of the bull’s eye,” was the reply. “Oh des
I looked with all the power of my eyes, but was unable to It'1l take hir
discover the least change in the surface of the paper. Their bins to run
report, however, was true—so much keener is the vision of a “Good-b
practised than an unpractised eye. “Where
The next in order was Hiram Baugh. Hiram was like “Going 1
some race-horses which I have seen—he was too good not to ° by t}!e time |
contend for every prize, and too good-for-nothing ever to win Simon ws
one. concert him :
“ Grentlemen,” said he, as he came to the mark, “I don’t target, and s
say that I'll win beef; but if my piece don’t blow, I'll eat the He then 1
R{aper, or be mighty apt to do it, if you'll believe my rocket. —drew a pie
powder are not good powder, gentlemen—I bought it —filled his cl
thum (from) Teb Dagget, and gin him three quarters of a his rifle with
dollar & pound for it; but it are not what I call good or three vagr:
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This was powder, gentlemen: but if old Buck-killer burns it clear,
arefully the boy you call Hiram Baugh eats paper or comes mighty
red, a,na near it.” !

:;ency of “Well, blaze away!” said Mealy. “And be hanged, you

andoned and Teb Dagget, and g’our powder and your Buck-killer, and
your powder-horn and shot-pouch to boot! How long you

Firmby, gwine stand thar talk_ing ’fore you shoot ? '
d, upon “Never mind,” said Hiram, “I can talk a little and ghoot
bodings a little too; but that’s nothin’. Here goes!”

Hiram assumed the figure of a note of interrogation, took
ee feet a long sight, and fired.

| Squire “I've eat paper,” said he, at the crack of the gun, without

1@ spec- looking, or seeming to look towards the target. “ Buck-killer
made a clear rocket. Where am I, gentlemen ? ”

seotton. “You're just between Mealy and the diamond,” was the

Tis rifle reply.
enough p‘?71 said I'd eat paper, and I've done it, haven't I, gentle-
10lm, as men ? ” ;

“And #'pose you have!” said Mealy, “what do that
Darby. amount to? You'll no’ win beef, and never did.”
3p into “ Be that as it mout be, I've beat’ Meal 'Cotton ‘mighty

easy ; and the boy you call Hiram Baugh are able to do it.”

arby. “ And what do that 'mount to? Who ain’t able to beat

Meal 'Cotton! I don’t make no pretence of being nothing
great no how: but you always makes out as if you were
gwine to keep ’em making crosses for you, constant; and
then do nothin’ but eat paper at last ; ang that's a long way

Where from eating beef ’cording to Meal 'Cotton’s notions, as you

» these call him!”

' Simon Stow was now called for. :
reply. “QOh dear!” exclaimed two or three, “now we have it.

able to Jt'll take him as long to shoot as it would take Squire Dob-
Their bins to run a track o’ land.”

n of a “ Grood-bye, boys,” said Bob Martin.
“ Where you going, Bob?”
s like “ Going to gather in my crop. I'll be back again though
not to * by the time Sime Stow shoots.”
to win Simon was used to all this, and therefore it did not dis-

concert him in the least. He went off, and brought his own

don’t target, and set it up with his own hand.

at the He then wiped out his rifle—rubbed the pan with his hat
ocket. —drew a piece of tow through the touch-hole with his wiper
ght it —filled his charger with great care—poured the powder into

S of » his rifle with equal caution—shoved with his finger the two
good or three vagrant grains that lodged round the mouth of his
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piece—took out a handful of bullets—looked them all over “ Pret
carefully—selected one without flaw or wrinkle—drew out Curlew, a
his patching—found the most even part of it—sprung upon Spivey
the grease-box in the breech of his rifle, greased side down— diamond, |
placed hig ball upon it—pressed it a little—then took it up A few
and turned the neck a little more perpendicularly downward brought w
—placed his knife-handle on it—just buried it in the mouth fidence, an
of the rifle—cut off the redundant patching just above the liberately
bullet—looked at it and shook his head in token that he had chance by
cut off too much or too little, no one knew which—sent down less. The
the ball—measured the contents of his gun with his first and a case-knif
second fingers, on the protruding part of the ramrod—shook poor apolo,
his head again to signify that there was too much or too little An aug
powder—primed carefully—placed an arched piece of tin over cotton strn
the hind sight to shade 1t—took his piece—got a friend to and the th
hold his hat over the foresight to shade it—took a very long one of tin.
sight—fired, and didn't even eat paper. “ Wher
“My piece was badly load'nd,” said Simon, when he heard judges, as 1
the place of his ball. “ About
“Oh, you don’t take time,” said Mealy. “No man can the reply.
shoot that’s in such a hurry as you is. I'd hardly got to sleep “Well,
"fore I heard the crack o’ the gun.” she’ll be alc
The next was Moses Firmby. He was a tall, slim man, of Billy no
‘rather sallow complexion: and it is a very singular fact, that shot forwar,
though probably no part of the world is more healthy than about forty-
the mountainous regions of Georgia, the mountaineers have his cheek d
not generally robust forms -or fine complexions: they are, fixed her uj
however, almost inexhaustible by toil. sight was lo
Moses kept us not long in suspense. His rifle was already me to believ
charged, and he fixed it on the thrget with a steadiness of every half s
nerve and aim that was astonishing\{o me and alarming to all derous rifle ;
the rest. A few seconds, and the report of his rifle broke stick made h
the death-like silence which prevailed. “ Where
“No great harm done yet,” said Spivey, manifestly re- fore his eye.
lieved from anxiety by an event which seemed to me better “You've
calculated to produce despair. the reply of «
Firmby’s ball had cut the lower angle of the diamond, “1 was af
directly on a right line with the cross. said Billy. ¢
Three or four followed him without bettering his shot; do. Take he
all of whom however with one exception, “ eat the paper.” you were a b
It now came to Spivey’s turn. There was nothing re- I begged 1
markable in his person or manner. He took his place, lowered sophistically,
his rifle slowly from a perpendicular, until it came on a line My plea was 1
with the mark—held it there like a vise for a moment, and men who ha¢é
fired. second round.
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all over “ Pretty seoigrous, but nothing killing yet,” said Billy
Irew out Curlew, as he learned the place of Spivey’s ball.

ng upon Spivey’s ball had gust broken the upper angle of the
y down— diamond, beating Firmby about half its width.

ok it up A few more shots, in which there was nothing remarkable,
ywnward brought us to Billy Curlew. Billy stept out with much con-
e mouth fidence, and brought the soap-stick to an order, while he. de-

yove the liberately rolled up his shirt sleeves. Had I judged Billy’s
t he had chance by the looks of his gun, I should have said it was hope-
mt down less. The stock of soap-stick seemed to have been made with
first and a case-knife, and had it been, the tool would have been but a

—shook poor apology for its clums’y appearance.
00 little An augur hole in the breech served for a grease-box, a
tin over cotton string assisted a single screw in holding on the lock,
riend to and the thimbles were made, one of brass, one of iron, and
ry long one of tin.

“Where's Lark Spivey’s bullet?” called out Billy to the
1e heard judges, as he finished rolling up his sleeves.

“ About three quarters of an inch from the cross,” was
nan can the reply.

to sleep “Well, clear the way! the soap-stick’s a coming, and
she’ll be along in there among ’em presently.”
man, of Billy now planted himself a-straddle, like an inverted V,
«ct, that shot forward his left hip, drew his body back to an angle of
hy than about forty-five degrees with the plane of the horizon, brought
rs have his cheek down close to the breech of old soap-stick, and
ey are, fixed her upon the mark with an untrembling hand. His
sight was long, and the swelling muscles of his left arm led
already me to believe that he was lessening his chance of success with
ness of every half second that he kept it burdened with his pon-
\g to all derous rifle; but it neither flagged nor wavered until soap-
y broke stick made her report.
“Where am I?” said Billy, as the smoke rose from be-
tly re- fore his eye.
better “You've just touched the cross on the lower side,” was
the reply of one of the judges.
amond, “1 was afraid I was drawing my bead a leetle too fine,”

said Billy. “Now, Lyman, you see what the soap-stick can

1 shot: do. Take her, and show the boys how you used to do when

er. you were a baby.”

ng re- I begged to reserve my shot to the last; pleading, rather
ywered sophistically, that it was, in point of fact, one of Billy’s shots.
a line My plea was rather indulged than sustained ; and the marks-
1t, and men who had taken more than one shot commenced the

second round. This round was a manifest improvement upon
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I step

around m

the first. The cross was driven three times,jonce by Spivey,
once by Firmby, and once by no less a personage than McaIv
‘Whitecotton, whom chance seemed to favour for this time, I judged !
merely. that he might retaliate upon Hiram Baugh; and the Policy
bull’s eye was disfigured out of all shape. T adopted

The third and fourth rounds were shot. Billy discharged
his last shot, which left the rights of parties thus; Billy
Curlew first and fourth choice, Spivey second, Firmby third,
and Whitecotton fifth. Some of my readers may be curious
to learn how a distinction comes to be made between several,
all of whom drive the cross. The distinction is perfectly na-
tural and equitable. Threads are stretched from the uneffaced
parts of the once interesting lines, by means of which the
original position of the cross is precisely ascertained. Each said one, 1
bullet-hole being nicely pegged up as it is made, it is easy to “It’s o
ascertain its circumference. To this, I believe they usually, “Tt ma
if not invariably, measure where none of the balls touch the
cross ; but if the cross be driven, they measure from it to the
centre of the bullet hole.. To make a draw-shot, therefore,
between two who drive .the cross, it is necessary that the the mark.
centre of both balls should pass directly through the cross— companions
a thing that very rarely happens. stick’s obst

The bite alone remained to shoot. Billy wiped out his gan to exhi
rifle carefully, loaded her to the top of his skill, and handed ceptible mo
her to me. :

came on a
ingly, I cc
all my mu
of gravital
velocity.

not only p
ments on 1

“ Why,

like yearne
1 now,
and put for

A tremt

“ Now,” 'said he, “ Lyman, draw a fine bead, but not too tended rapi
fine; for soap-stick bears up her ball well. Take care, and the time 1 1
don’t touch the trigger until you’ve got your bead ; for she’s . from head t
spring-triggered, and goes mighty easy; but you hold her to tion of a s
tEe place you want her, and if she don’t go there, dang old friends gave
Roper.” “I swea
I took old soap-stick, and lapsed immediately into the __“He use
most hopeless despair. I'm sure I never handled as heavy a nor never cc
gun in all my life. : “You be
“ Why, Billy,” said I, “you little mortal, you! what do third ; “for
you use such a gun as this, for?” the dry grip
“ Look at the bull’s eye, yonder,” said he. “The str

“True,” said I; “but I can’t shoot her—it is impossible.” humorous gr

“ Go "long, you old coon,” said Billy; “I see what you're “If he hs
at. (Intimating that all this was mereﬁr to make the coming round the bu
shot the more remarkable.) “Daddy’s little boy don’t shoot As soon s
anything but the old soap-stick here to-day, I know.” : I made no fu

The judges, I knew, were becoming impatient, and, withal, fact), I pulle
my situation was growing more embarrassing every second ; so I have aly

I e’en resolved to try the soap-stick, without further parley. myself of der,
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7 Spivey, T stept out, and the most intense interest was excited all
wn Mealy around me, and it flashed like electricity round the target, as
his time, I judged from the anxious gaze of all in that direction. é
and the Policy dictated that I should fire with a falling rifle, and
I adopted this mode, determining to fire as soon as the sights
scharged came on a line with the diamond, bead or no bead. Accord-
18; Billy ingly, I commenced lowering old soap-stick ; but, in spite of
by third, all my muscular powers, she was strictly obedient to the laws
) curious of gravitation, and came down with an uniformly accelerated
| several, velocity. Before I could arrest her downward flight, she had
sctly na- not only passed the target, but was making rapid encroach-
meffaced ments on my own toes.
hich the “Why, he’s the weakest man in the arms I ever seed,”
L. Each said one, in a half-whisper.

| easy to “It’s only his fun,” said Billy; “I know him.”

usually, “It may be fun,” said the other, “but it looks mightily

uch the like yearnest to a man up a tree.”

it to the 1 now, of course, determined to reverse the mode of firing,

1erefore, and put forth all my physical energies to raise soap-stick to

shat the the mark. The effort silenced Billy, and gave tongue to his
Cross— companions. I had just strength enough to master soap-

stick’s obstinate proclivity, and consequently my nerves be-

out his gan to exhibit palpable signs of distress with her first imper-
handed ceptible movement upward.

A trembling commenced in my arms, increased and ex-
not too tended rapidly to my body and lower extremities, so that, by
are, and the time 1 brought soap-stick up to the mark, I was shaking
or she’s from head to foot, exactly like a man under the eontinued ac-
| her to tion of a strong galvanic battery. In the mean time my
ang old friends gave vent to their feelings freely.

“I swear, point blank,” said one, “ that man can’t shoot.”
nto the _.“He used to shoot well,” said anothiér; “but can’t now,
heavy a nor never could.”

“You better git away from 'bout that mark,” bawled a
that do third ; “for I'll be d—d if Broadeloth don’t give some of you

the dry gripes, if you stand too close there.”
“The stranger’s got the Peedoddles,” said a fourth, with

gsible.” humorous gravity.
you're “If he had bullets enough in his gun, he’d shoot a ring
coming round the bull’s eye, big as a spinning-well,” said a fifth.
t shoot As soon as I found that soap-stick was high enough (for
I made no further use of the sights than to ascertain this
withal, fact), I pulled the trigger, and off she went.

md ; 8o I have always found the most creditable way of relieving
arley. myself of derision, was to heighten it myself as much as pos-
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sible. Tt is a good plan in all circles, but by far the best “Secor
which can be adopted among the plain, rough farmers of the ports.
country. Aécordinglg, I brought old soap-stick to an order The wl
with an air of triumph, tipped Billy the wink, and observed : evidence ¢
“Now Billy’s your time to make your fortune. Bet ’em port; but
two to one that I've knocked out the cross.” true. Thei
“No, I'll be dod blamed if I do,” said Billy; “but I'll bet for me, for
you two to one that you ha'nt hit the plank.” which the
“Ah, Billy,” said I, “I was joking about betting, for I time to pre
never bet, nor would I have you bet; indeed, I do not feel said before
exactly right in shooting for beef, for it is a species of gaming, “Secon
at last; but I'll say this much, if that cross has not been as the com
knocked out, I'll never shoot for beef again as long as I live.” only! He
“By dod,” said Mealy Whitecotton, “ you'li lose no great good piece,
things at that.” arifle; esp
“Well,” said I, “TI reckon I know a little about wabbling. “ Why,
Is it possible, Billy, a man who shoots as well as you do, baffles all d
never practiséd shooting with the double wabble? It's the “Oh, d
greatest take in in the world, when you learn to drive the that ? Jus
cross with it. Another sort for getting bets upon, to the its centre is
drop sight and single wabble; and the soap-stick’s the very to lay the ¢
- yarn for it.” ‘ put it there
\ “Tell you what, stranger,” said one; ¢ you're too hard for Several

\ us all here. We never hearn o’ that sort o’ shoot'n in these very approp

parts.” _ offered to b
) . “Well,” returned I, “ you've seen it now, and I'm the boy with no sori
that can do it.”

: But I hs

The judges were now approaching with the target, and a A decided 1

singular combination of circumstances had kept all my party Was serious |
in utter ignorance of the result of my shot. ¥ the world.

Those about the target had been prepared for a great shot fully with m
from me ; their expectations had received assurance from the to which I 1i
courtesy which had been expended to me; and nothing had other one of
happened to disappoint them, but the single caution against for the night
the “ dry gripes,” which was as likely to have been given in swap lies the
irony as in earnest; for my agonies under the weight of the true reading
soap-stick were either imperceptible to them, at the distance and give hit
of sixty yards, or being visible, were taken as the ﬂourlgl‘les times, his ho
of an expert, who wished to “astonish the natives.” The could not acc
other party did not think the direction of my ball worth the miles of the
trouble of a question; or if they did, my airs and harangues I declined it.
had put the thought to flight before it was delivered. Conse- “Well, if
quently, they were all transfixed with astonishment, when the for you? for
judges presented the target to them, and gravely observed: won the silk

“It’s only second best, after all the fuss.” me for not br

-
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he best “Second best!” exclaimed I, with uncontrollable trans-

3 of the ports. .
n order The whole of my party rushed to the target, to have the
served : evidence of their senses, before they would believe the re-
Bet ’em port; but most marvellous fortune decreed that it should be
true. Their incredulity and astonishment were most fortunate
i I'll bet for me, for they blinded my hearers to the real feelings with
which the exclamation was uttered, and allowed me sufficient
y, for I time to prepare myself for making the best use of what I had
10t feel said before, with a very different objectx
gaming, “Second best!” reiterated I, with an air of despondency,
ot been as the company turned from the target to me; “ second best,
I live." only! Here, {’-illy, my son, take the old soap-stick; she's a
0 great good piece, but I'm getting too old and dim-sighted to shoot
arifle; especially with the dropsight and double wabbles.”
tbbling. : “Why, darn my buttons!” said Billy, with a look that
rou do, baffles all description; “ain’t you driv the cross!”
t's the “Oh, driv the cross,” rejoined I, carelessly. “ What's
ive the that ? Just look where my ball is! I do believe, in my soul,
to the its centre is a quarter of an inch from the cross. I wanted
1e very to lay the centre of the bullet upon the cross, just as if you'd
put it there with your fingers.”
ard for

Several received this palaver with a contemptuous, but

1 these very appropriate, curl of the nose; and Mealy Whitecotton
offered to bet half-a-pint, “ that I couldn’t do the like agin,
he boy with no sort of wabbles, he didn’t care what.”

But I had fortified myself on this quarter by my morality. .
, and a A decided majority however were clearly of opinion that I
r party was serious ; and they regarded me as one of the wonders of
¥ the world. Billy increased the majority by now coming out
1t shot fully with my history, as he had received it from his father;

om the to which I listened with quite as much astonishment as any
\g had other one of his hearers. He begged me to go home with him
igainst for the night, or, as he expressed it, “ go home with him, and
ven 1n swap lies that night, and 1t shouldn’t cost me a cent;” the
of the true reading of which is, that if I would go home with him,
stance and give him the pleasure of an evening’s chat about old
lX‘lS'I‘leS times, his house should be as free to me as my own. But I
The could not accept his hospitality, without retracing five or six
th the miles of the road which I had already passed; and therefore
mgues I declined it.
~onse- “Well, if you won’t go, what must I tell the old woman
en the for you? for she’ll be mighty glad to hear from the boy that
ved: won the silk handkerchief for her; and I expect she'll lick

me for not bringing you home with me.”
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“Tell her,” said I, “that I send her a quarter of beef, perform
which I won as I did the handkerchief, by nothing in the whpope(
world but mere good luck.” which m

“Hold your jaw, Lyman,” said Billy; “I ain’t a gwine to most ma
tell the old woman any such lies; for she's a rael, reg’lar all tha§
built Meth’dist.” be settin

As I turned to depart— Asl

“Stop a minute, stranger,” said one; then lowering his a positio
voice to a confidential, but strictly audible tone: “ What are what it
you offering for?” continued he. approach

I assured him I was not a candidate for anything—that I ment, an
had accidentally fallen in with Billy Curlew, who begged me could see
to cqme with him to the shooting-match ; and as it lay right with the
on my road, I had stopped. mour, an

“Oh,” said he, with a conciliatory nod, “if you're up for as notice
anything, you needn’t be mealy-mouthed about it, 'fore us semicolon
boys ; for we'll all go in for you here, up to the handle.” for he ey«

“Yes,” said Billy, “dang old Roper, if we don’t go our and swore
deaths for you, no matter who offers. If ever you come out child, tha
for anything, Lyman, just let the boys of Upper Hogthief horse-fles]
know 1t, ‘and they’ll go for you, to the hilt, against creation, “Strar
tit or no tit, that'’s tatur.” Dlossom fi

1 thanked him kindly, but repeated my assurances. , “No,”

The reader will not suppose that the district took its “I'nr~
name from the character of the inhabitants. In almost every leetle of t]
county in the State, there is some spot or district which bears leather.”
a contemptuous appellation, usually derived from local rival- 1 bega
ship, or from a single accidental circumstance. relieved b
up z;lnd be
much app:
and he tpuP;'
“Well,
XVII. r hosses ?

. “ Why,

THE HORSE SWAP. got a beast

' “Well, f

During the session of the Superior Court, in the village lark T want

of ——, about three weeks ago, when a number of people were lectle, of th
collected in the principal street of the village, I observed a lins out of 1
young man riding up and down the street, as I supposed, in “I'n bri
a violent passion. He galloped this way, then that, and then horse a littl
the other. Spurred his horse to one group of citizens, then “Oh! Ic

to another. Then dashed off at half speed, as if fleeing from ting him a |
danger ; and suddenly checking his horse, returned—first mn fles n the
a pace, then in a trot, and then in a canter. While he was - - Sort o’ mists
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+ of beef, performing these various evoluti.ons, hp cursed, swore,

whooped, screamed, and tossed himself in every attitude

which man could assume on horseback. In short, he cavorted

most magnanimously (a term which, in our tongue, expresses

all that 1 have described, and a little more), and seemed to
be setting all creation at defiance.

As I like to see all that is passing, I determined to take

g in the

gwine to
l, reg'lar

s hia a position a little nearer to him, and to ascertain, if possible,
PRt sre what it was that affected him so sensibly. Aeccopdingly I

approached a crowd before which he had stopped/for a mo-
that T ment, and examined it with the strictest scrutiny. But I
Land ‘wio could see nothing in it that seemed to have anything to do
‘;y oht with the cavorter. [Every man appeared to be in good hu-
' o mour, and all minding their own business. Not.one so much
e up for as noticed the principal figure. 8Still he went on. After a
e ua semicolon pause, which my appearance seemed to produce—

» for he eyed me closely as I approached—he fetched a whoo
le. : : P
and swore that “ he could out-swap any live man, woman, or

)E](:} (())Tt child, that ever walked these hills, or that ever straddled
1 ogthief horse-flesh since the days of old daddy Adam.” _
reation, “Stranger,” said he to me, “did you ever see ‘the Yallow

Dlossom from Jasper?”’ :
[ “No,” said I, “ but I have often heard of him.”

sk its “I'm~the boy,” continued he; “perhaps a leetle—ijist a
it every leetle of the best man, at a horse swap, that ever trod shoe-
'h bears leather.”

A ‘pival- I began to feel my situation a little awkward, when I was

relieved by a man somewhat advanced in years, who stepped
up and began to survey the “ Yallow Blossom’s” horse with
much apparent interest. This drew the rider’s attention,

and he turned the conversation from me to the stranger.
“Well, my old ’coon,” said he, “do you want to swap

: hosses 7’

* “ Why, I don’t know,” replied the stranger ; “ I believe I've
got a beast I'd trade with you for that one, if you like him.”
“Well, fetch up your nag, my old cock; you're jist the

village lark I wanted to get hold of. - I am perhaps a leetle, jist a
1o were leetle, of the best man at a horse swap, that ever stole crack-
wyed o lins out of }ps mammy'’s fat-gourd. Where’s your koss ?”
ysed, in “I'll bring him presently ; but I want to examine your
\d then horse a little.”

s then  “Oh! look at him,” said the Blossom, alighting and hit-
g’: from t1n§l him a cut, “look at him. He's the best piece of hoss
irst in flesh in the thirteen united universal worlds. There's no
he was - - €ort o’ mistake in little Bulle?:c. He can pick up miles on his

¢
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feet and fling "em behind him as fast as the next man’s oss, Fith
I don’t care where he comes from. And he can keep it as controll;
long as the sun can shine without resting.” i moving :
yring this harangue, little Bullet looked as if he under- still ; bu
stood it all, believed it, and was ready at any moment to his limbs
verify it. He was a horse of goodly countenance, rather ex- “T te
pressive,of vigilance than fire; though an unnatural appear- the best
ance of fierceness was thrown into it, by the loss of his ears, Smart kr
which had been cropped pretty close to his head. Nature and show
had done but little for Bullet's head and neck; but he Here
managed, in a great measure, to hide their defects, by bowing hunting {
perpetually. He had obviously suffered severely for corn; sprang or

but if his ribs and hip bones had not disclosed the fact, ke’ “ Boo-
never would have done it; for he was, in all respects, as lips; and
cheerful and happy as if he commanded all the corn-cribs and his beauti
fodder-stacks in Georgia. His height was about twelve hands ; “ Now

but as his shape partook somewhat of that of the giraffe, his Bullet
haunches stood much lower. They were short, strait, peaked, “ Now
and concave. Bullet’s tail however made amends for all his Bullet
defects. All that the artist could do to beautify it, had becn right and |
done ; and ‘all that horse could do to compliment the artist, trot, in the
Bullet did. His tail was nicked in superior style, and ex- “ Make
hibited the line of beauty in so many directions, thatjit could Bob co
not fail to hit the most fastidious taste in somd<ef them. same time.
From the root it dropped into a graceful festoon; then rose naturally)
in a handsome curve; then resumed its first direction; and to learn frg
then mounted suddenly upwards like a cypress knee, to a He started
perpendicular of about two and a half inches. The whole had tempted a |
a careless and bewitching inclination to the right. was urged t
Bullet obviously knew where his beauty lay, and took all experiment,
occasions to display it to the best advantage. If a stick turned the
cracked, or if any one moved suddenly about him, or coughed, patent. It .
or hawked, or spoke a little louder than common, up went the minuet, ;
Bullet’s tail like lightning ; and if the going up did not please, had pace in i
the coming down must of necessity, for it was as different from else ; so it pt
the other movement as was its direction. The first was a bold “Walk h
and rapid flight upward ; usually to an angle of forty-five de- Bullet wa
grees. In this position he kept his interesting appendage, was staked o
until he satisfied himself that nothing in particular was to be The stran
done; when he commenced dropping it by half-inches, in Ketch, having
second beats—then in triple time—then faster and shorter, his son N edd;
and faster and shorter still ; until it finally died away imper- upon Kit; a1
ceptibly into its natural position. If I might comEare sights‘ order: His %
to sounds, I should say its settling was more like the note of though a glan,
a locust than anything else in nature. : had the decide

»

|
l



s hoss,
p it as

under-
ient to
her ex-
yppear-
is ears,
Nature
but he
Yowing
corn ;
‘act, ke
cts, as
bs and
hands ;
ffe, his
eaked,
all his
d becn
artist,
ad ex-

could
them.
1 rose
i3 and
y, to a

le had

ok all
stick
1ghed,
went
lease,
i from
a bold
ve de-
1dage,
to be
38, In
orter,
nper-
:ights‘
te of

99

Either from native sprightliness of disposition, from un-
controllable activity, or from an unconquerable habit of re-
moving flies by the stamping of the feet, Bullet never stood
still; but always kept up a gentle fly-scaring movement of
his limbs, which was peculiarly interesting.

“I tell you, man,” proceeded the Yellow Blossom, “ he's
the best live hoss that ever trod the grit of Georgia. Bob

Smart knows the hoss. Come here, Bob, and mount this hoss
and show Bullet's motions.” ’

Here Bullet bristled up and looked as if he had been

hunting for Bob all day long, and had just found him. Bob
sprang on his back. |

“Boo-00-00!"” said Bob, with a fluttering noise of the
lips; and away went Bullet, as if in a quarter race, with all
his beauties spread in handsome style.
“ Now fetch him back,” said Blossom.
Bullet turned and came in pretty much as he went out.
“Now trot him by.” v !
Bullet reduced his tail to “customary”—sidled to the '
right and left airily, and exhibited at least three varieties of

trot, in the short space of fifty yards,
“ Make him pace !

TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR.

%
Bob commenced fwitching the bridle and kicking at the

same time. These inconsistent movements obviously (and most
naturally) disconcerted Bullet ; for it was impossible for him
to learn from them whether he was to proceed or stand still.
He started to trot—and was told that wouldn’t do. He at-
tempted a canter—ahd was checked again. He stopt—and
was urged to go on. Bullet now rushed into the wild field of
experiment, and struck out a gait of his own, that completely
turned the tables upon his rider, and certainly deserved a -
patent. It seemed to have derived its elements from the jig
the minuet, and the cotillon. If it was not a pace, it certainly

had pace in it ; and no man would venture to call it anything

else ; so it passed off to the satisfaction of the owner. .
“Walk him!”

Bullet was now at home again ; and he walked as if money
was staked on him,

The stranger, whose name I afterwards learned was Peter
Ketch, having examined Bullet to his heart’s content, ordered
his son Neddy to go and bring up Kit. Neddy soon appeared
upon Kit ; a well-formed sorrel of the middle size, and in good
order: His fout ensemble threw Bullet entirely in the shade:
though a glance was sufficient to satisfy any one, that Bullet
had the decided advantage of him in point of intellect. .
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“ Why man,” said Blossom, “do you bring such a hoss as blow.
that to trade for Bullet ?' Oh, I see you're no notion of with cor
trading.” “ St

“Ride him off, Neddy!” said Peter. he’s just

Kit put up at a handsome lope. “ Bl

“Trot him back !” “No

Kit came in at a long, sweeping trot, and stopt suddenly at made of
the crowd. white as

“ Well,” said Blossom, “let me look at him ; maybe he’ll “We
do to plough.” “No,

“ Examine him!” said Peter, taking hold of the bridle close pass.”
to the mouth. “He’s nothing but a tacky. He an’t as pretty . “We
a horse as Bullet, I know; but he’ll do. Start ’em together g1ve me |
for a hundred and fifty mile; and if Kit an’t twenty mile ahead “Oh
of him at the coming out, any man may take Kit for nothing. Here, Ne
But he’s a monstrous mean horse, gentlemen ; any man may “Wel
see that. He'’s the scariest horse, too, you ever saw. He won'’t yours.”
do to hunt on, no how. Stranger, will you let Neddy have “I'm
your rifle to shoot off him ? Lay the rifle between his ears, tell a gen
Neddy, and shoot at the blaze in that stump. Tell me when me ten do
his head is high enough.” Blosso

Ned fired, and hit the blaze: and Kit did not move a hair’s never wou
breadth. “Well

“ Neddy, take a couple of sticks'and beat on that hogshead cut such }
at Kit’s tail.” and I've d

Ned made a tremendous rattling; at which Bullet took hack.”
fright, broke his bridle and dashed off in grand style ; and would “ Come
have stopt all further negociations, by going home in disgust, you. I be
had not a traveller arrested him and brought him back: but me five dol
Kit did not move. time, and )

“1 tell you, gentlemen,” continued Peter, “ he’s the scariest good hoss.’
horse you ever saw. He an’t as gentle as Bullet; but he “ Well,
won’t do any harm if you watch him. Shall I put him in a cart, put the five
gig, or wagon for you, stranger? He'll .cut the same capers urade.”
there he does here. He’s a monstrous mean horse.” Blosson

During all this time, Blossom was examining him with the not give bo
nicest scrutiny. Having examined his frame and limbs, he “ Bullet
now looked at his eyes. as I banter,

“ He’s got a curious look out of his eyes,” said Blossom.

“QOh yes, Sir,” said Peter, “ just as blind as a bat. Blind fore here gc
horses always have clear eyes. Make a motion at his eyes, if three dollar,
you please, Sir.” Blossom

lossom did so, and Kit threw up his head rather as if stood for a ]
something pricked him under the chin, than as if fearing a collected) be
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blow. Blossom repeated the experiment, and Kit jirked back
with considerable astonishment.
“ Stone blind, you see, gentlemen,” proceeded Peter; “ but
he’s just as good to travel of a dark night as if he had eyes.”
“ Blame my buttons,” said Blossom, “if I like them eyes.”
“ No,” said Peter, “nor I either. I'd rather have ’em
Bete ob made of diamonds ; but they’ll do, if they don’t show as much
y white as Bullet’s.”
‘be he'll “Well,” said Blossom, “ make a pass at me.”
“No,” said Peter; “you made the banter, now make your
pass.”

, hoss as
stion of

n
lo close “ Well, I'm never afraid to price my hosses. You must
8 pretly

o el give me twenty-five dollars boot.” '
Wahisad “Oh certainly ; say fifty, and my saddle and bridle in.
b 12 Here, Neddy, mg son, take away daddy’s horse.”

& “ Well,”” said Blossom, “ I've made my pass, now you make

an may 2

; ours.
f wﬁ;: “I’m for short talk in a horse swap ; and therefore always
g ears tell a gentleman, at once, what I mean to do. You must give

me ten dollars.”

Blossom swore absolutely, roundly, and profanely, that he
never would give boot.

“Well,” said Peter, “1 didn’t care about trading ; but you
cut such high shines that I thought I'd like to back you out;
ande’ve done it. Gentlemen, you see I've brought him to a
hack.”

e when
a hair'’s
»gshead

aitw?:l‘:l “ Come, old man,” said Blossom, “I've been joking with

St you. I begin to think you do want to trade; therefore give
k -gbué me five dollars and take Bullet. 1'd rather lose ten dollars any
e time, and not make a trade; though I hate to fling away a
. good hoss.”
aﬁﬁ“ﬁ “Well,” said Peter, “ I'll be as clever as you are. Just
putdthe five dollars on Bullet’s back and hand him over, it’s a
wrade.”
Blossom swore again, as roundly as before, that he would
ith the not give boot ; and, said he, .

e “Bullet wouldn’t hold five dollars on his back nohow. But
y as I bantéred. you, if you say an even swap, here’s at you.”
- “T told you,” said Peter, “I'd be as clever as you; there-

Blind fore here goes two dollars more, just for trade sake. Give me
g three dollars, and it's a bargain.”

st Blossom repeated his former assertion ; and here the parties
S i stood for a long time, and the by-standers (for many were now
\ring collected) began to taunt both parties. After some time, how-

1 a cart,
capers
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ever, it was pretty unanimously decided that the old man had upon hi
backed Blossom out. the mas
At length Blossom sworafhe “never would be backed out he stuck
for three dollars after bantering a man ;” and accordingly they and laps
closed the trade. roused b
“ Now,” said Blossom, as he handed Peter the theee dollars, could ; a
“I'm a man, that when he makes a bad trade, makes the most with a ¢
of it until he can make a better. I'm for no rues and after- terest to
claps.” , “ His
“That’s just my way,” said Peter; “I never goes to law to put it to
mend my bargains.” blind anc
“Ah, you're the kind of boy I love to trade with. Here's “The
our hoss, old man. Take the saddle and bridle off him, and “Yes
Il strip yours; but lift up the blanket easy from Bullet’s if he eint,
back, for he’s a mighty tender-backed hoss.” agin the 1
The old man removed the saddle, but the blanket stuck fast, go try hit
I1e attempted to raise it, and Bullet bowed himself, switched The la
his tail, danced a little, and gave signs of biting. to test the
“Don’t hurt him, old man,” said Blossom archly; “take it establishe
off easy. I am, perhaps, a leetle of the best man at a horse- “Nedc
swap that ever catched a ’coon.” people dis
%eter continued to pull at the blanket more and more what the 1
roughly ; and Bullet became more and more cavortish : in so little failin
much, that when the blanket came off, he had reached the Zick- leetle the 1
ing point in good earnest. but don’t
The removal of the blanket disclosed a sore on Bullet’s ing ; the s
back-bone that seemed to have defied all medical skill. It
measured six full inches in length, and four in breadth ; and
had as many features as Bullet had motions. My heart sicken-
ed at the sight; and I felt that the brute who had been riding
him in that situation deserved the halter.
The prevailing feeling however was that of mirth, The
laugh became loud and general, at the old man’s expense ; and
rustic witticisms were liberally bestowed upon him and his late
purchase. These, Blossom continued to provoke by various re- WHEN ¢
marks. He asked the old man, “if he thought Bullet would hard mischg
let five dollars lie on his back.” He declared most seriously, those cases
that he had owned that horse three months, and had never dis- rather doul
covered before that he had a sore back, “or he never should other part o
have thought of trading him,” &c. &e. gentleman,
The old man bore it all with the most philosophie composure. “I once
He evinced no astonishment at his late discovery, and made no made it up t
replies. But his son, Neddy, had not disciplined his feelings the deacon’s,
quite so well. His eyes opened wider and wider, from the first tered the my
to the last pull of the blanket ; and when the whole sore burst her grandmo

*
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upon his view, astonishment and fright seemed to contend for
the mastery of his countenance. As the blanket disappeared
he stuck his hands in his breeches pockets, heaved a deep sigh,
and lapsed into a profound reverie; from which he was only
roused by the cuts at his father. He bore them as long as he
could ; and when he could contai® himself no longer, he began
with & certain wildness of expression, which gave a-peculiar in-
terest to what he uttered :

“ His back’s mighty bad off, but dod drot my soul if he’s
put it to daddy as bad as he thinks he has, for old Kit’s both
blind and deef, I'll be dod drot if he eint.”

“The devil he is,” said Blossom.

“ Yes, dod drot my soul if he eint. You walk him and see
if he eint. His eyes don’t look like it; but he jist as live go
agin the house with you, or in a ditch, as anyhow. Now you
go try him.”

The laugh was now turned on Blossom ; and many rushed
to test the fidelity of the little boy’s report. A few experiments
established its truth, beyond controversy.

“ Neddy,” said the old man, “ you oughtn’t to try and make
people discontented with their things. Stranger, don’t mind
what the little boy says. 1If you can only get Kit rid of them
little failings, you'll find him all sorts of a horse. You are a
leetle the best man, at a horse swap, that ever 1 got hold of ;
but don’t fool away Kit. Come, Neddy, my son, let’s be mov-
ing ; the stranger seems to be getting snappish.”

X VIIL

THREE CHANCES FOR A WIFE.

WHEN a man has three chances for a wife, it is, indeed, a
hard mischance if he should fail. The following is ome of
those cases which might have occurred down east, but I am
rather doubtful if a similar event was ever known in any
other part of the world. But let me give the experience of a
gentleman, who had three chances, in his own language :

“I once courted a gal by the name of Deb Hawkins. I
made it up to get married. Well, while we were going up to
the deacon’s, 1 stepped my foot into a mud puddle, and spat-
tered the mud all over Deb Hawkins’ new gown, made out of
her grandmother’s old chintz petticoat. ‘Well when we got
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to the deacon’s, he asked Deb if she would take me for her
lawful wedded, husband ?

“¢No,” says she, ‘ I shan’t do no such thing.’

“¢ What on airth is the reason?’ says L

““Why,” says she, ‘ I've taken a mislikin’ to you.’

“Well, it. was all up with me then, but I give her a string
of beads, a few kisses, some other notions, and made it all u
with her; so we went up to the deacon’s a second time. II)
was determined to come up to her this time, so when the
deacon asked me if I would take her for my lawfully wedded
wife, says I,

“‘No, I shan’t do no such thing.’

““Why, says Deb, ¢ what on airth is the matter ?’

““Why,’ says I, ‘I have taken a mislikin’ to you now.’

“Well there it was all up again, but I gave her a new
apron, and a few other little trinkets, and we went up again
to get married. 'We expected then we would be tied so fast
that all nature couldn’t separate us, and when we asked the
deacon if he wouldn’t marry us he said,

“¢No, I shan’t dew any such thing.’

“ Why, what on airth is the reason?’ says we.

“‘Why,” says he, ¢ I've taken a mislikin’ to both on you.’

“Deb burst out eryin’, the deacon burst out scoldin’, and
I burst out laughin’, and sich a set of reg’lar busters you
never did see.”

XIX.

THE YANKEE AMONGST THE MERMAIDS.

A YALRN, BY A CAPE CODDER.

Do I b’leve in the sea-sarpint? You might as well ax me
if I b'leved in the compass, or thought the log could lie. I've
never seed the critter myself, cos I haint cruised in them
waters as he locates himself in, not since I started on my
first voyage in the ‘ Confidence’ whaler, Captain Coffing;
but I recking I've got a brother as hails from Nahant, that
sees him handsome every year, and knows the latitude and
longitude of the beast, just as well as I knows the length o’
the futtock shrouds o’ the foretops.

Did you ever see a marmaid? Waell, then, I reckon
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