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THE CLOCKMAKER.

! CHAPTER I.
THE DUKE OF KENT'S LODGE. ‘

TrE communication by steam between Nova Scotia and England will
form a new era in colonial history. It will draw cleser the bonds of affec-
tion between the two countries, afford a new and extended field for Eng-
lish capital, and develope the resources of that valnable but neglected pro-
vince. Mr. Sliek, with his usual vanity, claims the honour of snggesting it,
as well as the merit of having, by argument and ridicule, reasoned and
shamed the government into its adoption. His remarks upon the cruelty
of employing the unsafe and unfortunate gun-brigs that constituted the
line of Falmouth packets, until they severally foundered and disappeared
with their gallant crews, are too personal and too severe to be recorded
in this place, and the credit he claims for having attracted the attention,
and directed the indignation of the public to this disgraceful sacrifice of hu-
man life, is so extravagant, that one would suppose this obvious and palpa-
ble error had escaped the observation of all J:e world but himself and was
altogether a new discovery. But, whatever praise he may deserve for his
caleulations aud suggestions, or whatever blame is to be attached to the Ad-
miralty for their obstinate adherence to the memorable * coffin ships,” I
prefer looking forward, to dwelling on a painful retrospect, and indulging
in pleasing auticipations of the future, to commenting on the errors of the

rast.
: This roate, by its connection with that of New York will afford an agree-
able tour, commencing at Halifax, passing through the colonies, and ter-
minating at the Hudson. It will offer a delightful sabstitute for that of the
Rhine, and the beaten tracks on the Continent. As soon as it was an-
nounced that government had decided upon ndo[;!ing Mr. Slick’s designs,
I wrote to him informing him of the fact, and of my intention to proceed
to St. Johns, the State of Maine, New England, and New York, and re-
quested him to meet me as soon as possible, and accompany me on this
journey, as I proposed taking passage at the latter place in a steamer for
Great Britain. I left Halifax on the 10th of May last,and embarked on board
of the Great Western in July. [t was the third, and will probably be the
last tour on this Continent performed in company with this eccentric indi-
vidual, During the journey there were few incidents of sufficient novelty
to interest the reader, but his conversation partook of the same originulity,
the same knowledge of human nature, and the same humour as formerly ;
and whenever he developed any new traits of character or peculiarity of
feeling, not exhibited in onr previous travels, | carefully noted them as be-
fore, and have now the pleasure of giving thew to the public. As a whole
they form a very tolerable portrait of an erratic Yankee trader, which,
whatever may be the merit of the execution, has, at least, the advantage,
and deserves the praise of fidelity. -

The morning I left Halifax was one of those brilliant ones that in this
climate distinguish this season of the year; and as I ascended the citadel
hill, and paused to look for the last time upon the noble and secure harbor,

the sloping fields and wooded hills of Dartmouth, and the tranquil waters
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14 THE DUKE OF KENT'S LODGE.

and graceful course of the North West Arm, which, embosomed in wood,
isinuates itself around the peninsula, and embraces the town, I thought
with pleasure that the time had now arrived when this exquisite scenery
would not only be accessible to European travellers, but form one of the
termini of the great American tour. Hitherto it has been knewn only to
the ofticers of the army and navy, the former of whom are but too apt te
have their first pleasufable impressions effaced hy a sense of eyile, which a
fong unvaried round of garrison duty in a distant Yund sob natnrally induces ;
and the latter to regard good shelter and safe anchorage as the greatest na-
tural beanties of a harbor.

After leaving Halifax, the road to Windsor winds for ten miles round the
margin of Bedford Basin, which is connected with the harbor by a narrow
passage at the dock-yard. Itis an extensive and magnificent sheet of wa-
ter, the shores of which are deeply indented with numerous coves, and
well-sheltered inlets of great beauty.

Ata distance of seven miles from the town is a ruined lodge, bnilt by his
Royal Highness, the late Duke of Kent, when commander-in-chief of the
forces in this colony, once his favourite summer residence, and the scene of
his munificent hospitalities. It is imposeible to visit this spot without the
most melancholy feelings. The tottering fences, the prostrate gates, the ruin-
ed grottos, the long and winding avenues, cut out of the forest, overgrown
by rank grass and occasional shrubs, and the silence and desolation that per-
vade every thing around,all bespeak a rapid and premature decay, recal to
mind the untimely fute of its noble and lamented owuer, and tell of flecting
,)loasllrt-s,nnd the transitory nature of all earthly things. 1 stopped ut asmall
inn inthe neighborhood, for the purpose of strolling over it for the last time
cre [ left the conntry, and for the indulgence of those moralizing musings
which at times hanmonize with our nerves, and awaken what may be called
the pleasurable sensations of melancholy.

A modern wooden ruin is of itself the least interesting, and at the same
time the most depressing object imaginable. The massive structures of
antiquity that are everywhere to be met with in Europe, exhibit the remains
of great strength, and, though injured and defaced by the slow and almost
imperceptible agency of time, promise to continue thus mutilated for agesg
to come. They awaken the images of departed generations, and are sanc-
tified by legend and by tale. But a wooden ruin shows rank and rapid
decay, concentrates its interest on one family, or one man, and resemblea
a mangled corpse, rather than the monument that covers it. It has ne _his-
torical importance, no ancestral record. It awakens not the imagination.
‘The poet finds no inspiration in it, and the antiquary no interest. It speaks
only of death and decay, of recent calamity, of vegetable decomposition.
‘The very air about it is close, dank, and unwholesome. It has no grace,
no strength, no beauty, but looks deformed, gross and repulsive. Even
the faded colour of a painted wooden house, the tarnished gilding of its
decorations, the corroded iron of its fastenings, and its erumbling materi-
als, allindicate recent use and trmporary habitation. It is but a short time
since this mansion was tenanted by its royal master, and in that brief space

how great has been the devastation of the elements?
and all trace of it will have disappeared for ever.
become a matter of doubt.

A few years more,
Its very site will soon
CIsApE . oy .

I'be forestis fast reclaiming its own, and the

lawns and ornamented gardens, annually sown with seeds scattered by the
winds from the surrounding woods, are relapsing into a state of nature, and
exhibiting in detatched patches, a young growth of such trees as are com-

mon to the country.
As I approached the house I noticed that the windows were broken out,
or shut up with rough boards to exclude the rain and snow ; the doors
c{by wooden props instead of hinges, which hung loosely on the
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TAE DUKE OF KENT'S LODGE. 15

pannels; and that long, luxuriant clover grew in the eaves, which had been
originally designed to conduct the water from the roof, but becoming choked
with dust, and decayed leaves, had atforded sufficient food for the nourish-
ment of coarse grasses. The portico, like the house, had been formed of
wood, and the flat surface of its top imbibing and retaining moisture, pre-
sented a mass of vegetable matter, from which had sprung up a young and
vigorous birch-tree, whose strength and freshness seemed to mock the help-
less wealkness that naurished it.* I had no desire to enter the apartments ;
and indeed the aged ranger, whose occupation was to watch over.its de-
cay, and to prevent its premature dgstruction by the plunder of its fixtures
and more durable matenials, iul'()rmzd me that the floors were unsafe. Al-
together the scene was ong of a mos} depressing kind.

A small brook, which had by a skilful hand been led over several percipi-
tous descents, performed its feats alone and unobserved, and seemed to
murmur out its complaints, as it hurried over its rocky channel to mingle
with the sea; while the wind, sighing through the umbrageous wood, ap-
peared to assume a louder and more melancholy wail, as it swept through
the long vacant passages and deserted saloons, and escaped in plaintive
tones from the broken casements. The offices, as well as the ornamental
buildings, had shared the same fate as the house. The roofs of all had fal-
len in, and mouldered into dust; the doors, sashes, and floors had disappear-
ed ; and the walls only, which were in part built of stone, remained to at-
test their existence and use. The grounds exhibited similar effects of neg-
lect, in a climate where the living wood grows so rapidly, and the dead de-
cays =0 soon,as in Nova Scotia. Anarbour, which had been constructed of
lattice-work, for the support of a flowering vine, had fallen, and was cov-
ered with vegetation; while its roof alone remained, supported aloft by
limbs of trees that, growing up near it, had becomne entangled in its net-
work. A Chinese temple, once a favourite retreat of its owner, as if in
conscions pride of its preference, had offered a moresuccessful resistance
to the weather, and appeared in tolerable preservation; while one small
surviving bell, of the numerous ones that once ornamented it, gave outits sol-
itary and melancholy tinkling as it waved in the wind. How sad was its
mimic knell over pleasures that were fled for ever!

The conteraplation of this deserted house is not without its beneficial ef-
fect upon the mind; for it inculcates humility to the rich, and resignation
to the poor. However elevated man may be, there is much in his condi-
tion that reminds Lim of the infirmities of his nature, and reconciles him
to the decrees of Providence. ‘ May it please your Majesty,” said Euclid
to his royal pupil, “there is no regal road to science. You must travel in
the same path with others, if you would attain the same end.” These for-
saken grounds teach us in similer terms this consolatory truth, that there is
no exclusive way to happiness reserved even for those of the most exalted
rank. The smiles of lortune are capricious, and sunshine and shade are
unequally distributed ; but thongh the surface of life is thus diversified,
the end is uniform to all, and invariably terminates in the grave.

‘“Pallida mors wquo pulsat pede pauperum tabernas
Regumque turres.”

Ruins, like death, of which they are at once the emblem and the evidence,
are apt to lose their effect from their frequency. The mind becomes ac-
customed to them, and the moral is lost. The picturesque alone remains
predowminant, and criticism supplies the place of reflection. But this is the
only rnin of any extent in Nova Scotia, and the only spot éither associated
with royalty, or set apart and consecrated to solitude and deeay. The

* This was the case when I was therc in 1828 ; since then porch and tree have both
djumwurml.
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16 THE DUKE OF KENT'S LOIGE,

sttanger pauses at a sight 80 unusnal, and inquires the gause; he lcarns
with surprise that this place was devoted exclusively to pleasure; that care
and sorrow never entered here ; and that the voice of wirth and music
was alone heard within its gates. It was the temporary abode of a prince,
—of one, too, had he lived, would have inberited the first and fairest em-
pire in the world.  All th#t man’can give or rank enjoy awaited him; but
an overruling and inscrjtable Providence decreed, at the very time when
his succession seemed giost certain, that the sceptre should pass into the
hands of auother. 'I'hxinlclligvncv interests and excites his feellugs. He
enters, and hears at eveny step the voice of nature proclaiming the doom
that awaits alike the prince and the peasant. The desolation he sees ap-
pals him. The swallow nestles in the empty chamber, and the sheep finds
a noon-day shelter in the banquetting-room, while the ill-omened bat rejoic-
es in the dampness of the mouldering rnins.  Everything recalls a recotlec-
tion of the dead; every spot has its record of the past; every pathits foot-
step; every tree its legend ; and even the universal silence that reigns here
has an awful eloquence that overpowers the heart. Death is written eve-
ry where. Sad and dejected, he turns and seeks some little relic, some
small memorial of the deceased prince, and a solitary, neglected garden-
flower, struggling for existence among the rank grasses, presents a fitting
type of the brief existence and transitory natare of allaround him. Ashe
gathers it, he pays the silent but tuohing tribute of a votive tear to the mem-
ory of him who has departed, and leaves the place with a mind softencd
and subdued, butimproved and purified by what he has seen.

The affectionate remembrance we retain of its lamented owner may have
added to my regret, and increased the interest I felt in this lonely and pecu-
liar ruin {n the Duke of Kent the Nova Scotians lost a kind patron and
a generous [riend. The loyalty of the people, which, when all America
waas revoiting, remained firm and unshaken, and the numerous proofs he
received of their attachment to their king and to himself, made an impres
sion upon his mind that was neither cffaced or weakened by time or dis-
tance. Should these pages hapnily meet the eye of a Ceolonial Minister,
who has other objects in view than the security of place and the interests
of a party, may they remind hun of a duty that has never been performed
but by the illustrious individual, whose former residence among us gave
rise tothese reflections.  This work isdesigned forthe cottage, and not for the
palace; and the author has not the presumption even to hepe that it ean
ever be honoured by the perusal of his sovereign. Ilad he any grounds
for anticipating such a distinction for it, he would avail himself of this op-
portuuity of mentioning that in addition to the dutiful affection the Nova
Scotians have always borne to their monarch, they feel a more lively inter-
est in, and a more devoted attachment to, the present occupant of the throne
from the circumstance of the long and close connection that subsisted be-
tween them and her illustrions parent. He was their patron, benefactor
and friend. To be a Nova Scotian was of itself a suflicient passport to
his notice, and to possess merit a sufficient guarantee for his favour! Her
Majesty reigns therefore in this little province in the B&arts of her subjects,
a dominion of love inheritcd from her father. Great¥as their loss was in
being thus deprived of their ouly protector, her fuithful people of Nova
Scoua still cling to the hope that Providence has vouchsafed to raise up one
more powerful and equally kind in her Majesty, who, following this pater-
nal example,will bcsrucinnsly pleased to extend te them a patronage that
eourtiers cannot, and statesmen will not give. While therefore as pro-

teg s of her royal house, they claim the right to honour and to serve the sov-
ereign of the empire as “ thear own Queen,” they flatter themselves her

Majesty, for a siumilar reason, will condescend to regard them as “ the
Queen's own.”
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PLAYING A CARD.

CHAPTER 1.

PLAYING A &lD.

1 514D lingered so ]ong about these grounds, that the day was too far spent
to think of reaching Windsor before night, and 1 therefore determined upon
\ whiling away the afternoon in examining, by the aid of a diving.bell, the
hulls 0% several ships of a F'rench fleet, which at an early period of the histo-
ry of this country took shelter in Bedford Basin, and was sunk by the few
survivors of the crews to prevent their falling into the hands of the English.
The small-pox, at that time go fatal a scourge to the human race, appearin
among them soon after their arrival, nearly depopulated the fleet, destroy
the neighbouring village, and swept off one third ot the whole tribe of Nova
Scotia Indians. So dreadful a mortality has never been witnessed on this con-
tinent ; and the number of strangers th| suddenly smote with death at this
place, exceeded by several thousands the amount of the population of the coun-
try in which they were interred. Of one of the most rowerful armaments
ever fitted out by France, a few hundred of persons only survived to return
to their native land to tell the sad tale of their misfortunes. The ships are
still distinctly visible in calm weather, and the rising ground in the neighbour-
hood where the Duke D’Anville and his mighty host were buried 1s again
clothed with wood, and not to be distinguished from the surrounding forest,
except by the inequality of the surface, caused by numerous trenches cut into
it to receive the dead. The whole scene is one of surpassing beauty, and
deep and melancholy interest. ¢'I'he ruined Lodge, the sunken flect, the fatal
encampment, and the lonely and desolate cemetery of those unfortunate stran-
gers, form a more striking and painful assemblage of objects than is to be
found in any other part of British America.

On my return to the inn, | had the good fortune to meet Mr. Slick, who
was on his way to Halifax, for the purpose of arranging the details of our
journey. In the course of the evening | succeeded in obtaining his consent,
not merely to attend me to New-York, but to accompany me to England. He
was in great spirits at the idea of transferring the scene and subjects of our
conversation to the other side of the water, where, he said, he could indulge
in greater freedom of remark than he could here, having always been afraid
of wounding the feelings of his own countrymen, and alienating the affections
of his old friends the colonists, for whom he professed great regard.

On the following morning, when the little light trayelling-wngon was driv-
en round from the coach-yard, I was delighted te”see that the Clockmaker
had brought his favourite horse,  Odd Clay” with him. Come, step in, squire,
said he, as he held the reins; ‘“ Old Clay" is’a-pawing and a-chawing like
mad ; he wants toshow you the way to Windsor, and he is jist the boy that
can doit. Hold up your head, my old gt-raffe, said he, amfJ make the folks
a bow ; it’s the last time you will ever see them in all your born days; and
now off with you as if you was in rael wide awake airnest, and turn out your
toes pretty. Never stop for them idle critturs that stand staring’ in the road
there, as 1f they never seed a horse atore, but go right over them like wink,
my old snort, for you'll be to Conne’ticut afore they can wake up the crowner
and summon a jury, / know. ‘T'here’s no occasion to hurry tho' at that rate,
or you'll set my axle a-fire. There, that will do now, jist fourteen miles an
hour. I don’tcalculate to drive faster on a journey, squire, for it sweats him,
and then you have to dry him arterwards afore you water him, so there is
nothing gained by it. Ain't he a horrid handsome horse, a most endurin’
quickster, a rael salt, that’s all? He is the prettiest piece of flesh and bone

ever bound up in horse hide. 'What an eye he has !z—you might hang your
hat on it, And then his nostril! Lord, they open likgithe mouth of a speak-
on v
-~
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18 PLAYING A CARD,

in’ trumpet. He can pick up miles on his feet, and throw 'em behind him
faster than a steam doctor a-racin’ off’ with another man’s wife

There now, squire, ain’t that magnificent? you can hear him, but can't

sce him; he goes like a bullet out of a rifle, when its danderis up. Ain't he
a whole team that, and a horse to spare? Absquotulate it in style, you old
skunk, from a squirrel’s jump to the eend of the chapter, and show the gen-
tleman what you can do. Anybody could see he ain’t a blue-nose, can’t they 1
for cuss 'em, they don’t know how to begin to go. Trot, walk, or gallop is
all the same to him, like talkin’, drinkin’, or fighten’ to a human. Lord, I
have a great mind to take him to England, jist for the fun of the thing, and
stump Albert Gotha for a start, for | don’t know myself what he can do.
When he has done his best, there is always a mile an hour more in him to
spare : there is, upon my soul. But it takes a man to mount 2im. Only
lookin’ at him goin’ makesiyour head turn round like grindin’ coflee :—whaut
would ridin’ him do?  Yes, V'll stump Albert, queen’s husband, for a lick of
fity miles right an eend, hang my old shoes if | don’t, and he may have his
dragoons too help him to. And now, squire, here goes for Slickville, onion
county, state of Conne’ticut, United States of America. Here’s for home.

The very mention of Slickville awakened in my mind a desire to see its
venerable and excellent pastor, Mr. Hopewell, 8o often quoted, and so affec-
tionately remembered by Mr. Slick. Every saying of his that I had heard,
and every part of his conduct, in private or public life, recorded in the previ-
ous volumes, had been marked by such a benevolent and Christian feeling,
and by such sound sense and good judgment, that I was fully prepared to
honour and to love him. Indeed one of the best traits in the Clockmuker’s
character was the great aflection he always expressed for his old friend and
preceptor, whose opinions and maxims he had carefully treasured as rules of
conduct that were infallible. 'With natural shrewdness, Mr. Slick, like most
men of his class, was eminently gifted ; but the knowledge of men and things
which he derived from his learned and exemplary friend made him a wiser
man, and more of a philosopher, than is usually found in his station of life.

It made him ‘‘a great card ;" a saying of his with which 1 was furnished
in the following whimsical conversation. Inthe course of our morning’s drive,
I happened to ask him if he interfered much in politics when he was at hon.e
at Slickville. No, said he, not now. 1 was once an assembly man, but
since then [ ginn up politics. There is nothin’ so well taken care of as your
rights and privileges, squire. There are always plenty of chaps volunteerin’
to do that, out of pure regard for you. ready to lay down their lives to fight
your cause, or their fortins, if they had any, either. No; I have given that
up. Clockmakin’ is a better trade by halt. Dear, dear, I shall never forget
the day | was elected ; [ felt two inches taller, and about a little the biggest
man in all Slickville. 1 knew so much was expected of me, 1 couldn’t sleep
a-tryin’ to make speeches; and when | was in the shop I spiled hall my work
by not havin’ my mind on it. Save your country, says onc; save it from ruin ;
cut down salaries.—1 intend to, says 1. Watch the officials, says another ;
they are the biggest rogues we have. It don’t convene with liberty that pub-
lic sarvants should be the masters of the public.—I quite concur with you,
maye [. Reduce lawyers' fees, says some ; they are a-eatin’ up the country
like locusts.—Jist so, said I. A bounty on wheat, says the farner, for your
life. Would you tax the mechanic to inrich the agriculturist 7 says the man-
ufacturer. Make a law agin’ thistles, say one ; a regulator about temperance,
says another; we have a right to drink if we please, says a third. Don'tle
gislate too much, says a fourth—it's the curse of the state ; and so on without
eend. | was fairly bothered, for no two thought alike, and there was no pleas-
in’ no body. Then every man that voted for me wanted some favour or an-
other, and there was no bottorn to the obligation. 1 was most squashed to
death with the weight of my cares, they was so heavy.

At last the great day came, and the governor, and senate, and represent-
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PLAYING A CARD. 19

atives all walked in procession, and the artillery fired, and the band of the
caravan of wild beasts was hired to play for us, and we organized in due
form, and the Governor's message was read. | must say that day was the
happiest one of my life. I felt full of dignity and honour, and was filled
with visions of glory to come. Well, says I to myself, the great game is
now to be played in rael sirnest, and no mistake : what card shall I play !
The presidential chair and the highest posts is open to me in common with
other citizens. What is to prevent me a-comin’ in by h#hours, or if I have
good luck, by the odd trick.  What shall I lead off with? I laid awake all
night considerin’ of it, a-rollcn’ and a-tossin’ over, like cramp in the stom-
ack, not knowin’ what to do; at last I got an idea. Extension of suffrage,
says I, is the card I'll play. 'That will take the masses, and masses is pov.-
er, for mnjorities rule. At that time, squire, we had the forty shilling free-
hold qualification, and it extended no farther; so | went for universal suf-
frage; for, thinks I, if I can carry that, I can go for governor first, on the
strength of the new votes, and president afterwards : and it did seem plau-
sible enongh, too, that's a fact. To all appearance it was the best card in
the pack.

So out I jumps from bed, a-walkin’ up and down the room in my shirt
tail, a-workin’ away at my speech like any thing, and dreadful hard work
it was, too ; for it is easier to forge iron any time than a speech, especially
if you ain’t broughten up to the business. I had to go over it and over 1t
ever ro often, for every now and then I'de stick fast, get bothered, and for-
get where 1 was, and have to begin agin’; but when day was e’en about
breakin’, I was just drawin’ to a close, and had nearly scored and rough-
hew'd it out, when all of a sudden I run agin’ the bed- post in the dark, and
nearly knocked my brains out.  Well, next night I worked atit agin’ only
I left the candle burnin’, s0 as not to be a-stumblin’ up agin’ things that
way, and the third night I gotit all finished off complete ; but I got a shock-
" cold in my head, a-walkin’ about nuked ro, and felt as weak as a child
for want of sleep. 1 was awful puzzled to fix on what to do on account of
that plagny cold, I didn't know whether to wait till it got better, or strike
while the iron was hot and hissin’ for [ warnt sure sume o’ the speech
wouldn’t leak out, or the whole get flat, if I keptitin too long: so as soon
as the house was opened, | makes a plunge right into it; for what must be,
must be, and it's no use a considerin’.

So Iups and says, Mr. Speaker, says I (Lord how thick my tongue felt ;
itseemed to grow too thick for my mouth, like the clapper of an old horse,)
let me propound this resolution, sir. said I; all men are free and eqnal.
No one doubts it Mr. Slick, said an old member: no one denies that ; it's
a trmsm. I did’'n somehow expect that interruption ; it kinder put me out,
and I never got a-goin’ altogether right agin arterwards, for I lost my tem-
per; and when a man ain’t cool, he might as well hang up his fiddle, that's
a fact. Have I freedom of speech, sir, said I, or have I not; or is that last
rag of liberty torn from the mast of the constitution too ? I stand stock still
a-waitin’ for your answer, sir.—Oh, sartain, said he, sartain ; you may talk
for ever, if you like ; go on, sir; only no man doubts your proposition.—
It's alie, sir, said I, it's a lie writ—. Order ! order '—chair! chair! says
gome. Knock him down !'—turn him out '—where did you larn manners ?
rays others.—l{ear me out, says I, will you 7 and don’t be so everlastin’
fast: what's the use of jumpin’ afore you come to the fence. It's a lie
written on the fuce of the constitution.—Oh, oh! says they, is that it 7—
Yes, says [, it is, and contradict it if you darst. We are not free ; we are
slaves : one half of us is tyrants,—unremorseless, onfeelin’, overbearin’ ty-
rants, and vile usurpers; and the other half slaves,—abject, miserable, de-
graded slaves. 'The first argument I advance, sir, is this—and the cold in
my nose began to tickle, tickle, tickle, till I couldn’t hold in no longer, and
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I let go a sneeze that almost broke the windows out. Oh, Lord, what a
haw ! baw! they sot up. The first argument is this, sir ; and off went both
barrels of my nose agin’ like thunder : it fairly raised the dust from the floor
in a cloud, like a young whirlwind in the street afore rain. It made all spin
agin. Why, he is a very ring-tail roarer, says the members, a regular snee-
zer; and they shouted and roared like any thing. I thought I should a-died
for shame one minit, and the next | felt so coonish I had helfa mind to fly
at the Speaker amd knock him down. - I didn't jist cleverly know what to
do, but at last | went on.—Did the best blood ollthe land flow for forty shil-
lings? Was Bunker Hill fonght out to loosen British chains, merely to rivit
American ones? Was it for this the people died covered with gore and
lory, on the bed of honour 1 Was it the forty shillings alone that fought
revolution orthe Polls? | am for the Polls. Taxation and representa-
tion should go hand in hand, and freedom and equality likewise also. How
dare you tax the Polls without their consent ? eguppose they was to go for
to tax you without your consent, why who/ would be right or who wrong
then? Can two wrongs make a rigf:.t ? Atis much of a muchness, sir,—
six of one, and half a dozen of the other.
What's that feller talkin’ about? says a member.—A vote to help the
Poles agin' Russia, says the other: what a cussed fool he is. It put me
quiet out, that, and joggled me so, I couldn’'t make another line straight. |
couldn’t see the Speaker no longer, for my eyes watered as if I had been a
stringin’ inions for a week, and I had to keep blowin’ my nose the whole
blessed time, for the cold in it corked it up as tight as a bottle. Who calls
them fools? says I : who dares insult free citizens because they are not
forty shillingers? You codldn’t treat them wus if they was nasty, dirty,
dispisable niggars ; and yet you boast your glorious constitution. Will any
member answer me this? Have they blood in their veins 7—and if they
have, it must be free blood ; and if free, it must boil. (T'ickle, tickle goes
my bosis agin, and I had to stop to sarch for my noserag.) The honoura-
ble gentleman, says some fellow or another, for most on 'em were strangers
to me, means a blood puddin’ I suppose. Ah'! IthoughtI should go ravin’
distracted mad. 1knew | wastalkin’ nonsense, that I had run off the tracks
with all steam on, and was a-ploughin’ thro’ the mud in the fields like any
thing. Says I, I'll have your bleed, you scoundrel, if you dare to say that
agin’ see if | don't so there now. Oh dear, such shoutin’, and roarin’, and
clappin’ of hands I never heerd : my head run round like a spinin’ wheel;
it was all burr, burr, burr, buzz, buzz, buzz. 1 bit in my breath to keep
cool: I felt I was on the edge of a wharf, and only one step more was over
head and ears chewallop in the water. Sam, says I to myself, be a man ;
be cool—take it easy ; so I got off agin, but I was so confused I got into my
other speech on agricultur’ that I had larned by heart, and mixed the two
together all in a ravel. Thistles, says I, is the hane of all good husbandry.
Extirpate them from the land ; they are usurpin’ the places of grain, and
all Shekville will be filled with Polls. 1f they have no voice in this assembly,
bhow can you expect themdo obey the laws they mever made. Compel
folks ta cat them down in the full of the moon, and they’ll all die; I have
tried it myself with universal suffrage and the ballot.

Well, ghiillery is nothin’ but a pop-gun to the noise the members now
made—it was an airthquake tipped with thunder and lightning. 1 never
heerd nothing like it. | felt I was erazy ; I wished I was deag a'most or
could sink threugh the floor into the middle of the sea, or anywhere but
where I was. At last cousin Wogpdberry took pity on me, and came over
to where [ was, and said Sam, saig he, set down that's a good feller ; you
don’t know what you are a-doin’ of ; you are makin’ an ass of yourself.
But I didn't hear KimA Confound you ! said he, you look mean enough to
put the sun into eclipse, and he lait{ hold of the skirts of my coat, and tried
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to pull me down ; but instead of that he pulled 'em right off, and made an
awful show of me. That sot me off agin, quite ravin’ as bad as ever. I
won't be put down, says I, Mr. Speaker; I fight for liberty and the Polls:
I stand agin’ the forty shillingers. Unhand me, you slave! said I, touch
me not, or I'll sacrifice you on the altar of my country : and with that I
ups fist and knocks Woodberry over as flat as a pancake, and bolts right
out of the hall.

But I was so blinded with the cold in my head and rage together, I
couldn’t see no more nor a bat, and I pitched into several inembers in the
way out, and 'most broke their necks and my own too. It was the first
and the last of my speech-making. 1 went by the name, for years arter-
wards, in our town of *‘ Free-and-equal Slick.” I wish I could wipe out
that page of folies from my memory, Ltell you: butit's a caution to them
shat navigate in politics, that's a fact.

Nothin’ on this side of the water makes so big a fool'bf a man, nquire, he
continued, as goin' to the_house of representatives without bhein’ wﬁj
Them that hante jist got the right weight of ballastare upsot in na#ine, an
turned botlom upwards afore they know where they be. Them that are*st.
little vain by natur’ get so puffed up and so consaited, they become nothin’
but laughin’ etocks to all the world, most ridiculous fools ; while them whose
principles ain’t well anchored in good holdin’-ground, let the rogue peep
out o their professions plaiaer than they are a-thinkin’ on. The skin of
the beast will show through, like an Irishman’s elbow, though he has three
coats on. But that ain't the worst of it, neether. A man is apt to become
bankrupt in business, as well as in character, by it. Doin’ big and talkin’
big for three months in the year, and puflin’ each other up tillthey are ready
to burst with their importance, don’t convene with sellin’ tape by the yard,
or lodin’ on carts, when they retnrn home to their business. 1nshort, squire,
a country ought to be a rich eountry, with larned men in it, and men o’
property to represent it, or else assembly work is nothin’ but high life be-
low stairs, arter all. I could point out legislaturs on this here continent
where the speakin’ is all kitchin’ talk, all strut, brag, and vulgar impedence.
It's enough to make a cat sick to hear fellers talk of independence who are
mortgaged over head and ears in debt, to listen to chaps jawin’ about pubhe
virtne, temperance, education, and what not allday, who spend the night in
a back room of a market tavern with the key turned, drinkin’ hail-storm
and bad rum, or playin’ ﬂiX})enny loo. If mankind only knew what fools
they were, and how they hjpﬂ folks themselves to fool them, there would be some
hope of them, for they would Kave larnt the first lesson of wisdom.

But to sum-totalize my story : the next timel wentto poor old minister's
arter that, says he, Sam, says he, they tell me you broke down the other
day in the house of representatives, and made a proper gag of yourself.
I am very sorry for i’ou. very sorry indeed; butitis no use now a-cryin’
over mpilt milk. What can’t be cured, must be endured, [ do suppose; but
I do wish with all my heart and soul that you had a-taken my advice and
left politics alone.—Don't mention it, minister, said I; I am ashamed to
death of myself, and shall leave Slickville till it’s blown over and forgot: I
can’t bear to hear of it; it fairly makes me sick. It was a great card I had
tho’, if I had only played it right, says 1, a very great card indeedv In fact
it was more than a card,—it was hi_g)a. low, Jack, and the game —What was
it, said he, that was worth all that are nonsense 7—Universal suffrage, says
I.—Sam, said he, (and I know’d I was in for a lectur,” for he knit his brow,
and looked in rael right down airnest,) yoirdon’t know what you are a-talk-
in’ about. Do you know what nniversal sn e means —To be sure I
do, says I'; it’s every man havin' a vote and a vdice in makin’' those laws
that is to govern him; and it comports with reason, and stands to common
sense.—Well, says he, what's all that when it's tried 7 why, it amounts te
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this, and nothin’ more nor less: Now men of property and character make
laws to govern rogues and vagabonds, but by your beautiful scheme of uni-
varsal suffrage, rogues and vagabonds will make laws to govern men of prop-
erty and character. It is revarsin’ the order of things: it is worse than non-
sense ; it is downright madness. We are fast approaching this state with-
out your aid, Sam, I can tell yon ; and when we do arrive at it we shall be
an object for the finger of scorn to point at from Europe. We shall then
have wonnd up the fearful tragedy of our revolution with as precions a
farce as folly and licentieusness ever prodnced.—Minister, says {, I don't
know how it is, but you have such a short-hand way of puttin’ things, that
there is no contradictin’ yon. You jist squeeze ull the argnment up in a
ball, a8 easy as dough, and stop a feller's mouth with it. How the plague
ia it that you seem al ways right 1—Becanse I never played a card, Sam. I
never consider what is expedient, but what is right ; never study what will
tickle the ears of people, but what will promote their welfare. You would have
been all straight, too, if you had only looked to the right and wrong of the
measure ; but you looked to popularity, and that sot you to playin’ of a card.
Now the upshot of this popnlar gambling, or card playing, is patriotism ;
and mark my words, Sam, mark my words, my bey, for  am an old man
now, and have read the human heart well,—in ninety-nine cases out of a
bundred, patriotism is the trump card of a scoundrel.

CHAPTER IIf.
BEHIND THE SCENES.

It is not to be supposed that Mr. Slick had ever made such an absurd ex-
hibition of himselfin the Legislative Hall of Slickville, ashe thought proper
to portray in the anecdote he related in the last chapter. He was evidently
a man of too much tact and natural good sense, to have rendered himself so
ridiculons ; nor must we, on the other hand, attribute his making himself the

hero of the tale to an absence of vanity, for few men has a greater share of
it than himself. It probabP arose frown his desire to avoid personalities, and

an amisble anxiety not to furnish a traveller with names that might here-
after appear in print to the unnoyﬂnge of the real acloﬁndeed, 80 rich
did he think. himself in experience and knowledge of the world, that he felt
he could afford to draw at will on his own reputation. How true to nature
18 the graphic sketch in the last chapter, and how just the reflections to
which it gave rise ! I can call to mind so many instances, even in my own
limited sphere of observation, to which his remarks are applicable, that I
recognise at once the fidelity of a picture and the hand of a master. Upon
my expressing to him an intention t6 record his illustration of “ playing a
eard’’ as a valuable lesson in life—Ab, sir, said he, with the air of a man
who felt he had a rightto boast, I have larned to ““look behind the scenes.”
Major Bradford taught we that airly in life. It was him put that wrinkle on
my horn. He was the gentleman that traded in calves and punkins for the
Boston market, him that you've got down in your first series, that took me
to the Tremont House, the'time the gall lost her runnin-riggin’ in the crowd.
Well, one arternoon, havin’ nothin’ above pitikilar to do, I goes and dress-
es myself up full fig, and was a-posten away as hard as I could leg it, full
chisel down by the Mall in Boston to a tea and turn-out to Sy Tupper's;
8y had an only darter called Desire! she warn't a bad lookin’ piece of
furn:ture neither ; folks said she wonld have fifty thousand dollars, and to
tell you the truth I was a-thinking of spekelating there, and was a-scouter-
in’ away as hard as I could leg it to the party. Who should I meet on the
gad byt the Major a-pokin’ along with bis cocoanut down, a-studyin’
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over somethin’ or another quite deep, and a-workin' up the baccy in great
style, for nothin, a’'most will make a man chew like cypherin’ in his head to
himself.—Hullo, Major, said I, who's dead, and what's to pay now ? why
what's the matter of you? you look as if you had lost every friend you had
on airth.—H’are you, boy 7 said he : give us your fin, and then tell ns which
way you are a-salin’ of this fine day, willyou. Bat jist as I was a-goin’ to
take hold of his hand, he drew back the matter of a yard or so, and eyed
me all over from head to foot, as if he was a-measurin’ me for a wrastlin’
bout. .
Says he, I'll bet you a five-dollar piece, Sam, I know where you are a-goin’
to mght.—Done, said I, it's a bargain: now, where I—A-whalin,’ says he.—
A what! says 1.—On a whalin’ voyage, said he —Hand out your five dollars,
says [, for you missed your guess this hitch anry how. | am a-goin’ down to
Sy Tupper’s to tea and spend the evenin’. Exactly, said he, goin’ a-gallin’;
1 know'd it; for you are considerably large print, and it don’t take spectacles
to read you. Sheis rich in iles, that gal; her father made his money a-wha-
lin', and folks call her Sy Tupper's spermaceti.” Bah! she smells of blub-
ber that greasy-faced heifer; let her bide where she be, Sam. You haint
been ‘‘ behind the scenes yet,"” | see, and that screech-owl in petticoats, Moth-
er Tupper, is an old hand. She will harpoon you yet, if you don’t mind your
eye; now mark what | tell you. Come with me to the the-atre and I'll show
you a gall of the right sort,  know. Helen Bush comes on in tights to-night.
She is a beautiful-made crittur that, clean limbed and as well made as if she
was turned in a mould. She is worth lookin’ at, that's a fact ; and you don't
often get such a chance as that are—Dear, dear, said I, in tights? well if that

don't beat all! I must say that don't seem kinder nateral mow, does it, Ma-
jor? Nateral' said he, what the devil has natar’ got to do with it 7 If she
followed natur’ she wouldn’t wear nothin’ at all. ustom has given woman

petticoats and men pantaloons, but it would be jist as nateral for woman to
wear the breeches and men the apronstring, and there is a plaguy sight of
them do it too. Say it ain’t modest and | won't nonconcur you, but dén't
talk about natur’, for natur’ has no hand in it at all. It has neither art nor
part in it, at no rate. But take my advice, my greenhorn, and study natur’
a bit. Folks may talk of their Latin and Greek till they are tired, but give
me natur’. But tostudy it right you must get * behind t
along with me to the house.

Well, I never was to a theatre afore in all my life, for minister didn’t a
probate them at no rate, and he wouldn’t never let me go to 'em to Slickville;
so thinks I to myself, [ don't care if | do go this once; it can't do me no great
harm | do suppose, and a gall in tights is someghing new ; so here and
1 turns and walks lock-and-lock with him down to the play-house. Well, &
must say it was a splendid sight, too. The house was chock full of compa-
ny, all dressed out to the very nines, and the lamps was as bright as day;and
the music was splendid, that’s a fact, for it was the black band of the militia,
gnd them blacks have most elegant ears for music too, | tell you,) and when

“they struck up our blood-stirrin’ national air, it mede me feel all over in a twit-
teration as if [ was on wires a’'most, considerable martial.

But what gave me the gapes was the scenes. Lord, squire, when the cur-
tain drawed up, there was Genesee Falls as nateral as life, and the beautiful
four-story grist-mills taken off as plain as any thing, and Sam Patch jist rea-
dy to take a jump in the basin below. It was all but real, it was so I’i'ke life.
The action too was equal to the scenes; it was dreadful “pretty, I do assure

ou. Well, arter a while, Helen Bush came on in tights; but i can't say I
iked it; itdidn’t seem kinder right for a gall to dress up in men’s clothes that
way, and | sorter thort that nothin’%'most would tempt me to let Sister Sall
show shapes arter that fashion for money. But somehow or somehow-else,
folks hurrawed and clapped and cheered like any thing. It was so excitin’ i
hurrawéd too, at last, as if | was as well pleue]n any of them, for hollerin®

scenes ;”’ 50 come
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is catchin’, like barkin’ among dogs, and you can’t helpit no how you can fiz
it. Well, arter legs lost their novelty, a whole lot o’ dancin’ galls came for-
ward and danced quoddrills, gallop pards, hornpipes, and what not, the most
beautiful critters, I think, I ever laid my eyes on—all young and bloomin’,
and graceful and light as spirits a’most. 'Ixhey seemed as if they e'en a’most
belonged to another guess world from ourn, only the rosy cheeks and bare
necks, und naked arms, and dear little ankles, all smacked of rael life.

‘What do you think of them ? said the Major; hante they fine glass-spun
heels, them critters. 1 guess you don’t often see such fetlocks in Slickville
as them; for your galls, if 1 don't mis remember, are rather beefy about the

instep : what do you think of them, my boy, eh 7—think ! says I, why I nev-

cr seed the equal of it. W here the plague did they pick up euch a lot of ele-
gant galls 7 they are horrid pretty, I must say: are they foreigners or nat-
ives 7—Natives, said he, genuwine Jonatheenas, all raised in Conne'ticut,
and silver-skinned inions every soul of them.—Would you like to be intro-
duced to them!—Well, says I, | would, that's a fact, for its enough to set a
feller crazy a’most, actilly ravin’ distracted mad with pleasure, the sight of so
many splendid little fillies, ain’t it 7—Well, come along with me then, said
he, jist foller me, and I’ll take you round there. So out we goes into the en-
try, and follers along into a dark passage, a pretty difficult navigation it was
too, among trap-doors, and boxes, and broken steps, and what not ; and ar-
ter a while we enters a great onfarnished barn of a rcom alongside of the
stage, and there was the players, and dancers, and singers, and ever so many
actin’ people. Well, it was a wonderful sight too; p’raps in all my born days
I never see any thing to.equalit. 1 never was so staggered. I don’t think
all my starin’ put together, would come up to the great big endurin’ stare I
then gave. 1 was onfakilised, that’s a fact. 1 stood for the whole blessed
space of five minutes without movin’ or speakin’. At last one of the dancin’
galls came a figerin’ up to me a hornpipin’ and a-singin’. and dropt inca low
curtshee.—Well, my old rooster, said she, the next time you see me, 1 hope
ou will know me; where did you larn manners, starin’ so like all possest.—
Vell, I warn’t much used to town-bred galls, and it took me all aback that,
and struck me up all of a heap, so 1 couldn’tstir or speak.—Oh fie, Julia, said
another, how can you! and then comin’ up and tappin me on the shoulder
with her fan, to wake me up like, she said—Pray, my good feller, * Does
{our mother know you're out ?’—The whole room burst out a-larfin’ at me;
yut no, move or speak I couldn’t, for 1 was spell-bound, I do believe. There
I stood as stiff as a frozen nigger, and all I could say to myself was,  Hea-
vens and airth !”
At last another gall, the best and lightest dancer of them all, and one that
I rather took a leetle.fancy to on the stage, she was so uncommon spry and
ac-tive, took a-flyin' lep right into the middle of the room, and lit down on
ong foot ; and then balancin’ herself as she did on the stage with her hands,
stretched the other fuot away out so far behind her. Well, arter perchin’

that way a minit or so, as a bird Joes on a sprig ofa tree, she sprung agi&)

right forrard, and brought herself bolt upright on both feet jist afore me.—
‘What will you give me, my young Coon, said she, if | show you the way ?
— W hat way, said 1 at last, a-scratchin’ of my head and a—pluciin’ up spunk
enough to find my tongue.—The way out, said she, for you seem as it you
sorter lost your road, when you came in here. 1 thought every one in the
room would have gone into fits, they larfed so ; they fairly screeched till they
most loosened their teeth, all but her, and she looked as quiet as a baby
Well done, Angelica, said the Major; what a wicked little devil you be !
and he put his arm around her waist and kissed her ; and then said he,
waiter, half-a-dozen of iced champaigne, here to pay for Mr. Slick's foot-
in’; and if he and them galls didn’t tuck in the wine in great style it's a pity,
that's all. Waell, a glass or two of liquor onloosed the hinges of my tongue,
and sot me all right agin, and I jined in the joke and enjoyed lge larf as

thro’ m
dancin’
must ss
devil a;
for it, v
for i sc
for two

ey !

duacin



BEWIND THE SCERES.

well as the best of them; for it woun't do to get cross when fellers are runs. |
ning of their rigs, it only makes them wus.

Arter a while we left the theatre to go home, and as we progressed down
street, says the Major to wme, well, Slick, says he, how did you like
little angels, the dancin’ 1:]0&? you seemed as amazed as i’ you was
born into the world; and looked rather struck with them I thought, pi
larly Angelioa; & neat little article that, uin't she 7 There’s no ne
about her ; she is as straight as a shingle in*her talk, right up. and down, -
and no pretence. I guess she has put ¢ 8y Tupper's spermaceti” guite
out, hante she !~It puts all creation out, said I; I never w.s 8o stum
afore since I was raised from a seedlin.’ Heavensand airth! only to think
them nasty tawdey; faded, yallér, jaded, painted drabs was the beautiful
dancin’ gulls of the theatre 7 and them old forrerd, impudent heifers was
the modest, ;LM' elegant little chernbs that was ou the stage an hong
afore; and then to think them nasty duubs was like Genesee Falls. Lord,
I' could poi‘uien jctur’ scenes better myself, with a nigger wench’s
house-mo could, 1 suore,—Exactly, says the Major; you have been
“behind -o‘enm“ -ae.. ???. lndym;‘ ve::’l a lesson not to trust to
appearances alto .~ Rael life is one thin stage representation is
urnothor. The world *“behind the scenes,” n‘nd what is exhibited on the
board isas different as day is from night. It taute all 5old that glitters in this
life, I can tell you.: Jist so it is with “ Sy Tupper’s young spermaceti;”
for I see you want to spikilate in iles there.

When you double Cape Horn, as yer in hopes for to do,
There's a-plenty ol sparm whale on the coast of Peru.

Whata life for a uan, to be the wick olan ile lamp, ain’tit? and have-your
wife snuffing yon with her fisgérs. It's as bad as having your onquestion-
able ngly nose pulled. Oh yes, take her by all means, only get * behind
the scenes’’ first; you have only seed her‘yet of an evenin', and then she
was actin’, ri out for a party, g-sniilin® and a-doin’ sweet and pretty,
and a-wearin’ of her company-face, and a-singin’ like a canary-bird, - Bat
go into “ the green room,"” and see her of a mornin’, get a peep at a ‘ami
scene, drop in on 'em of a sudden, onexpected like, and see the old cata
her kitten a-caterwanlin® and clapper-clawin’ each other till they make the
fur fly, and you willbe just as much dumbfoundered as you wus st the
dancin’ galls; you woun't know her, that's a fact; you'll find that your
beautiful * spermaceti” has turned out nothin’ but tallow, and davhn bad tal-
low too. Such cfitters run more nor half away to waste, and give more
grease than light, by a long chalk. But come, said he, 8’posin’ me and you
settle our little account, for short reckonings make I:Hr?endn, us the say-.
in’ is. First, there'is your five doliar bet ; then six botties of iced chams '
igne, at three dollars each is eightéen dollars more ; and then two dol-
m- for tickets, makes a fotal of twenty-five dollars; do you undercum-
stand ! Come into the iseter shop here, and plank the pewter, and I'll go
sheer with yoa for a supper of iseteps. It's a considerable of a dear lesson
that; butit's the best you ever got,/J know.—Dear ! sir.said I conntin’ out
of the money to him, [ gue=s it is dear. Ifall my schoolin’. in town-waye
is to cost at that rate, [ guess I'll have more larnin’ than capital when I
thro’ my trainin’. Twenty-five dollars for bein’ made a fool o, foF-them
dancin’ galls to laugh at for two honrs, what a pretty go that is,ain’tit? I
must say, [ don’tthank you a bit, Major; it warn't pretty at all.—Who the
devil axed you for thanks! said he ; you bave done belier. you have paid
for it, man, and boughten wit is alwaya the best: but yon will thavk one
for it some o' these days, see if yon don’t It’s better to bé mai'e a fool on
for two hours than for life. 1 have known a feller silly enongh to mnrry a
dagein’ gall afore naw ; but then he'd ‘never been * behind the scenés,” as
| ;
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you have ; yes, it's a valuible lesson that. Your old fogey of a parson that
you are always a-talkin’ of, old Hop, Hope, something or other, may preach
away to you till he is blind, but he can’t larn yon anything equal to that.
It's alesson from life, and a lesson from life is worth a handréd sarmons.
In everything a’most, Saw, in this world, consider yon are deceived or lia-
ble to be deceived, atd that you can’t trust even the evidences of your own
senses, unless yon * look behind the scenes.” But come, said he, preach-

in’ is not my trade, let us walk into haif a bushel of these iseters ; they are
rael salts, they come from Nova Scotia, and better. than any we have, or
the British either: and we set to and did justice to them, at least, ke did, you
may depend. He walked 'em into him as a dock does a June bug. He
conld open, pepper, and swaller a dozen to my one, for semehow I never
could get my knife into the jinte of one until arter halfan hour's hunglin’—I
hadn’t got the knack.—Yon don’t seem to like them, said he at last, a-draw-
in’' breath and a-swallerin’ a gill of pure whiskey ; p'raps you are too pat-
riotic 1o eat blue nose’s iséters, and prefer the free eitizens of our own beds?
—No, said I, it tante that; I can't open them, they are so oncommaon tight
about the jaws. Hem! said he, I forgot that. You never seed an iseter,
I do suppose, or a dancin’ gall nother afore to-night. o as I do, younk-
er; this is the way, freeze down solid to it, square l:!) to it, as if you was
a-goin’ to have an all out-door fight of it, and he slipped 'em ont o’ the shells
into his month as fast as a man dealin’ cards, until he fairly finished all we had.

You don’t drink, said he, now that's not wholesome; yon onght to take
enough of the neat lignor to make 'em float light on the stomach ; and he
jisttipt off the balance of the whiskey without winkin’. Ah! said he, mak-
ing a wry face, that's no go ; that last iseter was not good it's upsot me
a'most; call for come more, and I'll be in agin in a minit; I wust go into
the air, for I feel dizzy. Well, I called for some more iseters and some
inore whiskey, and I sot and worked away at my leisure, and waited for
him to come back and pay his share of the shot. Well, I waited and wait-
ed for ever so long, till [ e’en a'most fell asleep, and still no Major. At
last I began to get tired, so I knocks on the table with the handle of a knife
for the nigger help. Snowball, says I, have yon seen any thing of the Ma-
jor? I'me waitin’ for himn to settle the bill. Massa hab to wait den, one

rry long time, sar: de last iseter. sar, he always fix Major's flint, sar, and
make him cut his stick. You won't see him no more, sar, and he grinned
from edr to ear like a chessy-cat. De bill is four dollars, massa, and a
quarter-dollar for Snowball. Hem ! says 1 to myself, a nod is as good as a
wink to a blind horse ; I see it now, I'm hilked ; so I paid it, and said no
more onthesubject,  That was another * peep behind the scenes,” that ** he
who incurs jinte expenses should look to the honesty and solvency of his

artners.”

I didn’t grudge the money for what I larnt that night, altho’ it came to a
borrid sum, too—twenty-nine dollars and a quarter—for it's worth eve
cent of it, that's a fact. But what did touch me to the quick was this :
drew the wool over my eyes so about Desire Tupper that I gin up a-goin’
there, and thep he cut in there, and got the prize hisscif—he did upon my
soul! Al that talk abont her temper was made ont of whole cloth, and got
up a-purpose, along with her nick-name of “ spermaeceti,” to put me out
of consait of her, and it answered the purpose most beantiful. es, he did
me most properly all the way through the chapter; bat, p'raps, it will all
turn out right in the long run, for I was too young then to marry, orto han-
dle 0 much money, for light cothe is plaguy apt to turn out “light go ;"
but. at the time, [ was most peskily rvied, | lel{yon ; and if [ had a-seed him
while | was so oncommon wrathy, [ do believe, in my soul, I shonld have
tanned his jncket for him, so that he wonld have been a caution to behold.
I am a good-nater'd man, and can bear spitin’ on ; but hang me if 1 can
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stand and have it rubbed in that way. I didn't know what to do when I
got home, whether to tell the story or not; but I knew it would leake out,
and thought my own varsion of it wounld be the best, so I )i_t ups and tells
fatheg all aboat it, from first to last.—He is a nasty, dirty, low-lived, mean
feller, says father, and a disgrace to the commission, though one comfort is,
he ain’t a reglar and never seed sarvice, and [ dispise an officer that has
never smelt powder. No man in the country but a veteran desarves the
nawe of eoldier, and them. it ain’t no vanity to say, are the first troops in
the univarse.—for the British have whipper{all the world, and we whip
them.—-Yes, he is a scoundrel, said the old wan ; bat still the information
you got is worth havin’. It is a knowledge of the world. and that is invalu-
able : although from what I've seed in the wars, I am most afeerd a man
of the world ain’t a man of much heart in a gineral way. Still the knowin’
itis worth the larnin’ it.  Acquire it, Sam, if you can; but you musn’t pay
too dear for it. . Now the Major gin more for his wit than you.— Possible 1
said I; why, how is that ! Why, says fatber, he bought his at the expense
of his character, and the leastest morsel of character in the world is worth
more nor all that is.to be larnt bekind the scenes.”

CHAPTER 1V.

THE BLACK BROTHER.

Yxs, squire, said the Clockmaker, there is nothin’ like lookin' “ behind
the acenes” in this world. I rather pride myself on that lesson of Major
Bradford. It came gjrly in life, and was, as he said, the best lesson I ever
bad. It made me an obsarvin’ man. It tanght me to look into things con-

siderable sharp. I've given you a peep behind the scenes in assembly
matters, so that you can judge how far patriots and reformers show the
painted face; and at the theatre what devils little angles of dancin’ gulls
turn out sometimes; and now I'll tell you a story of the “ Black Brother,”
to show you how cantin’ fellers ean carry two fuces also, when they choose,
for I've been “ behind the scenes’ there too. I mentioned to you afore,
if you regallect, that we had a split once to Slickville in our congregation,
about the voluntary, and that some of the upper-crust, folks went off in a
huff, and joined the ‘* Christian band,” as they called themselves, or the
awakeners, as we call 'em. Well these folks went the' whole figur’, and
from bein’ considerable prond men, affected great humility. and caiied each
other ‘‘ Brother,” and only associated with each other, and kept the rest of
mankind off at arm’s lew.gth; as if they were lost ones, and it would con-
taminate them, like, to keep company with them. It broke poor old
minister's heart a'most, for they parsecuted him arterwards most dreadful ;
there was nothin’ too bad for them a’mest to say of the old church, for in
agineral way them that secede don't go off in peace, but go off armed for a
JSight, as if expected to be cllasedanf brought back again.  Pride and temper
is almost always at the bottom of schism. you will find. Ahab Meldrum was
one of these snperfine overly goad men, and jist about as parfect a speci-
men of a hypocrite as I e’en a’'most ever came across in all my sravels.
Well, I was to Ahab’s one day a-settlin’ some business with him, and a pret-
ty tongh job | bad of it—for you might as well drag out an eyetooth, with-
ont lancin the gum, as to drag a debt out of these whitewashed gentlemen
—and who should .come in but a scentoriferous bluckman, his woolly head
all dove up in roll carls like cotton in the cardin’ mills, and a large shovel
hat in his hand. and wearin’ a fine frill shirt, and dressed off to the very
nines, for a nigger is as fond of finery as a peacock is of his tail. They are
for spreadin’ it out and a struttin’ about in 1t for ever and ever a’'most. If
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there was a thing on edrth Ahab bated like pysou, I do believe itwaga great
bull-nigger, so seein’ him come in, in that free and easy manner, héJooks
up at him quite stiff—for the better a man is, the prouder he grows in a
gineral way—and, without biddin' him the time o’ da‘y. (which weouldn’t

a-hurt him one morsel, tho' the crittur was as black as Comingo, ) or movin’
from his chair, or axin’ him to sit down, says he, Well, sir, what brought
you here, what's your business 7 It made me laugh, for I knew lium'lil‘
was the dress coat of pride, and that we was a-goin’t0 have a scene, for
seed by the cut of the feller’s jib that he wasa preacher. O massa, said be,
I is a broder labourer in de Lord’s wineyard, de onworthy (and he made
a bow at that word, as much as to say there is a peg for you to hang a com-
pliment on if you like,) de onworthy shepherd ob de little flock of free
colour'd Christians to Martin Vanburinville. 1 jist call'y, massa broder, te
cossult yon about business ob “ our little Christian band.”—8it down, sir,
if you pleue, says Ahab, a colourin’ up like anything, for he seed his own
profession was set like a fox-trap afore him, and he knew it was nuts to me,
and that I would'nt spare him one mite or morsel. Sit down, sir.—Tan-
key, sar, tankey, said Dr. Query, for that was the nicknamethe critter went
by; how is all your consarns, and your leetle flock 7 1 holpe dey is all well,
and none on em jnmpin’ de fence, and gittin’ out o’ de fold, among neigh-
bour’s sheeps : mine gib me great bodder dat way, werry great bodder in-
deed. Mine all shockin’ fond ob music, and go whereber dere is de best
singin’; but I believe we may stump any sec for dat, and werry fond ob
Greek too. Of Greek! saiJv Ahab, who was dumfoundered at the turn
tbinr took ; did yon say Greek? Yes, massa, said the Doctor, of Greek ;
and he took an old welfFworn grammar from his pocket, and nin” it,
said, Broder, ssid he, what you call him ? pintin' to a pitikilar word. That,
said Ahab, who I seed was a gittin’ of his dander up quite fast, that is
“‘ eureeka.”—Ah, said the Doctor, I know him by sight, but I no recollect
his name ; by golly ! but Greek him werry hard, werry hard indeed. 1t
to larn a few words, for dey sound well in de pulpit, and look grand. Col-
oured people no tinkey you know nottin’ if you no gib em hard words
sometimes; and Broder 8ly, he teach me to say 'em. Wel, Broder Mel
dram, he says, at last, I is glad T “ eureeka’ you at home; here is de snper-
scription for de new meetin’ house ; put your fist to dat, broder, and come
down like a man, hansum. Poor Ahab, he shrunk frem the touch as it was
hot iron;and from the subscription paper 100 as if it was his death-warrant.
Brother, said he, and that word stuck in his crop so that he had to cough
twice afore he conld get it out, and smelt so strong in his nose he had to
take out his handkerchief, all scented with musk, te get clear of the fogo of
it, here are two dollars.—O massa brudder, said Blackey, only two dollar’
By golly! but I ginn five myself. Member, sar, he what gibs to de church,
lengl to de Lord. Come, brudder, mend de fignre, dat’s a good soul; you
won't be one mossel de poorer of it in de long run, you may depend. But
Ahab was tough. SlicEin’ a subscription paper into a very strait-laced
man, even for building a schism-shop for his own folks, is like stickin' a nee-
dle behind an ox's ear, it kills him dead on the spot. ‘The labourer is wor-
thy of his hire, broth— broth—he couldn't ceme it a second time, so he ginn
it np in despair; worthy of his hire, sir. You were wrong, very wrong,
sir, to do it: the congregation should do their ownwork themselves. Well,
well, said Blackey, a good deal disconsarted at the failure of his application ;
p'raps you is right, brudder, p'raps you is right; you noes hetter den us
poor coloured folks does. I has seed a great deal of trouble lttolyébrud-

der, said Query. My congregation is the most difficultest to manage I did
ever see (pitikilarly de fair sec), and has had a split in it. Dat evejlastin’
sinner, and crooked 'sciple of a nigger, Ben Parsons, dat is too lazy.to
work hisself, de good-for-nottin’ feller, he thinks he preach better ner me, de
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consaited fool! and he sot up for hisself, and seceded, and I lose twenty
dollar a-year of my livin! by him, and some o’ my best singers too. Cato
Cooper’s three daughters, Cleopatra, Portia, and Juno, all left to foller ar-
ter de young preacher, and dey had most superfine voices, better nor most
nigga wenches has, and sing as well as teatre womehn, dey did. Yes, if's
lucky for massa Ben, I is a Christiannan, dat uses go carnal weapon, oy
1'd feel his short ribs for him, and take my change out of his hide, de villain.

De Raccoon gina to scratch and bite,
I hitty once wid all ma might,
I bungy eye and spile his 'iih('
Oh, Ise de child to fight!
Bat I is a new man now wid de ungenerate heart, and only fight old Scrate
old Adam, or old sin, but not a brudder in de flesh—no, naber, I ain't goin
get mad no more.
For little childer neber let
De angry passion rise, -
Your little hands were neber made
To tear each oder seyes.

‘Nothin’ else save him from catehin’ it, for [ is de boy dat could doit. Lord,
I'd run him foul of a consteruation, afore he know’d what was de matter of
him. Temper, him werry trong, and say cuss him, bung up both he eye
and putin de dead lite ; but I is a preacher now, and religion advise werry
different, and say, * let him go to de devil his own way, de villain.” He
ain't worth powder and shot, and dat is de fack, for he 1s more crookeder
in his waya nor a dog's hind Jeg, or ram’s horn, the ungenerate, ungrateful
beast. Den I hab great trouble to howme too: | lost Miss Wenus, my wife,
last week ; she died of de rebiliou# cholic. But she died happy—werry
happy indeed, schreetchin’ and screamin’ for joy, and nmde a mest lovely
corpse. I tink she was de most beantifulest corpse I ever did see—it was
a pleasure to look at her. Broder Sly improved. de occasion, and spoke
four bours and a half widout stopin’, werry powerful did de leetle man ;
we had a very refreshin’ time of it, and beautiful singin’; oh, by golly, but
it was grand ! Yes, I hab great trouble, and I 'mest fear I will ab go te
sarvice agin, for tronbles rise up as de sparks do; and if [ do gin up preac-
hin’ agin, if [ don’t pitch into gen Parson’s ribs like a tousand of bricks,
i's a pity, that'sall. I’ll make hawk’s meat ob him. Cryin’ over spilt mills
is no use tho’, s'pose we conclude onr talk with a varse of music ; and be-
fore Ahab could recover from-amazement at the freedom of his new broffi-
er, and the montification.of my witnessing the scene, he was struck speech-
less with vexation at Dr. Query pulling out a flate from his pocket, and
utting the parts together, with a great many flourishes, and a lot of ba~
ooneries, wettin’ the threaded ends in his moath, and forcin’ them togeth-
er with main strength. Now, brudder, said be, spittin’ on the eends of his
fingers Lo make 'em stop better, if you and de eutire stranger dere, pointin'
:Io me, will strike up a varse of wmusick, ticklin' metre, [ will jiue you wid
e flute—

Adam was de fust man . .
Ebe was de tudder,

Cain was a wicked man
Cause he killed bim brudder.

Abel wasn't name right, was he, for he warn't “ able” for Cain, by no man-
ner of means. But it makes beantiful musick, very beautiful indeed ; you
haye. no notion of it, no more nor a child. It is the forty elebenth varse of
Brudder Sly’s new ode; and he immediately commenced playing the air.
Come brudder; said he, begin, and I will pitch it for yoa.

I thought Ahab would have fuinle:;'i". he was so struck up all of a heap.
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He knew I would tell the story all round the town, and as he was as mad
as a hatter ; for nothin’ makes a man boil over so quick asto have to put
the cover on, and keep the steam in. He wim jist ready to bust, and make cam ¢
ull fly agin with rage. At last, said he, a tryin' to bité in his breath, this infe, '
ntfeman, Mr. Slick, hassome business of importance to transact this morn- work
n’' with me. Iam afraid I cannot now join in the exercise ; but some
other time will have the pl—pleas—. I willtry to doit. Oh, says I, don"t you ¢
mind me, Abab, I beg; I should like it above all things. There is nothin’ crites
I am so fond of ag psalmody in consart with the flute. Dr. Query is right ; ville ¢
it makes excellent superior musick ; so cowe, says I, let's try : our accounts
has kept for three years, they'll keep for half an hour longer ; don't disa
oint the gentleman.—Yes, said Blackey, by golly, but it's grand, dat is de
ack. ¢ Adam was de fust man;’ and he set off in a voluntary agim.'
Brother, said Ahab, for he was obliged to bolt that word, my friend is not
in a frame of mind: he is not a man of experience. Put np!onr instru- ’ w
ment. Let us take another opportunity. Well, the poor divil felt he !
warn't wonted there at all. He seed Ahab was ashamed of him, and that 4 ;‘,’o'
ride, ot business, was the stumblin’-block ; so he sepurated the joints of ol
is flute, put them in his pocket, and rose to depart. “‘"_"4
Now, squire, continued the Cloekmaker, p’raps you don’t know, for p‘e.
you ean':?nve sged so much of the blacks, but what I'm gein’ fer te tel spein
you is a fact, I assure you. When a nigger is fiightened or vexed, there :;:ore
18 a perfume comes from him that's enough te stifle you. 1f you don't be- g
lieve me, ask Lord—Lord —what the plague is his nume, that was ot to the -
West Ingees. Well, dancin’ the ergancipation dance with a black heifer
there, e’en a’most killed him. It did, upon my soul, it all but pisen’d him.
It'sawful, that'sa fact. Well, this crittur Query se filled the reem witir,
it most choked me. I was glad for to see himn get up for to go, I tell you ; thick
but what does he do but come round to Ahab to take leave of him. Brud- ‘h!c ;
der, said he, fare-de-well, peace be wid you, my labbin’ fren’; and he held 4 -
out his great ily black paw to shake hands wi? him. Poor Ahab! he ‘ JOR §
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looked like a crittar that is a-goin’ to be put up in the stoeks, resigned to your
his fate because he conldn’t help bimself, but meAn enough too. He pri; ;nou‘
ded himself on his own hand, did Ahab, it was so small und so white. He . B no&v
used to say it was 'ristrocratic, and that it weuld be a fortin for a single man :{‘)ot ‘
Jike him to England ; and he actilly slept in gloves lined with pematum te ’ :
keep the freckles off; I hope I may be shot if he didn't. He was top-gal- Jou
lant-sail proud of them, I tell you: so he looked at the great piece oF raw "6‘:
frigger meat that was afore him withehorror; and arter makin’ all sorts of Britis
wry faces at it, as a gall does when she takes physic, he shut his eyes and ! r:‘mm
droppud his hand inta it. Oh, it was bewutiful !” It did me goed to see the el
hypocrite work up that way. Query shook and wrung away at it, as a conchc
washerwoman does at a wet towel for ever so long; and at last he let go mm‘dt
his hold and went off, and Ahab drew out his hand all stained valler, as if e

it had been dipped into tobacco juice. He held it out from him at arm’s 1ng o{
dength, as a feller does that falls into the dirt, and a bitin’ in his breath, and ‘ mc:;n
curlin’ up his nose as mad as a bear with his tail shot off, and went into the e
bedroom, and washed and scrubbed away at it like anything. When he qn;e \
was gone, | opened the winders and ventilated the room ; for it smelt as - |e|'.‘
bad as one of the narrer alleys in Old Tewn Edinboro, or a slave-ship ; it :;,e '
was shocking nosey, I tell you. As soon as he came back, says he, gam, fe ol 0
that poor feller means well, but he has wmistaken his calling: he has toe lo;u:ie
much levity, I fear, for a minister.—1I give you joy, says I, of your new ;”
“brudder” and ‘ feller-laborer in de wine-yard."" It sarves youn right, so wh ,.l.,
it does. If you had a-stuck to your own church, you wouldn't a-had te b -
endure what you jist went thro’, 7 know. No bisﬁop would ordain that hied

wan ; for he would see with balf an eye be bad no sense, and warn't ne }g&:;
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THE GREAT UNKNOWN. . 3
way fit for it af all, excczt to make things look ridikilons ; but, if any body
can go and choose preachers that please, asthey do hogreeves at town meet-
infs, why can't niggers elect whom they please to 7 it'sa bad rule that won't
work both ways. This comes o’ schism ; one error always leads to anoth-
er. Now don't, for goodness' sake, make such everlastin’ pretences as
you do. unless your practice keeps up to your professions. I hate hypo-
crites, and [ won't spare you. Whenever folks talks of you and the Slick-
ville schism, hang me if I don’t tell 'em of the Black Brother.

CHAPTER V.

THE GREAT UNENOWN.

WkLt, squire, said the LClockmaker, I'm glad you are floin' 1o England '
too. [ can guide you thro’ Britain as)well as I can thro’ the States, or the
Provinces, for I've been there often ;(1 know every part of it. They are
strange folks them English. On pitikjjars they know more than any peo-
ple; bat on generals they are as igno¥int as owls. Perhgps there amn’t no
place in the world such nonsense 18 talked as in parliament. They mea-
sure every one by themselves as father did about his clothes. He alwa
thought his'n ought to fit all his boys, and proper laughing-stocks he made of
us. Yes, you have made the Yankees ana the blue-noses, sguire, look pret-
ty considerable Toolish in them are too books of yourn. Stand on t'other
tack now, and take a rise out of the British: for fair play is a jewel, that's
a fact. John Bull has been a-larfin’ at us until his sides heaves like a brok-
en-winded hprse ; clap the carrycomb on him now, and see if his hide is
thicker than onrn ; for he is always a-sayin’ that the Yankees are the most
thin-skinned people in the world. There is u grand field in that country,
you may depend, and a noble harvest for you. Wilk right into ’em with
your sickle, and cut and bind 'till you are tired ; you will find employment
enough, I tell you. We may have our wen{("po'm!s. and I should like to
dknow who the plague hasn’t: but John has both his weak spets and soft
spots toe, and,I'll pint 'em out to you, so that you can give him a sly poke
that will make him run foul of a consternation afore he knows it. T'llshow
you how to settle his coffce for him without a fish-skin, I know ; so begin
as soon as you can, and as much sooner as yon have a mind to.'

On my own part, I was no less pleased to have him with me, for few in
British America have se intimate a knowledge of the character, feelings,
and prejudices of the people of the colonies as Mr. Slick, or a more clear
conception of the policy that ought to be pursued towards them by the
mother country. So strongly was I impressed with this conviction, that I
could not help expressing to him a hope that eircumstances might arise dur-
ing our visit to England to bring him in contact with some of the leadi
members of parliament, as I felt assured he could give most valuable a
and useful information on the subject whieh, though of immense import-
ance was but little nnderstood.—Lord, sir, said he, I've seen some on 'em
when I was there afore (for I've been thyee times in England) and know it
well; but they did’nt want the right information, and so I bammed them ;
they did’nt want facts to make opinions on, but facts to tally with opinions
formed, like British travellers in the States, and [ always stuff such folks.
I had a most curious ventnr’ when I was last to London.

I had bgen down city all day a-skulkin’ abont, and trampoosing every-
where a’'most to sell somne stock in the canal, that is to run through the pine
barrens in the Quahog Territory, that I bought for balf nothin’ and wanted
to put off to advantage, and returned to my lodgings awful tired, and as wes
footed as a duck. I had jist drawed off my boots, got snug afore the fire,
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with a cigar in my month and my feet on the back of a chair, a-toastin’ of
them to the coals, when the sarvant. m-nd opened the door and a gentleman
entered a'bowin’ very ginteel, and sayin', Mr.. Slick, I presume.—Well, rays
I, I won't -ay I ain't; but wou't you come to an anchor and be seated ;
you must exciuse me, says L. a-gittin’ np for my feetis wet. Well, he\nol
down and eyed me from head to foot, as « he thonght I was a little onder
baked, or altogether not right furnished in the upper story.—Our humid cli-
mate, sauys he, at last, must be ve ry different from the clondless sky and pure
air of Nova Scotin.—Very, says, !, it rains here for everlastingly. I have
only seed the sun once since [ came here, and then it looked asif it haa the

cholern in the black stage ; but my feet is what I complain of most  Now
to home I wear ingian rubbers ; but they don't do on the pavements here;
for they make yon slide abont as if yon was on the ice. I had to leave
them off, for I pm‘hml into every one [ met a'most, and it warn't pretty at
all.—How long is it, said he, since von left Nova Scotin 7 —Thinks I to my-
self, what in matur is the erittur after. 11l jist draw him out by doin’ sim-
ple. Now that is natur’, squire. If ever you want to read a man, do sim-
ple, and he thinks he has a soft horn to deal with; aud, while he s'poses he
18 a-playin’ you off, you are puttin’ the leake into him withont his seein’ it.
Now, if you put on the knowin’ it puts him on his guard directly, and he
fights as shy as a loon.  "Talkin’ cate, looks konavish; but talkin' soft, looks
sappy. Nothing will make a feller bark up a wrongtree like that; so. with-
out answerin’' the pint. (that [ igzht bring him t the husiness), says I—for
wet feet there 1s nothin’ like toasun’ them alore the fire: it draws the cold
outand kuv[u it from Ayin’ to the stomack. and saves yon' from a fit of the
mulligrabs p'raps. I larot that from the Ingians; they always sleep with
their feet to the fire, and at night lav all in a circle round it like the spokes
of a wheel. [ never yet sced an [oginn with a cold in his nose.—How
very good, sald he, what a close observer of natnre you are, sir. I shall
remember that recipe of yonrs: it is excellent —As much as tr say well, if
yon don’t beat So.0mon, I bean’t nobody.  Thinks I to myself, I dare say
you will mind it. but wore to langh at than to foller atany rate.

At last, says he. thinkin’ it was time 10 come to the pint, I am desired, sir,
by a distinguished friend of mine, « request the favour of yonto give him
an interview wheunever it may be convenient to you, as he has heard
much of your knowledge of the'provincea, and is anxious to getall the in-
formation he can previous to the Ganadaquestion coming on for discus-
sion.—Hem ! says | to myself, I wonder whether this is fact or bam. It
don’t seewn to hang very well together nother, but it monght be a bee, for
for all that, as the old woman said when she looked in the hornet’s nest for
honey. So to prove him, says |, as to convenience, let mesee—I mustcon-
sider a bit—to-morrow [ go to Bristol, by the Great Western Railway, and
next day [ make tracks for New York, so if I go atall. I must go now.—
Now 1 said he.—I seed it posed hiwo, that he didn’t expect it 0 soon.—
Now ? said he agin, and he mused a bit; and then said he, I am sorry-the
time is 80 short, sir. but if you will he so kind, my carriage is at the door,
and [ will drive you there as soon as yon are ready, lor my friend wonld
be much disappointed in not having the pleasure of seeing yow.--Civil
enough too, thinks I, and as | never se vd a parlinmentary big bug. I should
like the chance, if it was only like n colony delegate, 1o have it to brag on
arter | got home; so I goesinto the ¢ hamber, puts on a clean shirt-collar,
slips on a pmr of dry boots, and runs the gomb throngh my hair.  Now,
says |, when I comes back to the sittin™-ragm. let’s up killock and off. forit's
getting on considerably well in the arternoon. and is a’'most daylight down,
and if he setsne a- gmn on colony suhjects I won't know when to leuve off,
for it takes time to spin them yarns, Lell you. So we showed a leg right
off, trotted down stairs, and into the coach in no ume, and says he to the
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driver ‘““home.”—“Home !” says I to myself; why who the devil can this
crittur be?  Is he member’s son, or his writin' and cipherin' clerk, or a
lover of one of the galls; or whe is he that says * home,” for he must live
there, that's sartain. Well, I didn't like to ask him direct, for I knew I'd
find it out soon, and so 1letit pass. And.squire, said he, among the wrong
notions the British have of us Yankees, one is about our etarnal curiosity,
and axing questions about nothin’ a'most. Now, it happens to be jist lho'
revarse; we are not famous for aring questions, but for never answerin

them. Arter a while the coach stopped, and afore 1 could look r'ound |
was in the hall, surronnded by officers of the Life Guards, dressed in most
beantiful toggery, at least so I took them to be, for their uniform was fplnp
did; I'mever see any thing equal to itexceptthe President’s on reviewin' the
troops on the 4th July day. Itmade me wish [ had brought my militia dress,
for I didn't like one of our citizens to be out-doue that way, or not to de
credit to our great nation when abroad.

Excuse me for a moment, said my guide friend, tilll announce you ; and
presently out comes another man dressed in plain clothes, and they slm}d
there a space a-eyin’ of me and a-whisperin’ together. He won't do, said
the new-comer: look at his boots. It can't be helped, said the other, he
must see him, he sent for him himself. Who the devil ishe? paidv the strang-
er. Is he a delegute or a patriot member of assembly, or what lghe. for he
is the queerest Tookin’ devil I ever saw 7—Hush ! said gnide, he is the cele-
brated ‘“ Sam Slick,” the Yankee clockmaker ; and, eaid he, they may talk
about that feller’s shrewdnessas much as they please, but he is the d—st fool
I eversaw. ' .

Well, says I to myself, this is rather pretty too,ain’tit? I guessyou think
flashin’ in the pan scares ducks, don't yon. One thing is sartain, tho’ you
don't often look in the glass, any how, or you'd know the face of a fool
when yon see one, which is*more, I estimate, than you do at this present
time. With that, guide said to one of the sodger otficers that was a-stand-
in’ in the hall a-doin’ of nothin’, Show him up. So one of them, a very tall
handsome man with his head all covered with powder, like a rat ina flour
barrel, come up, and said, your name, if you please, sir '—Well, says I, 1
don't know as it matiers much adout names, what's yourn? Thomas, sir,
said he, a-bowin’ and a-smilin’ very perlite. Well, then, said | fnend
Thomas, mine is Mr Slick, to the backbone. I had no sooner said (he
word than he bawled out Mr Slick in my ear, as lond as he could roar, till
he made me &tart ngain, and then every officer on the stairs, and there was
several of them, kept repeatin’ after each « ther *“ Mr. Slick,” * Mr. Slick,”
“ Mr. Slick.”—Don't be in such an everlastin’ mighty hurry, said [, | am
a-comin’ as fast as I can, and if yon do that are agin [ won't come at all, s0
there now ; for I began to get my Lbenezer up, and feel rather wolfish
When I came to the foot of the stairs the officer stood back and made room
for me ; and, says I, alter you, sir; but he hung back qnite modest (ﬁeeinv
that an American citizen ranks with the first men livin’) sa not te be out-
done in manners by a mere Britisher, I took him by the arm and pushed
him on.—I can’t think of goin’ afore you, sir, said I, but don't let's lose
time in ceremony ; and besides yon know the navigation better than I do,
for I was never here afore; and then he went on first.

As | maunted the stairs | heerd guide friend say again to the other man n
plain clothes, Didn't | tell you he was a fool 7—Madman, | should think,
said the other.—Presently a door opened, and I was showed into a room where
member, who was nothin’ but a common-sized man arter all, was standin’ by
the fire, and three or four young gentlemen in plain clothes was a-writin' at
a table, as hard as they could lay pen to paper. The officer that opened the
door roared out again ‘“ Mr. Shick !” as loud as he could, and I raily felt so
dander, I do belicve I should have knocked him down if he hadn't a-stept back
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out of reach; but member came forrard very perlite, and shook me by the
hand, and seid it was very kind of nie to come at such a short notice, and-that
he was very happy to have the pleasure to-sce me. ‘I'hen he jist gave a wave
of his hand and pownted to the door, as a hunter does to his dogs, without
speakin’, and the people writin' got up and went out backward, keepin’ their
faces to him und bowin'. Arter they were gone, he said, take a chair, sir, if
you please: so I took one for myself and lified one for him, sayin’, it was as
cheap to sit as to stand, and every bit and grain as easy too; but he said he
preferred standin’, and kinder sorter looked ut mie, as much as to say, he was
too good or too proud for that; so there he stood, ns elbow on the mantel-
piece and his head restin’ on his hand. Well, my bristles began 16 stand
right up, like a dog's back : 1 didn’t hke the talk of the guide friend he sent
for me; | didn’tlike the way the officers kept bawlin’ out my name und snick-
ered in the entry, and J didn’t relish the way | was set down on a chair alone,
like a man to be shaved in a barber's shop. | felt as if | could chew him right
up, | was so mad, and I was detarmined to act as ugly as him, for my coming
was Lis seeking and not my own ; and, as there was nothin’ to be made out
of it, and no trade epiled, | didn't sec as [ had any occasion to put up with
his nonsense, do you ? for there is nothin’ | hate so much as pride, especially
when any of them benighted indolent foreigners, undertuke to show it to a
free and enli:htened American. So | jist put up my feet on his fender, free
and easy, to show him he couldn’ darnt me by his airs and graces, and then
spit right atween the polished bars of the grate on the red-hot coals till it
cracked like a pistol. Well, he jumped a yard or so, as if he was shot, and
if you had seen the tanyard look he gin me, it would have made you split a-
larfin. Don’t be frightenen, Lord, said |—for | didn’t know which house he
belonged to, so | thought I'd give the title, as we give every strunger citizen
Kurnel—Lord, said |, I wou't hit you; | could spit through a keyhole and
not wet the warnds; but as you stand. | believe | will too, for talk atween two
don’t come kinder nateral, unless both sit or both stand ; and now, says |, as
time presses, what may your business be with me, Lord 1 Well, he stood
back two or three feet, as if he was ateered | would tonch him, and then he
entered into a long parlaver about the colonies, and asked me if the people
was contented with the guvernment. Mr. Stranger Lord, said I, they are
not, and that's a fact.

He brightened up when he heerd that; he seemed as if it pleased him, as
if he would rather hear that than that they were satistied. Thinks | to my-
self a nod 18 as good as a wink to a blind horse. | see what you be; youare
an agitator, and want grievances 10 work on ; but you got the wrong sow by
the ear this time, any how — A, said he, your testiniony is valuable, Mr,
Shck, for you are an impartial mun, and have had great opportunities of know-
ing the condition of the people. Do you attribute this discontent to the gov-
ernment that has prevailed there since the American revolution, or to causes
over which we have no control 1—'I'o the Government, said |, some part, and
some part to other causes, but to none over which vou have no control.—Pre-
cisely, said he ; that is exactly my view of 1it.  Will you allow me, said he
(a-tryin’ to lead me on by doin’ the civil,) to offer you some refreshiments, sir;
1 ought to apolozise to you for not having offered it before.  Have you lunch-
ed vet —T'hank you, Lord, said I, I have dined, and harnt no cccasion for
nothin’.  Then what remedies do you propose ! said he : how would a uni-
on do 7—Cure all evils, said | : you have hit the right nail on the head: it's
exactly the right medicine —How singulur, said he ; and he rubbed his hands,
and walked up and down the room several times, lookin' verv pleased ; and |
thought | heerd him sav, What will the Duke sav tothis? You have hcerd,
no doubt, said he, of responsible government; pray what is your opinion of
that 7—1t is not enly a good government, said |, but no country can be either
happy or contented without 1it. It is absolutelv indispensable; you will lose
the culonies without you introduce it.— Mr. Slick, said he, | have heerd much
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of your sagacity from others, and your conversation fully confirms the high
opinion | had‘formed of you. | am delighted to have the pleasure of making
your acquiintance. When do you leave town 1 (English folks always be-
gin that way, afore they axe vou to pot luck with them.)—In the mornin’
bright and airly, said | ; huve you anv commands that way 1—No, thank you,
said he; but would you have any objections to my ordering up those gentle-
men you saw here jist now, to hear this very gratifving confirmation of my
opinions *—Not the least in the world, said 1; 1 don't care if all London
hears it. So ne rang the bell, and who should answer but the self-same offi-
cer that showed me in ¢
Tell those gentlemen, said Lord, that I desire their presence immediately ;
and here, you fteller, don’t let me hear any more langhing out there : don't
yon know I never permit any one to langh in iy honse ; and he looked as
wicked as a meat axe at him.  He said nothin’, but bowed down a’most to
the carpet, like a Chinese tea-marchant, and backed out wrong eend for-
most. Oh? dear, dear, said [ to myself, what a fool Ibe; I might have
known them was sarvants if [ hadn’t a-been a born idiot, and that rich par-
liament men counld afford uniform for 'em, if they llke;d ; but we must live
and larn, and every thing must have a beginning, I'do suppose. While
the sarvint was gone. says the entire stranger, Mr. Slick, the party I belong
to is a small but influential one. It holds the ballance between the other
two. It occupies the centre, and keeps the others at equal distance, whose
weights retain us in our place. By this means, whichever way we incline,
we tarn the scale.  Your information therefore is all-important.  Exactly,
says I, if you can only manage to keep 'em jist ko, and no farther, it will
work beantiful; but if they pnll apart ever so little, whap you come to the
gronnd, like a feller a-tween two stools, and stand a chance to break your
neck, and I hope to heaven’s you may not hurt yourselfif you do fall. He
looked as striped as a rainbow at that; but he brightened up at the close,
with a look as much as to say, yon Yankees pnt out your words very far
apart, very far indeed ; it makes things sound odd like.
Whenthe gentlemen came in, Lord suid Mr. Slick fully confirms my views.
{e admits the discontent in the colonies, much of which he attributes te
Tory wisgovermmnent: he approves of tie Union, and says nothing will
calin the country but responsible government. [ do, said I'; and by your
leave, I will explain what [mean. Do, said he ; but pray be seated ; allow
me to give yon a chair: and we all rot down, amd he among the rest. He
forgot his pride that time. How strange it is, kquire. no man is so hanghty
and overbearin’ as a democrat or radical; and they do tell me some even
of the liberal lords beat all natar’ for pride. actilly the highest in the in.ulep
of any of their order. That comes of pretence'now; a man that stoops lower
nar he ought in some things. is pleagu ; apt to straighten himself over the pes-
pendicular in others, to make up for itagain. Now, says Lord, [ wish vou
to hear this man’s (gentleman's, xay= he, a-catchin’ himselfas quick as wink,)
this gentleman’s opinion yourselves. It is very satisfactory to have snch
good authority in our favour. Discontent, says I, prevails to an slarmin’
extent. It exists everywhere. (['ll nove to have this feller examined before
a coinmittee, said he, a-whisperin’ to my guide friend ; the sconndrel is
quiet a god-send to us.) it pervades all classes, suys .—Good heavens! said
he. I wasn’t prepared to Liear such a fearful accounts hntit's very satisfac-
tory, very satisfactoryindeed. Go on, sir: Lam quite delighted.— Paradise
wasn't good enough for some folks, says I: how can the colonies he?
Them critturs there are nat satisfied with the dispensations of Providence :
how can youn expectthemto be =0 with the Government. 'l‘hry wounld like
tohave a government to costnothin’ to have their bread grow’d ready baked
to be paid for eatin’ it, and be fed with a’silver spoon.  Union. says [, that
you inquired about, is most desirable, for it would heal all differences ; but
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not a union of the provineceg, for that would only open new sources of
strife, and eend in your login’ 'em body and breeches; but a responsible
Government, says 1, is indispensable. Jist thin I took a squint ont of the
corner of my eye, and I see he began to smell a rat, and to look all adrift;
=0 on | went, §pee deep, and a foot deeper, a-pokin’ it into him like fun.
Men who rebel, says I, and commit murder and arson, ought to be held
responsible for it, or you might as well be without any law at all, nnless you
like Lynch law best.  Wherever you see loyalty, encuorage it; and disloy-
alty, disconrage it. Whatever changes is right, make them, and then tell
them, now, that’s the formn that’s settled ; if you don't like it, leave the colo-
nies, and go where you can find things more to yonr mind ; but if you do
stay there and rebel, you will be hanged, assure as you are born. You
shall have responsibility, but it shall be the responssbility of crime to law, and
of offenders to justice.

Heavens and airth ! if you had a-only seed stranger Lord, or whatexer
he was, how he looked, it would have done yon good. O, he was as mad
as a hatter, and the madder because he couldn’t help himself nohow he could
fix it. He actilly logked as small as the littic eend of nothin’ whittled down.
He was so bungfundered he conldn't speak, and tother fellers looked as if
they were afeerd of their lives to speak cither. They seemed, them critturs,
as if they darsn’t call their souls their own, he kept them in such awe.  Obh,
dear, what a bam it is for such men to talk liberal. when they actilly don't
believe that they are made of the same clay as other folks. At last things
began to look rather serious for a joke ; so says I, risin’ up and takin’ my
hat, [ believe I must be a-movin’, Lord, says I ; and if I don’t sail, as I some
expect, I shall be back nextweek ; and if yon waunt to see further into mat-
ters, jist send for me, and I will come with pleasure ; or if you want to ex-
amine me before that committee, tip the scoundrel a subpener, and he Il tes-
tify through a three inch plank for yon. Do youtake? (It made histeeth
gnit that, like two will-stones ; he grinned like a fox-trap: fact, I assure
you.) Yes, says I, send for me, and U'll come; for you and I, I see, ugree
n opinion about them colonies 'zactly. Indeed you are the only man I've
met since [ came here that talks a word of sense abont them. Good day.
And I turned and walked ont, guide and his companions follerin’ me.—
What a d—d hoax, said guide, a-whisperin’ to the other. That feller is no
fool, after all ; he is more rogue than dunce that. | He has given him a fit
of the jaundice.—Do you know the name of the nbbleman? said I; for I
cannot conceive from your description who itcan be, for there are many

roud lords, and imnany wrong-headed ones too.—No, said the Clockinaker,
rcun'l even give a guess, for his coach carried me home, and [ was so full
of the bam I played off on him. I didn’t mind to look at the name of tho
street and he never sent for me agin, as you may calculute. I guess one
dose was enongh to do his business for him. I don’t know nother whether
he was a senator or representative. Indeed [ don’t know any Lord to Eng-
land. Sowme on 'ein I hear brag that they were quite intimate with me
when I was th-re ; but that's only their boastin’ to look big ~ No, I don't
know his naine, or whether he was npper or under-crust ; but when [ tell
the story I call him the—Great Unknown.

CIHAPTER VL
SKUBBING A SNOB

O~ our arrival at the inn at Windsor, we were shown into a spacious
apartment, in some respects answering in appearance and use to an Eng-
lish coffee-room. At the upper end, near the window, sat a stranger, look-
ing at rather than reading a newspaper.
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Look there, now, said Mr. Slick in an undertone, jist look there now,
for goodness gracious sake ! Did you ever see the beat of that? That is a
Briusher ; I know him by the everlastin’ seorny air he wears—for them be-
nighted English think no one can see in the dark but themselves. He is
what they call a snob that, aud a full-fed one too ; for when nuts grow ripe,
hogs grow fat. He is a-doin’ a bit of Paris that man, to astonish the weak
narves of the natives with. He hasbeen across the Channel, you see ; and
he has gota French barber to make him look like a bigger fool than he was
afore he left home. Look at his hair, divided like on the top of his head,
combed down straight over each ear, and fallin” full and curly on the cape
of his coat; his mustachios squared out at each eend like the brush of a wea-
sels tail, and that little tuft of hair a-hangin’ from his onder lip, like u turkey-
cock's beard. Ain’t he enongh to charin the heart ofa kitchen broomslici,
that's all? He looks for all the world like one of them ancient heads in the
ol pictures at the Jew's shops to London. Then see that chalky, white,
bleached hand he is passin’ leisurely over his mouth to show the flash rings
on his fingers: and how slow he passes his eye from the paper over the
room, to meéditate knowin’ like, asifhe conld see what's what, and take it
all in at a draft. 'That goney is half puppy, half philosopher, I expect.
Haow I would like to walk into him! [It's such fun to ‘* Sntb a Sneb,”
ain’t it? and to knock the rust off him! Oh, dear, 1 suppose we shall get
sowe rael travellers at last, that do know somethin’, for the dirt always goes
before the broom. Jist so it is to Florida: a horse won't live there on a
new farm, so they have to use asses till the pasture gets old and good, and
the feed sweet. And I suppose, now we have got steam and godd inns,
these asses of travellers will get a walkin’ ticket, and men of sense will take
their place. I must say, if he only had a good strong horse sense, 1'd like
to show him how to tell a woodchuck from a sknnk; but he hante, that's
clear; so I'll jist set him off on a hand-gallop, and then snub him. He ac-
cordingly walked over to that end of the room, and commenced making his
acquawntance,

T'he conversation that ensued turned on the value of the North American
Colonies ; and although a native and resident of one of them inyself, [am
free to adnit I was not aware of the unlimited extent to which they are de-
pendent on England for their manufactares, until my attention was drawn
to it by the lively and pointed sketch of Mr. Slick. His utterence was so
rapid, that I fear I have missed some part of his illustration, although I
committed the substance of it to paper the same afternoon. 1 have only to
regret that some of the opponents of the Colonies were not present to hear
o trinmphant a vindication of these neglected and underyvalned possessions.

Tabular acconnts few men read, and still fewer know how to appreciate.
A personal applicatiod like the present, which shows the practical working
of the trade, counld it only be given in his own words, and his own pecu-
liar manner, is worth a hundred of the dull speeches and still duller articles
of the modern political economists, for it establishes bevond all doubt this
important fuct, that these provinees are as much dependent on England for
every article of manuficture used in them, as Oxford or Cambridge is, and
that a colonial inarket 1s strictly and literally a home market.

I suppose, said Mr. Slick, _\:nu didn't come by the Great Western, did
you ?'—I did, sir —How was rice when youlelt Iinglumi,und Cotton!? Have
they riz ingnarkit? How was they quoted when you quit?  Biddle made
a great gpe® in cotton didn’t he. I guess rome of the Liverpoolers will
pass out of the leetle eend of the horn afore they are done yet, won't they 7

These iuterrogatories, and many others, were answered with great good-
humour by the stranger, who appeared much amused with the ease and
freedom of the Clockmaker's manner. At last Mr. Slick Pul the nqver-fml-
ing American question, “ How do you like the country 1" T'o this Snob
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replied in terms of great admiration of the beauty of the scenery, and the
fertility of the soil ; but being of the reform school of politicians, could see
nothing that did not require change, and denounced all colonies in general,
and the North American ones in particular, as useless and expensive in-
cumbrances ; stated his conviction that the day was not far distant when
they would demand their independence ; that the sooner both parties sep-
arated the better it would be for them, and that true wisdon, as well as their
mutual interest dictated immediate separution. He concluded by asking
Mr. Slick if he did not concur in that opinion ?

Wellg said the Clockmaker, I will give \ou my opinion, free gratis for
nothin’, if you won't be effended.—Oh ! certainly not, said Snob. I shall
not only not be offended, but most happy to hear your views; the object
of travelling is not to disseminate one’s own opinions, but to hear those of
others.—Well, then, said Mr. Slick, like begets like in a general way, for
s a law of natur'seHorses, do ye sce, beget horses, owls beget owls,
and asses beget asses—it never fuils ; and stupid parents seldom nor ever
have wise children. Now I ain’t a-goin’ to say that John Bull is a cunssed,
stupid, thick-headed old goney, (for [ don’t mean no offence, stranger, but
only to argue it out plain, and nothin’ parsonal, and because it wouldn’t be
pretty talk that), but [ estimate he is a considerable some tho’, and if Blue-
nose is a leetle sofl like, a leetle onderbuked or so, why it's no greut wond-
er considerin’ the stock he comes of.  John Bull has got a’'most a grand
estate in these colonies, a'most an excellent iarket, too, and don't know
nothin’ ahout either—fact, § assure you ; and if it warn’t they speak better
English here than the British do, you would funcy yourself at home a’inost,
Jor everything you hear, see, or touch here, is English. Jist look at Blue-nose
and see what a woppin’, great big, two-fisted crittnr he is: yon won't find
such a made man no where a’'most. He 13 more nor six foot high in his
stocking feet (and he has got 'em to put on, too, which is more nor half the
Britishhave), asstrong as a horse, andussupple as aneel. Well, when he is
born, he isn’t much bigger than a kitten ; a squallin’, squeehn’, kickin’, on-
gainly litle whelpas you eversee a’ost. Now, whatis the first thing they do
to him? Why, they wash the yonng screech owlin an English bow!; wrap
him upin an English flannel, and fasten it with English pins; andthen dress
himinanEnglirh frock, with an English cap trunmed with English lace. 1f the
erittur issick, they give him English physic withan Englishspoon: and the very
first word he larns to speak is ** English,” As soon as he beginsto u e his
trotters, and run nbout, he has an Enghish hat, shirt of English hnen, coat of
English cloth, und shoes of English leather. Arter that they send him to
school, an’ he writes with an Englizsh pen, inade from an Enghsh quill by an
English knife, uses Englishink ont ofan Eunglish inkstand, and paper made in
your country, and ruled withan English pencil.  He spells ont ol'an English
dictionary, and reads ont of an Englizsh book. He has hardly learned what
Ampersand means, afore they give him a horse, such as it is, and he puts an
English bridle into his mouth, and an English saddle on his back, and wh-ps
the nasty, spavin’d, broken-winded brute, with an Enghsh whip; and when
he stumbles, and throws himroff, he swearsa bushel ofhorrid English oaths at
him. He trims his great, shagey, hairy beast with English scissors; combs
his nasty thick mane with an English comb, and curries his dirty hide with an
English curry-comb: and then ties him up in his stall with an English halter.
Then comes =portin’; and, to give the erittur his due, he ain'g@t bad shot
nother, seein’ that heis fond of fowlin’, or trontin’, or nnylhiuxmt work.
Gunnin' is hisdelight; and a wild-duck ora moose, ora carrthoo, w hen they
see him a-comin’ to parsecute them, know it's gone goose with them. But
where does his gnn come from? and his powder ! and his shot? and his
flask 7 and his belt? why, clean away froin England. Even his flint comes
from there, for there ain’t a flintstone in all Nova Scotia; and if there was

f

the
tool
any
the
sell.
line
est |
As ¢
actil
you
a-lo
zor,
i)uls
m:
bloc
sam:
that’
W
this
stan
time
to s
in';
a co
fax.
fire-
mea:
a-lar
nighl
sails,
—wl
exce
from
case,
a wo
ing h
and t
Tt
a gal
moth
to pu
catch
abou
saws
er wi
Engl
in by
by E
afore
the w
and fi
in’ to
forks,
boys
is too
Engli
menti



he

et

at

e-
d-
nd

er
st,
se
nd
18
he
)i
mn-
do
ap
'8
he
ry
his
of
to
an
in
ish
1at
an
ps
en
1at
ybs
an
BT.
10t
rk.
ey
hut
s
es

i

SNUBBING A ENOB. 39

the crittur couldn’t cnt it into shape so ss to be any use. He hante the
tools; and if he had, he don't know how. That's the reason, I suppose,
any one a'most can * fix his flint for him.” lu more nateral this sheuld be
the case in gunnin’ than in fishin’; but even here the chap can’t help him-
sell. Tho’ the country is covered with wood, he imports his rod, his net, his
line, his leads, and even his flies. He does, upon my soul! altho’ the for-
est is filled with flies big enough and strong enough to bite thro’ a boot.
As soon as his beard comes, (and sometimes afore, tor I have known boys
actilly shave for a beard,) why, he goes and gets a British glass to admire his
young mug in; he lathers his chin with an Eunglish brush and English soap,
a-lookin’ s big as all ont doors, and mows away at it with an EnglisH ra-
zor, sharpened on a British hone, and stropped on a British strop : then he
fuls on an English collar, and ties it up with an English stock, and 1 hope

may be skinned if he don't call himself an Englishman. A chip of the old
block he is too ; and young Blue-nose is as like old John as two peas, the
same proud, cousalled self-sufficient, know-nothin’ crittur ; a fegular gag,
that's a fact.

Why really, sir, said Snob, who was much, and very justly offended at
this indecent lunguuge I don’t understand——.—Oh ! but you will under-
stand, said Mr. Slick, if you only hear me out. Ina gmlrafway, 'bout this
time he begins to feel rather pitikilar, and he pays a visit 1o the * "tropolis,”
to see the world, for a man that hante been to the capital has seed noth-
in'; so, instead of taking a continental trip, as British boys do, he takes
a coastin’ trip in his father's shallop to that are great city of great men, Hali-
fax. He fills his first office in this life, supercargo of two or three jags of
fire-wood, a dozen birch-brooms, a basket of bud eggs, a sick cnllJ and a
measly pig ; and, when he has squandered all the proceeds of the plander

a-larnm’ to drink and swear like a man, he comes to tell of the wonderful
aighu he has seed, and talk reform politics. But look to his vessel, ropes,
sails, blocks, anchor, bolts, copper, iron, compass, and all the other fixin's
—where do they come from? Why, from where every part of. the vessel
except the sappy, buggy, dry-rotted wood she is built with comes from—
from England, Look at the old battered watch he is rigged out with, the
case, half lead, hnlfpewl('r, that he swapped his wood for on the wharf with
a woman with/a painted face and dirty stockings, who cheated him by call-
ing him “ captain,” and squire,” und ““ your honor :"" where did that watch,
and that old trull come from 7—from England, like the rest.

The nextthing the sinner looks outfor,1s a gall, for few created critturs go
a gallin’ so early as he does. He is hardly cleverly growed up and cut his
mother's apron-string afore he is spliced. He never waits till he has a place
to put his wife in, orany thing to support her with ; be trusts luck for that,
catches the bird first and then makes the cage. Well, see how he goes
about that: he cuts down the trees to build it with an axe of English iron,
saws it with an English saw, planes it with an English plane, puts it togeth-
er with English nails, driven by an English hammer, and then paints it with
English paint and an English brush. The sashes has English glass. kept
in hy English putty ; the doors are hung upon English hinges, und secured
by English locks (against British thieves tho’, for they forgot to reform them
afore they shipped them out); the floor is covered with imported carpets,
the windows with imported curtaing, and the fire made in imported stoves,
and fixed with imported tongs and shovels. When he gives a house-warm-
in’ to his friends, for he is rather amorous of a frolic, the plates, knives and
forks, decanters and glasses, and every thing else is English, and when the
boys and galls go for to dunce, hear the music, that's all!  Pretty music it
is too, afore tunes came in fashion, I guess; but hear it. Englieh fifes,
English flutes, English drums, English pianos, and English fiddles (not to
mention Scotch ones, of which mum is the word). But what's the use of
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talkin’. If I was to tell you what they have got that they have to send te
Britain for, it would take a month; but I'll tell yow what don’t come ; wood,
water, stone, and airth, is all that they can call their own, that doesn’t come
from England, nnless it be a few thousand wooden clocks I introduced
here, to let 'em know when grog time of day comes. Well, the next house
Blue-nose gets into is a small one, where his nose and his toes touches the
roof. Yon'd think he was done with England now, and that he could take
nothin’ out of the world with him. no more than he brought into it; but he
ain’t finished yet. 'The goney wouldn’t die happy, if this was the case.
He don't like to be separated from Enghsh mannfactures even in death. for
he is so used and so attached to the Old Couuntry, that he calls his own na-
tive land Nova Scotia, and England he calls—what do you think now?
why, he calls it “ home ;" he does, nupon my soul! No.sir, the grave don’t
part 'em, nor death shut his pan nother, for, as snon as he is stiff, he 1s dress-
ed in an English shroud, and screwed dawn with English screws, into his
coffin that is covered with English ¢cloth, and has a plate on it of English
ware, for the worms to read his name and age on, if they have larned to
spell. The minister claps on an English gownd, and reads the English sar-
vice out of an Enghsh book, and the grave is filled up agin with airth sho-
velled in with an English shovel, while every man, woman, and ehild, that
bears his name pulls out an English handkerchief, to wipe their eyes and
blow their noses with, and buy as much English black cloth, erape, and what
not, as would freight a vessel a’'most; for, havin’' larned the multiplication
table airly in hife, the nmmber of his descendants-weuld make you stare, |
know. Hischildren run the same rig round Use saghe course, till they eend
by being packed wp in a snug pill-box in the sn/u(u grave yord. And vet,
John Bull says, colonies are no good. Why tHe man s a drivelin’, snive-
lin’ divelin’ idiot, an everlasting born fool, that's a faet.

This second outbreak was more than the good-natured stranger could en-
dure, and though amuscd myself at the rhodomontade style of his argument,
1 could not but paxticipate in the annoyance he felt at these gross national
reflections.

Really, sir, said Snob, this is too much.—I I'll cut it short then, said
Mr. Slick, again misunderstanding him; but it's trge, sir, for all that. Now
how is a colonist able to pay for all this almighty swad of manufactured
plunder, seein’ that he has no gold nor silver? why, mainly by ks timber, and
yet them unfakilised, onderbaked goneys, the British, actilly want to tax it
and reform out the trade, so as to give a preference to Baltic timber. We
don’t want colony timber, says they —Don’t you tho’, says Blue-nose, then I
hope we may be totally extinctified if we want your manufactures.— W hat's
the name of your great gun to Canada ?*—Do you mean Sir John Colbourne
said Snob.— No, replied Mr. Slick, 1 don’t mean the “man o’ war,” 1 mean
the “ merchantman "—Oh! I have it, Pullet Thomson. Well, Pullet will
larn somethin’ to Canada about timber he never knew afore, or it ain’t no mat-
ter. When you see him, stump him; friend Pullet, says you, when a log is
hewed and squared can you tell the south side of it ? and if he don’t answer
it right off’ the reel (and U'll go my death on it he can't) tell him to send out
the T%ourd of Trade, ay, and the Board of Works too, to Sam Slick the Clock-
maker, to go to School for a spell, for he is jist the boy can teach 'em some-
thing that ain’t sot down in the Reform Bill, knowin’ coons as they be. Yes,
sir, if ever you was at Antwarp, you'd see what it is to lose colonfes. W hen
that place belonged to Holland, and had colonial trade, five thousand marchants
used to meet on 'Change; now the Exchagge is left, but the marchant is
gone. Look at the great docks built there at so much expenee, and no ship-
ping there. Look at one man-of-war for a navy that has a pennant as long
as from to-day to the middle of next week, that can't get ont for the Dutch
forts, is of no use in, and if it did get out has no place to goto. Buonspaite
said he wanted ships, colonies, and commerce ; one fool makes many ! every
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delegate, patriot, and humbug, that goes from here to London, if he gets by
accident to a public dinner (for folks to see he ain't black), and is asked for a
toast, rises up, lookin’ as wise as a donkey, and says, ‘‘ Ships, colonies and
commerce !” till it becomes a standin’ toast. Buonaparte was a fool, and didn’s
know what he was a-talkin’ about, for colonies means all three. Them that
have colonies will lose the other two along with theni.  Yes, John Bull is a
blamed blockhead, a cus—— Excuse me, said the stranger, rising and effect-
ing his escape at last; but really, sir, your language is so offensive you must
permit me to retire, and he very properly left the room.—Well, 1 didn’t mean
te offend him nother, said Mr. Slick, 1 vow. There was no occasion for him
to hop about as mad as a parched pra that way, was there? I am sor-
ry he kicked afore he was spirred tho', for | was only speakin’ in a giniral
way hke. | wish he had a-heerd me out too, for | was only a-breakin’ of the
crust when he began to look all wrath that way. 1 hadn’t got nghtly inte
the subject ; 1 nnf_y spoke of manufactures, butthat is merely one item ; there
are many other political ones that he never heerd of, I know. But what can
you expect of such critturs ? all they can do is to grunt like a pig at corn time.
T'he way they don’t know nothin’ is most beautiful, and them that make
speeches to kngland about the colonies too. There ain’t p'iaps, no one sub-
Ject there is so much nonsense talked about as these provinces; it's ridiculous,
it makes me larf so it actilly busts my waistcoat buttons off; it fairly gives me
a stitch in the side; and I must say lydo like, when | get a chance,to “ Snub
a Snob.”

CHAPTER VIIL

PATRIOTISM, OR THE TWO SHEARS'S,

As soon as the conversation related in the preceding chapter had ceased, I
committed heads of it to paper and as | intended to prucecd on the following day
to New Brunswick, 1 retired early, in order to secure a good night’s rest. In
this expectation, however, | was disappointed. The bar, which adjoined m{
bedroom, now began to fill with strangers, travelling to and from the capital,
and the thin woeden partition that separated us was insufficient to exclude
the noise of so many voices. A fter awhile the confusion gradually subsided,
by the greater part of the persons withdrawing to their several apartments,
and the conversation assumed a more distinct and intelligible shape. The to-
pic appeared to be the delegation sent from Canada on the subject of alleged

rievances, and | was glad to find that, with the exception of one or t wo nois
illiterate persons, every individual deplored the agitation that had recently ni
fected the colonies, and denounced the system of *‘ grievance mongering’’ that
had prevailed of late years, as having a tendency to retard the real improve-
ment of the country, and discourage the loyal and respectable portion of the
inhabitants.

Jist so0, said a person, whose voice I at once recognised to be that of My,
Slick’s—jist so, stranger: you are jist about half right, and there is no two
ways about it. Delegations are considerable nice jobs for them who want a
ride across the Atluntic at the public expense, for nothin’; for demagogues,
Elncc-hunl(‘rs, and hunbugs that want to make natives stare when they get

ack, by tellin’ how big they talked, and what things they did, to the great
ple and to the big wigs to home. I did this—/ did that—and so on,
mul's what Mackenzie did when he told his folks to Canada, when he re-
tarned from deligatin’, that he seed the King, who was very civil to him, and
took a glass of grog with him; and told him he was sorry he couldn’t ask him
to dine with him that day, for the Queen was very busy, as it was white-wash-
in' day to the palace. and they was all in hubbub.—For, Mac., said he, (smil-
in’ like a rael salt-water sailor.) these leetle things, you know, must be done
for kings as well as subjects, and women i1s women, whether their petticoats
“
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are made of silk or cotton, and the dear critters will have their own way—eh, No
Mac.! Our washin’ we put out, but house cleanin’ must be done in the house mou
or not done at all, and there is no two ways about it: you understand one, in th
Mac.? Tell my people, when you return, it my governors don’t behave bet- bani
ter, d—n’em, I’ll hang one or two of them as an example! Good bye. Mae. is co
—And some on ’em was fools enoagh to believe the goney and his everlastin’ day

fockrams, that's a fact. Yes, delegations play the very old Nick with a coun- wit
try. They hart its credit, stop emigration, reform out decent folks, and in- tria

jure its trade. People are afeer’d of a country where there is agitation, for soph
agitation is what the dectors call in cholera the premonitory synjtom; asign whe
that if ac/ive measures are not taken, rebellion ain't far off. Eut you colony by
chaps are gulled from year’s eend to year's eend, hang me if you ain’t.  You

are a nation sight too well off, so you be, und if you was taxed like us Yan- dullj
kees, or the ignorant British, and had to move round and mind vour stops, so be “‘
us to make two eends cleverly meet together when the year js out, it would be rece
better for you, | guess. Oune half of you don’t know what you are talking and’
about; and t'ether half are goin’ the whole figure for patriotism. tion

Lord, I shall never forget a rise 1 once took out of an old Colonel, to n')p;
Bangor, the Honourable Conrad Corncob. He rose to be agineral arter- that'
wards, but then he was only a kurnel, but it’s very odd, but yon can tell a your
kurnel as far as you can see him. They're all got a kind of school-master A

Yook, as much as to say, I am bothered to death with my boys, and will said
whallop the first one I catch like blazes that comes with his * please sir, may land
I go ont.”’—a* Master, here's Pete ascroudgein,” and so on. It's all wrote )
as plain in their face as a handbill.  Well, he was ravin’ abont the disputed
territory, a-blowin’ up Mr. Harvey, the Governor of New Brunswick, sky
high, and sayin’ what he would do agin’ the Britishers, and, at last, he says,
a-turnin’ to me and a-rollin’ up his eyes like a duck in thunder—Mr. Slick, lives
says he, * dulce ext pro patria mori.” What in natur’ is that? says |, gin- 4 o' the
eral, for I've forgot what little Latin minister learned me to night-school ; ‘ as th
and, in fact, I never was any great shakes at it, that's a fact. Why, suys rest
he, “it's a sweet thing to die for one’s country.” Well, I don’t know, says pitie(
I, what yon may think, but somehow or another, I kinder think it's a pla- and |
guy sight sweeter thing to live by ones conntry; and besides, says I, I don't
translate that are Latin line that wn]y, at all.  Pessible? says he: I don’t ders
see any o)(e:r meanin’to it atall. Idoe then, says I, and this is the way I anotl
turn it pto English : “ mori” the more I get, * pro patria” by the country, § tion
“ dulge est” the sweeter it is. And that's what I call patriotism in these ; that t
dayd. Says he, Mr. Slick. and he looked all ronnd to see nobedy was with- !
in ¥1earin', and then puttin’ his fingers to his nose, says he, Mr. Slick, I see
you are up to snuff, and that it ain’t easy to pull the weol over your eyes :
but a-tween you and me and the post, it wonldn’t be a bad thing to be on
full pay as a gineral for the winter months, when a body can’t do no husi-
ness in the timber line to home, wonld it? and my two sens on the r1aff, one
on 'em with the rank of captain and the other of Major; do yod tnke 7 T'e abon
be sure I do, says I7 I take well enongh; and if them Maiue folks will be f ties :
such alinighty ‘“ mamiacks.” as I eall 'em. as to send ont troapsto the Bruns- f cities
wick line, yon'd be a fool if you didn't make your ned out o’ them as well wher
as anybody else, that's a fact. Bnt, Mr. Slick. said he, mum is the word, i day 1l
on know : keep dark about it, and I'll show yon how to put the leake in- that's
to folks ; and then turnin’ round and puttin’ himeselfin the fix of Webster, such
Clay. and some o' them great guns. he made as if he was addressin’ of an So
assembly of citizens. Now, said he, I'll show yon hew I talk into themn the S
abont the houndary. “ Will you gell your birth-right. my fellow citizens
will yon rell your birth-right to the prond und ineolent British? ] await or wl
your answer. Will none speak 7 Then none will be «o base. Will yon candl
samely submit to have your sacred seil polluted by benighted foreiguers? and o
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No: let Maine answer indignantly, No; let Florida echo it back; let the
mountains and valleys, the lukes and the rivers, tuke it up, and reveiberate
in thunder; No, fellow citizens, let ns rather rally round the star-spangled
banner of our great and glorions country. Let us, choosing that day that
is consecrated to fame by the blood and heroism of our ancesters, the great
day of independence, plant our flag on the territory, and rampart it round
with the bodies ol our [ree and enlightened citizens. * Dnlce est pro pa-
tria mori.”’  And then he bust ont a-larfin’, and staggered like over to the
sophy, and laid down and haw-hawed like wwemder. —Well Slick, said he,
when he came too, what darned fools mankind are, to be =o easily gulled
by that are word patriotism ! ain’tthey ? It fairly beats all, don't it?

Now, strangers, said the Clockmaker, that's pretty mnch the case with
delegmtions.  As long as them missions are profitable things, delegates will
be as plenty and grievances as thick as hops.  If T was the mimster I would
receive them folks very civilly, and attend to their business if they had any,
and was recommended by the Governor : but I never wonld enconrage agita-
tion, and hold ont a preminm for it, by rewardin’ agitators themselves with
appointments. A trade won't be followed long that ain't q profitable one,
that's a fuct. Tl tell yon a story. Do, said the company: let's hear
your story : and the motion of the chairs indicated a-closing in of the listen-
ersronnd the speaker.  Abont forty yecars ago, or thereabonts, I think it is,
said Mr. Slick, if my memory sarves me right, there was a rebellion to Ire-
land. Patrio's wire as thick as toads, arter f rain-storm ; they was found
in every mai's path a’'maost, and they stirredffip a tempestical time of it, you
may depend. They began with grievanced and speech-makin’, and all 1hat
are sortof thing, jist as they did t'other day fo Cunidy.and it eended the same
way.. It was put down arter a good many poor delnded erMturs lost their
lives in the field. Then came the day of geckonin’, and they canght some
o’ the leaders and hanged $hem, tho' most#Tthe first chopmen cut and run,
as they always do in snch like eases, considerable cranky. Among the
rest that they nabbed was two brothers. The two Shears’s. Well, folks
pitied these two men a good deal, too ; they said they railly was in airnest,
and had no private eends'to sarve, like most of the patriots, but was led
astray by artful men. They said that nothin’ could excuse the horrid mur-
ders, and blood. and distress cansed by their doin’s : bt still. somehow or
another, there was so innch courage and darin’, and eloquence, and eleva-
tion of nind like, about these men, they did raily grndge the gallus its due,
that time, anyhow, and kind o xorter feltas il they’d a-been glad if they had
got off.  Bunt no. Nothin’ wonld do. Government said a jnst severjty
would be miarcy to the eend. for it wonuld deter men from follerin’ sich a bad
example, and they was jist hanged and beheaded. It excited guite a sensa-
tion like.  People felt considerable streaked abont it. pitied ‘'em, mourned
em, and as usnal, forgot e, Well. Iast snmmer I was to Dublin, and,
arter | had finished my trade there. havin’ a little time on my hands, [ goes
ahont to see the Castle, Costom House, College. and what not of curiosi-
ties: for Dablin is worth seein’, Ttell you; it takes the shine off of most
cities, and, at last I heard, there was a place u: der St. Michan's Church
where hodies never deeaved one mite or morsel. but kept as fresh as the
day they died, and as sweet as a pot of butter in an ice-honse.  So, thinks |
that's curtons too ; hung me. if F don't go and sce it. | have heerd tell of
such a thing, but | never see the like of that, and it must be worth lookin’ at.

So off T sot. with an old East India Captain, that was a stavin, there, to
the Shelburne Tnn to Stephen’s-green—quite a spooney old boy as yvon'd
see in a hundred  and when 1 got to chnreh. Thired the old sexton woman,
or whatever they eall her, to let e . What does she do bnt light two
candles; one on 'em she gives me, and tother she keeps in her own hand,
and onlockin’ the door, down we goes into the vault.  Well, there warn's
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any onpleasant smell in it at-all, tho* the floor seemed covered with fat
crumbly black soil like, that felt greasy onder foot, and, as far as [ know,
might a-been human; and railly, as | am a livin’ sinper, I hope J may die
this blessed minitif the corpses warn't jist as nateral as life. Well, there
were three on 'em on the floor: two on 'em, that was men, had their heads
off ; but the third wosa woman ; and the coffin had rolled off and fallen
away to powder; and they had nothin’ over them at all, but there they laid
on the floor like dead dogs, as naked as when they were born. Well, says
I to the woman, says I, it that don’t beat all, too; why nothin’ has decayed
about them men, but the chords of their necks. Their heads is off; how
strange it is, ain't it? what made their heads go for it? and no other part?
what on airth is the neanin’ o’ that? Here another general move- of the
chairs in the bar-roomn showed the increasing interestof the company in his
parrative, as they closed in still further, and contracted their circle. = W hy,
their heads ain't gone, your honour, said she (forall the Irish people say
your honour to you when there is anything to be got by it), they have got
them in their laps, and are a-haldin’ of them in their hands: see, and she

“lifted up one of their heads. and turned its ghastly fuce round towards me,’

and ils eyelexs socket stared horid; while the mouth, all contracted, showed
the teeth and looked wicked ugly, I tell yon, with an expressiono’ pain and
sufferin’ that was dreadful to behold. T didn't get that head out o' my head
one while, I tell you. It fuirly harnted me ; and I fancied I seed it arter-
wards, when I went to bed, for the matter of two or three nights, one arter
the other. Dead bodies ain't very pretty lhinfs atno times; [ can't jistsay
Iam fond of them, and | 'most wonder somehow, how doctors don't get
sick of them too. Brother Eldad was always a-buyin’ of them, jist for the
leasure of whitlin’ of them, with his knife, and every draw and trunk he
ﬁud. a'most. had an arm, or leg. or somethin’ or other mit. I believe in my
soul, he never huried one agin’ that he dug np, for he seemed to owe the
worms a gridge, so he did; but as 1 was a-sayin’, they had their heads in
their laps. Well, says I to the old woman, says 1, is that St. Dennis? for he
is the only man I ever heerd tell of that ondertook to walk off with his head
onder hiswrm arter that fishion—who onder the sun is he ?  Why, says she,
them two men are two brothers: they was hanged and beheaded in the re-
bellion ; they are “the two Shears's;'" hante they kept well intirely. Now
give that cratur nextto your honour, <aid she, a prod with the foot and
turn him over, and see how beautiful the corpse looks, where the air ain't
come to the back. No, says I, not I indeed; I always feel kinder onswog-
gled like, at dead bodies; it makes my flesh crawl all over, and I won'tla
a foot to him for nothin’, a'most, for its ondecent to kick 'em abont wit
your foot that way, us if it was a carcase of pork. Why they won't bite
your honour, said she, tho' they do show their teeth; and, by the powers,
{am not afeered of uny man that ever was, dead or alive: =0 I'll give him
a roll over if you'd like 10 zee the other side of him. He is as light as a ba-
by’ he is so dry. No, says I, jist let him be; it don’t seem jist altogether
nght. Lethim be where he is.  Well, then, said she, obsurve, your honour,
how nateral the limbs look. See the great toe, how it forks out, strainnin’
as if zeekin’ for support for the body, when hangin’; and the chords of the
legs, how hard and crampt they be.  The hands, too, are convulsed, and
the fingers clenched in the ugonies like a violent death.  It'sa beantifulsight
entierly. People say they are great curiorities, them, and that it's worth
goin’ many a long mile to cee, and a crown piece I get a sight of them.
Moxt gentlemen give me five shillings for iny trouble ; and once Lotd Ar-
gent guve me a FOv—
Well, well, says I, a-stoppin’ of her gab about the pay, for women in
a gineral way never lose gight of the main chance one blessed minit— well,
says I, ‘“is this the rewurd of patriotism,” to be Lianged und beheaded, and
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then left kicking about here on the floor, like dead rats? Lawful heart!
why don't théin patriots (for some on ’em are at the top of the pot now)
why don’ they clap 'em into a cotfin, bury #emn decently, and put a monu-
ment over them, and show their pity or their gratitnde, if they have any.
If it ain’t fit to make a fuss abont folks that was hanged, and they actilly did
desarve what they caught that time, why on earth hante they the decency to
inter 'em privately, and jist put up a stone with their numes on to show
where the§ be, and who they be?  It's enough to make a man sick of pat-
riotism this, I'll be hanged myself if it ain’t. It is hard to say which is was,
to see patriots forgit their country, or the country forgitten patriots, for it
happens both ways.—Don’t call it patriotism, said the Sea-Cuptain. who
stood all the time a-sniflin’” and a-smivelin’ like a child, (he did, upon my
sonl') don'tdignify the crime o' rebellion, which is an offence against the
laws of God and man, by sucha name. The innocent blood which they
cansed to be poured out like water called for the just bt heavy retribution
of shedding their own.—Well, says I, them whose caunse they&ook hold on
might bury 'em, at any rate. It wouldn't hurt'em one mite or morsel te do
that much, I am siure.—DPutriots, said he, in gineral, are too busy in consart-
in’ schemes for their own aggrandisement to have time to think of the dead,
or care for the livin’ either. The very name of patriot awakens no other
idea than that of the cowardly assassin, or the midnight incendiary. Patri-
otism, and the worst species of crime have become synonymons,—Call 'em
Pat-riots, then, says I, if you please, or christen them any thing you like ;
but they ought to be buried, any how. So they had onght, said he. Poor
unfortnnate men! victims of your own folly, and the villany of your more
subtle and designing 'xrcmnphu's, I pity )()ll—[ pity yon from my heart,
and will ask permission to performn the last sad ofhice for yon, and see that
your bodies repose in peace at Inst.  Ah! my good friend, said he, had they
read their Bible more, and seditions pamphlets less, they might have escap-
ed this iznominions end. They would have observed the precept of the
Psalmist.  “ Fear God, honour the King, and meddle not with them that
are given to change.”—Stranger, said [—for I didn’t see what right he had
for to go for to preach to me—as for fearin’ the Lord, snys I, T guess I was
always brought up to thatsince I was knee high, or so, to a chaw of tobac-
co: und as fora king. we hante got none,and am’t likely to haveone. We
have nothin’ but a President, and he 1s a divil ontlawed, for he is nothin’ but
a miserable, dispicable Loco Foco. Now, rays [, if yon can find any where
that an everlastin’ tiserable skunk of a Loco Foco 13 desarvin’ of honour,
why——; but he wonldn’t hear e ont, but jist walked away a bit, a sayin’
of oh ! oh! oh! asif be had a fit of the cholic, and a-wavin’ of his hand up
and down, like a freemason does at a funeral. The critter was a consider-
able of a spooney, that's a fact; but, greenhorn as he was, he warn't far out
in his latitnde ..hmlt politics, I tell you.  Whenever [ hear how sweet itis to
die for one’s country. patriotism, and such stnff, I always think of the two
Shears's, and the reward they got atthe time, and now receive from poster-
ity, « for meddlin’ «with them that are given to change.”

CHAPTER VIIIL
TOO KNOWING BY HALF.

InstraD of embarking at Windsor it the steamer for New Brunswick, as
we had originally designed, Mr. Slick propnsed driving me in his wagon
to Horton by the Mount Denson ronte, that [ might have an opportunity of
seeing what he pronounced to be some of the most beantiful scene ry in the
province. Having arranged with the commander of the boat ta call for us
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at the Bluff, we set out accordingly a few hou{s before high-water, and pro-
cesded at our leisure through the lower part®f Falmouth. Mr. Slick, as

the reader no doubt has observed, had a good deal of extravagance of man-
nerabout him, and was not less remarkuble for his exaggeration ol language,
and therefore I wus by no meuans prepared to find a scene of such exquisite
beuuty as now lay betore me. I had seen at different periods of my life a
good deal of Europe, and wuch of America; but 1 have seldou seen any
thiug to be compared to the view of the Basin of Minas and its adjacent
landscape, as it presents itself 1o you on your ascent of Mount Denson;
and yet, strange Lo say, so htde 1s 1t known or appreciated here, that I never
recollect to have heurd it spoken ol belore, as any thing remarkable. Iam
not writing a’book of travels, and shall not attempt, therefore, to describe
it. | aw sketching character, und not scenery, and shall content myself by
recommendingall American tounists to visit Mount Denson. It 1s an old
saying of the French, that he who has not seen Paris hasseen nothing. In
like wanner, he who travels on this continent, and does not spend a few
days on the shores of this beautiful and extraordinary basin, may be said to
have missed one of the greatestatiractions on this side of the water. Here,
too, may be studied the phenomena of tides, that are only presented to the
same extent in oue other purt ol the world ; while the mineralogistand geol-

ogist will find much to employ and interest him.
charm of novelty.
days of steum how long will this be the case any where?

It possesses, also the

It lies out of 1he beaten track, and is new. In these

While musing

on this subject my attention was directed by Mr. Slick, who suddenly rein-
ed up his horse, to 4 scene of a different description.

Tlere, said be,there’s a pictur' for you, equire. Now that's what minister
would call love in a cottage, or rural felicity, for he was fond of fine names
was the old man.—A neat and pretty little cottage stood belore us as we
emerged from a wood, having an air ol comfort about it not often found in the

forest, where the necessaries of hfe den.and and engross all the attention of
the settler. Look at that cnittur, said he, Bill Dill Mill.

There he sets on

the gate, with his go-to-mectin’ clothes on, a doing of nothing, with a pocket
full of potatoes, cuttin’ them up into small pieces with his jacknile, apd teach-

in’ a pig to jump up and catch ‘em in -his mouth.

1t's the schoeohinaster to

home tl.at.  And there sets his young wife a-balancin’ of herself on the top
rail of the fence opposite, and a-swingin’ her foot backward and forrerd, and

a-watchin’ of hium.

Ain’t she a Lcavenly splice that?

By Jacob’s spotted

cattle what an ankle she bhas! Jist look '~a rael corn-fed heifer that, ain’tshe?
She is so plump she’d shed 1amn like a duck: Fhem Blue-noges do beat all in
%}alls, | must say, for they raise sone desperate handsome ones. But then
t

ere is nothin’ in that entur.

She is nothin’ but waxwork—no life there;

and he looks tired of his bargain already—what you call fairly on-swaggled.
Now, don't speak loud, for it she sces us she’ll cut and run hike a weasel.
She has got Ler Lair all covered over with paper-curls, and stuck thro’ with

pins, like a porcupine’s buck.

She's for a tea-squall to-night, und nothin’

vexes women hke bein’ taken of a nonplush this way by etrangers. 1T hat’s
matrimony, squire, und ncthin’ to do; a honeymoon in the weods, or young

love growed ten days old.

Ob, dear ! if it was me, 1 should yawn so afore a

week, | should be skeerd lest niy wife should jump down my throat. To be
left alonc that way idle, with a wife that bas nothin’ todo and nothin’ to say,
if she was pretty as an angel, would drive me melancholy mad. 1 shou

either get up a quarrel for vanity sa
scrape. A tane, vacant. doll-faced,

who knows what's what, and 1# vy to snuff’!
sugar candy? ] am sure I couldn’t.

, or go hang myself to get out of the
gall! O Lord! what a fate for a man
Who the plague can live on
Nethin' does for me like honey ; artey

a while | get to hate it like sin; tl.e very sight of it is enough forme. Vine-
ger ain’t half so bad; for that stimulates, and you can’t take more nor enough

of it if you would.

Sense is better nor looks any time; but when sense and
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looks goes together, why then a woman is worth havin’, that’s a fact. But

the best of the joke is, that crittur Bill Dill Mill has found out he ‘‘knows
too much,” and is most frettin’ himself to death about it. He is actilly pin-
in’ away so, that it will soon take two such men put together to make a sha-
dow; and this | will say, that he is the first feller ever | met that actilly was
“too knowin’ by half.” But time progresses, and so must we, | guess.

The noise of the wagon, as Mr, Slick anticipated, soon put the young bride
of the woods to flight, and a few hasty and agile bounds carried her to the
house : but her curiosity proved quite as strong as her vanity, for the paper
head was again visible, peeping over the window-blinds. ‘I'he bridegroom
put up his knife with an air of confusion, as if he was half ashamed of his
employment, and, having given a nod of recognition to Mr. Slick, turned, and
followed his wife into the cottage.

That is the effect, said Mr. Slick, of a want of steady habits of industry.
That man lives by tradin’, and bein’ a cute chap, am{ulwuys getting the
right eend of the bargain--folks don’t think it a profitable business to sell
always at a loss; so he says he is ruined by knowin’ too much —Ah! said
he te me the other day, I don't know what on airth I shall do, Mr. Slick;
but [ am up a tree, you may depend. It's gone goose with me, I tell you.
People have such a high opinion of my jndgment. and think I know so much,
they won't buy nor sell with me. If [ go to an auction, and bid, people
say, Oh, if Bill Dill Mill bids, then it must be cheap, and it goes beyond its
valy right away. IfI go to sell any thing, every one thinks I wouldn't sell
it if [ hadn’t a very good reason for it, for [ am too knowin' for that. If I
offer to swap, lnly stamp a valy on the thing I want, and put it right out
of my reach; f@@the owner wonldn’t let me have it at no rate, but doubles
his price, and goes and says, Bill Dill Mill offered me so much for it, and
every body knows he only offers halfa thing is worth. I can't hire a help
for what any body else can, for the same reason; and I had 1o marry be-
fore I was ready, or had quite made up iy mind to it; for I knew folks
would think twice as much of my gall as soon as they knew I was after her.-
Darn it, said he, ifthey said I wasa fool I wouldn’t a-minded it a bit; or
said it was luck, or any thing. Indeed, [ don’t know as I wounldn't as lif
they’d call me a rogue, as say for ever and ever, Ok, he is too knowin’ by
half. 1t's the divil, that's a fact. Before this misfortun’ came, I used to do
a considerable smart chance of business; but now it's time for me to cut
dirt, and leave the country. T believe I must hang outthe G. T. T. sign.
Why, what the plague isthat? saysl. Goneto Texas, said he.. Whatelse
on airth shall I do. I have nothin’ to see to, and the day seems twice as
long as it used to did.—Ah ! says I, I have heerd folks say so afore, when

they was jist new married.
Ho~ wounld politics do?
it, too.

But I see what you want; you want excitement.
I's a wide field, and some considerable sport in
Agitate the country : swear the church ix a goin’ 10 levy tithes, or
dissenters to be taxed to support them, or that the Governor is agoin’ to
have martial law. Call office-holders by the cant tarms of compact cliques
and otficial gang. and they will have to gag von with a seat in the coun-
cil, or somethin’ or another, see i they don’t.—No. said he, a-shakin’ of his
head; poor business that; there is nothin' to be made by it, as fur a3 | can
see, but inimies; and, besides, people are fond of u change ; they get tired
of professions at last, and jist as you are a-goin’ to reap the advantage, an-
other feller out bids you. and carries off the prize. No, that won't do.

Well, preachin’, says I, how would that answer? Tuake up some new
pinte, and yon will have lots of folks to hear you; and the more extrava-
gant the better. Go the whole figur’ for “religions liberty ;"' it has no
meanin’ here, where all are free, but it's a catchword, ;m(fy sonnds well.
You don’t want ordination now-a-days; its out of fushion; give yourselfa
call ; it's as good as any other man’s call. A man that can’t make hunself
a preacher, is a poor tool, that's a fact, and not fit to make convurts.—
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Hem ! says he, I was a-thinkin’ of that, for ministers fare well in a gineral
way that's sartin, and a-travellin’ about, pnd a livin’ on the best, and sleep-
in’ in the spare bed always, ain't a bad fmove nother; but I hunle the gift
of the gab, I'm afeered, and couldn’t come it no how I could fix it —Well,
"tis awkward. says I, to be thoughttoo knowin’ by half, too ; did any one ever
accuse yon of bein’ too industrious by half 7—What do you mean by that?
«aid he, a little gromphy like.— Nothin’, says I, but what I suy. Get a spin-
nin’-wheel for your wife, and plough li)rvyourwll', work more and trade
less ; live by your labour, and not by your wits; and the day instead of he-
ing so 'tarnal long, won't be long enonghlby a jug-full. Instead of bein’
** too knowin’ by half you don't *“ know Im[frnmurh " or you'd know that.
Fact, I assure you, squire ; if that crittur had veally been a knowin’ one,
the name of it wouldn't a-fixed his flute for him, for there is always a why
for every wherefore in this werld. There is a thousand ways for mana-
ging that. Now [ got the name myself. Them tricks in the clock trade I
told you. I didn't think you would go right away and publish ; but you
did, and it put people on their guard, so there was no doin’ nothin’ with
them for some time hardly ; and if [ went to say a civil thing, people looked
shy at me, and called out, * Soft'Sawder.” Well. what does I do? In-
stead of going’ about mopin’ and complainin’ that I was too knowin’ by
half,” I sot myself about repairin’ damage, and gitten up something new ;
so I took to phrenology. * Soft Sawder” by itself requires a knowledge
of paintin’, of light an | shade, and drawin’ too. You mnst know charac-
ter. Sowe penplg will take a coat put on by a white-wash brush, as thick
as porridge ; others won’t stand if it ain't laid on thin, like copal, jpud that
takes twenty coats to look complete; and others, agin, are more delicator
still, so that you st lay it on like gold leaf, and that you have to thke up
with a camel’s hair brush, with a little pomatam on the tip of it, amd hold
your breath while you ure u-spreadin’ of it out, or the leastest grain of air
from your nose will blow it away. But still, whether laid on thick or thin,
a cute person can tell what youn are at; though ittickles him so while you
are a-doin’ of it, he can't help showin’ how pleased heis. But your books
played the divil with me; folks wonldn’t let me do it at all arter they came
out, at no ratg; firsteivil word always brought ont the smine answer. Ah!
now, that's your *“ Soft Sawder;’ that won't do.—Won'tit, tho’, says I.
I'll give you the same ingredients in a new shape, and you will swaller it
without knowin’ it, or else I am mistaken, that’s all. So now, when I en-
ter a location, arter a little tulk abont thig, that, or the other, I looks at one
of the young grow'd up ghlls airnest like, till she savs, Mr. Slick, what on
airth are you a-lookin’ at 7—-Nothin’, says I, my dear, but a most remarkable
developement.—A what? says she —A're smarkable developement, says I,
the most remarkable, too, I ever seed since I was raised.—Why, what in
natar’ is that? says she.—Excuse me, Miss, says I, and I gets up, and
puts my finger on her crown.  What benevolence ! says I, and firminegs of
character ! did yon ever !'—and then, says I, a-passin’ my finger over the
eye-hrow, you ought to sing well, positively ; it's your own fanlt il you
don't, for yon Invo oncommon pitikilar powers that way. Your time is
large, and tune great; yes, and composition is strong —W ‘ell, how str: inge !
says she ; you hare gll(’\\(‘ll right. [ sware, for I do sing, and am allowed to
bave the best ear for nnmr in all these clearin’s. How on airth can you
tell? If that don't pass '—Tell! says I, why it's what they call phrenology,
and a most beautiful study itis. I can read a head as plain as a book; and
this I will say, a finer head than yourn, I never did see, positively. What a
splendid forehead you have ! it's a sight to behold. If you was to take

(vms you counld do anything a’'most.  Would you like to h'\ve it read, Miss?~

ell, arter hearin’ me pronounce aforehand at that rate, she is sure towant
it read, and then I say I won't read it aloud, Miss; I'll whisper itin jour
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sral ear, and you shall say if I am right.—Do, says she; I should like to see
ep- what mistakes you'll make, for I cant believe it possible you can tell; it
vgift don’t convene to reason, does it? L
ol Nothin’, squire, never stops a woman when her curiosity is once up, es-
ot pecially if she be curious to know sm.nveth!n’ about herself. Only hold a
at? secret out in your'hund 10 hm_', and it's hke_ a bunchlof catnip to a cat ;
i she’ll jnmp, and frisk, and frolic round yon like anything, and never give
l;do over purrin’ and coaxin’ of you till she getsit. They’ll do anything for you
"be- a’'most forit. So [ slides out my kuee for a seat, and says, it's no harm,
yin’ Miss, you know, for Ma is here, and I must look near to tell you ; so I
(hlnl draws her on my knee, withont waiting for an answer. Then gradually
o one arm goes round the waist, and t'other band goes to the head, bumpolo-
Nh'y' gizin"” and [ wAhmpervs—wn, paintn’, judgment, I{nxn.cy', order, musnck,. and
i~ , every good thing a'most. And she keeps a-sayin'—Well, he’s a witch !
le I ! well, how strange ! lawful heart! Well I want1o know !—now I never!
o : do tell !—as pleased all the time as anything. Lord! squire, yon never see
)v?tlh anything like it; it's Jerusulem fine fun.  Well, then | wind up by tonch-
ked in’ the back of the head hard, (you know, squire, what they call the ama-
In tive bumps are located there,) and then whispered a bit of a joke to her
by about her makin’ a very, very lovin' wife, and so on, and she jumps up

a-colourin’ and a-sayin'—It's no such a thing. You missed that guess, any-

i\]w(; how. Take that for not guessing better ! —and pretendin’ to slup me, and
tfc all that; but actilly ready to jump over the moon for delight. Don't ny
nick clocks get fust adinired and then boughten arter this readin’ of heads, that's

that all 7 Yes, that's the beauty (3!' phrenology. You can puta clock into their
o heads when you are a-puttin’ other fine things, (00, as easy us kiss my hand.
np I hn.ve sold a nation ,Im of them by it. - ‘ ‘
1d 14 The only thing ag’in phrenology igfiv'slittle bit dangerous. It's only
i fit foran old hand like me, that's upfto trap, for a raw oue is amazin’ apt
to getispooney. Taking a gall on your knee that way, with one hand on
her henrt, that goes pitty-pat, like iv watch tickin’, and the other a-rovin’
AT about her head a-discoverin’ of huips. is plaguy apt to make a fool of you
. without your knowing of it.  Many a bird has got liuscinated so alore now,
“;"', that, do what it would, it couldn’t get away. It might flutter and struggle
A ll. 4 a little ; but at last it would full as helpless as anything, right down. Bur
y 3 then a fool is a fool all the world over. For my part I am not afeerd of
none of thewi. This, squire, is what 1 call reazon, and knowin’ the world.
A wise man g never taken at & nonplush.  Bat Bill Dill Mill is a noedle,
and such a onejloo, as it would take seven fools and a philosogher to.wmuka,
and even then they wounldu't make no part of a primin’ to hun.  He has
f“)ll() : ot everything'to larn yet, that feller, for a crittur that is * too knaxing
85 : zal " may know tho much for other fol .8’ good, but he don’t knaw * balf enough’®
Jor kis own, that's = fact.
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CHAPTER IX.
MATRIMONY.

Tavxin' of that young bride of Bil! Dill Mait, and phrenology, continued
the Clockmaker, puts me in mind of » cenversation I had with minister
8Y; about wowen, jist afore I came dewn here the lust time. The old man
and was advisin’ of me to marry, and settle dewn te Slickville, into what he

*“‘] 8 called * a useful member of xociety.” Poor old erittur ! he is so gaod him-
"‘,‘ “; self, he thinks ng harm of ne one, and looks on a gall as a rose without a
L1838

vant

thorn, or an angel in petticoats, or romethin’ of that kind ; bat book-l'nn:
our

men seldom know nothin’ but books. and there is 0ne never was prin
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yet worth all they got on their shelves, which they never read, nor even so
much as cut the leaves of, for they dou’t understand the handwritin’, and
that is —hutman nutar’. On most subjects no man could advise better nor

winister ; but on the question of wowman he is as dreamy as a poet, chock

full of romance and nonsense and actilly talks blank varse. where the

rhyme is left ont.  1U's considerable of a longlyarn, but itwill give y ousome

idea what an iunocent, pure-hearted dear dld crittur he is; indeed, among

our ministers he is actilly at the top of the pot. He is quite ** a case,” 1 do

assnre you.

One arternoon. as we was a-sittin’ together smokin’, says he, a-wakin’
up out of one of his bouts of eypherin’ in his head, Sam, says he, it's inost
tine vou was thinkin' of settlin’ yourself in the world. Hy all ucconnts
you are considerable well te do now, and have made an everlastin’ sight of
money amony the Blue-noses to Nova Scotia: you should look round for
a helpmate, and pick yoursell out a rael. complete, right-down good wife.
There 1s nothin’ like matrimony, nothin’ like howe, nothin’ on airth 1o be
compared to yp vartnons woman. They are something, better than men,
and somethin’ jist u hittle less than angels, when yon can fall in with one of
the right kind.  Oh, a right-minded, sonnd-minded, and pnre-minded wo-
man. is the greatest and best work of God.  Man was made out of gross
materials, of nothin’ but clay and spittle ; but woman, she was made out of
the rib of nian. twice refined and remonlded, as it were, from a substance
that had been cleared of its dross by a process of previons formation.  She
was the last work of creation ; the best, the most finished, the wost beauti-
ful. Man. is airthenware, coarse, rnde, rough, and onseemly. Waomen,
is porcelain, a crittur highly finished and delicate. Man was made for
knockin’ abont, he is tongh and strong ; but woman. to be taken care of
and handled gently.  What a sweet thing is innocence, Sam ; how heauti-
ful to contemplate. how lovely to associate with ! As a philosopher, I ad-
mire purity in the abstract; but as a man, and a Christian, 1 love it when
pnrsoniﬁed. Parity in a child, of such 18 heaven; purity in woman of
such alxo is the realms of bliss; but punty in man—Oh, Sam, 1 2 most
afeerd, rometunes, there ain’t mnch of it any where now a days, I snore:
“;l watritnony, Sam, s a state ordaived by God, not anly to carry ont his
great purpozes that isabove our comprehension, butalse for our happiness ;
yes. itis a nateral state. and a considerable of a plessant one too, when well
considered and rightly entered upon. Don’t put it off too long, Sam;
don’t wait till the heart ossifies.—Ossifies ! gays 1, why, what the plagne is
that, minister 7—Why, Sam. says he, vou onght to be ashamed to axe that
are questhon. [ do believe, in my soul, you have forgot all yon ever larned
while tradin’ among thewn benighted critturs in the British Provinces.  Os-
sifies, meygns growin’ into a hard substance like a bone.—Oh, says I, now [
see, and that's the reason of the old sayin’ when a man licks his wife like a
sack, “ I've got a bone to prck widh you, my dear.” says he, and shows the
crittur’s heart i3 ossied.  There are some men, I know, that would find it
the Inckiest thing that ever happened them to have their hearts ossified, if
it took that turn sometimes.  Yon way rave as much as youn please, minis-
ter, nbont purity, and porcelain ware, and vartue, and all that are =ort of
thing, till von are tired. but there are - ome woman I've seed that have more
of the devil and less of the angel in "emn than you are a-thinkin’ on. I can
tell yon. Regular built broisers too; claw your eyes right ont, likc a Car-
olina gouger, and walk right into vou afore you know where you be.—
Well, said he, p’raps so: it mought be the cuse since the full, but that's
mostly our own fanlts, onr own bringin' of them np: but [ was a-goin’ to
explmin to you about the heart.  As we grow old, it hardens and looses its
feelin’. When we are young itis assensitive as anything ; you can’t hardly
fouch it without givin’ it paiu or pleasure. It is so cute, and beals so strong
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and quick that its sensations are plagny powerful. Well, as we advance
in years, the outer coverin’ of it hardens, and gets as rongh as the bark of
a hemilock tree, and when you pecl that off, then there is a hard, close,
tough rind all'aronnd it. and inside that another, they cull the inner cu—tic-
kle. [Ingratitnde, and disappointrent, and ()ukindlw.\agxnd the wear-and-
tear of the world, does this, r0 as o defend the heartfrow suffering pain
all the time. [ guess it's a wise provision of natur’, a marciful dispensation
that. If we don't feel so much pleasure, we feel less puin; we have less and
less heart, nntil we get gradunlly weaned fromn airthly things, und put our
affections on things above. The passions cease to play, and reason begins
to dominate in their place. We are less the crittars of feelin’ und more the
subjects of wisdom.  Yon ppprehend me, Sam, don’t yon?

Is as plain as a pike-staff, says I, und as clear as wud. That ossified
skin vou talk of, puts me in miad of them wasty, dirty, horrid critturs, the
Scotch and lIrish peasants. They don’t wear no shoes and stockings, but
go barefooted, and their soles become as hard us the hoofs of jackasses ; and
themn little, short-legged, hairy Highlanders Rick every bit as hard, and twice
as wicked as donkeys too. They are shockin’ critturs them, for il there’'sa
yart about & man or woman that’s not fit to be seen at no time, it's the foot.

Vomen that go that way, put we in mind of a divin’ duck there is to Lab-
rador, that has a red shank and a black-webbed foot; our sailors call 'em
the immigrant ladies : and them ducks act exactly like the galls, too, a-flirt-
in’ and a-frolickia’ about like fun. You'll see a duck now, minister, sailin'
round and round ahout her mate, ever so slow, to attract his attention, like ;
and when he sees her and wakes np to her, smirkin’ and courtin’, she jist
downs with her head and ups with her legs, and away she dives right ount
of sight in no time, leavin’ him alone, starein’ and wonderin’ like a fool.
That gets his dander up immediately, and when he sees her come np agin,
ofl he sets arter her hot foot, and she gives him the dodge agin; andywhen
they get tired of that fun, they sail off together a-lifting np their heads and
a-gabblin’ away like anything, so pleased. Rowmpin' seems kinder nateral
to all created critture, und the female is every where a-tormentin’, wicked,
teasin’, hittle toad. Natur is natur, that's a fact. —Well, Sam, suid he, larfin’,
for a man that minds the main chance toleruble well as you do, I never seed
one vel 8o amazin’ full of non=ense as yoube; you have fMch strange ideas
as never entered into no souls head but your own, [ do believe : and yet,
as you =ay, wirth and playfulness does seem kinder naterul : the Latin poet,
Virgil, if yon hante forgotall vou ever larued to night-school with me ; has
beanufully illustrated that.  He then said some Latin ubout a gall peltin’
ber spark with apples, but I misremewber the words.— Perhaps he quoted
these lines, said |,

.
Malo me Galatea petit, Lasciva puella
Et fugit ad Salices, sed se cupit ante videri,—

Ay, said Mr. Slick. them's the very identical ones-—Now savs minister, that
is natnr’ for he was natur’s poet, was Virgil.—Natar’, says I; I gness it is
patar’. A little innicent rompin’. (it must be innicent tho', minister, said I,
and [ looked up to him as demure as yon please), is what [ call prignitive
and nateral, and I mustsay, Iam shockin® fond of a litle of it myself.—You
are right, said he, to say innocent, Sam, for nothin’ that's not innocent ever
gives real pleasare; pothin' that's impure ean be happy.—The fact g, 1
don’t jist altogether like that word rompin’; it's a coarse thing, and a vnigar
thing, and only fit for sach beuighted critters as them in the Briuszh Provin-
ces; sny mirth.innocent mirth, and then I agree with youn: that I do appro-
bate. I delight in that; it's a sign of a sweet dizposition, a puie mind, and
alight heart.  But mirth isdifferent from rompin’. It don’tadmit, as romp-
in’ does, of obstropolus noise, nor ticklin’, nor screamin’, and things that
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don't seet quitedecent ; call it mitth, and I won't nott-coticur you.—Yon
thay call it what convenes you, minister, says I, but still it's the idemtical
sawe thing, that's a fact. { t puts life into a body. It piques yon, and raises
your dander like : I must say, I like a romp dearly. lgow, that's the rea-
son married folks are so everlastin’ striped ; they neverromp. It makes me
feel skery of matrimony, to see it so heavy and sour; I don’t wonder so
many folks to Slickville have got the dyspepsy ; the only thing ¥ wonder at
is, how they can digest itat all. I guess, now, if a married woman wasto
imitate that are divin’ duck, and give her husband the dodge now and then,
and, whenever he came near hand to her, jist race off and let him chace her,
she’d--Ahem ! says minister, them! Sam, we won't illastrate, we won’t
enter into details, if yon please ; where was we when we got off into this
rompin’ digression.—Why, suvsl you was advisin' of me 1o get married
afore my heart got bonafied.— Ossafied, said he, I didn’t say bonafied. I
wish it was a bona fied one, that's a fact. True, Sam, marry mrI\. marry
before the feelings become blunted, and before you grow suspicions and
cold. All our your young emotions are good ard generous; but we be-
come jealous, selfish, and wean, as we advance in years. At first we see
nothin’ but the roses and flowers of life afore ns, and our young eyes are
80 good, and our visions so cute,the colours all look bright and beautiful,
and we can distinguish all the tints and shades ever so far off, as plain as can
be. Well, away we go to guther them, and make 'em into garlands and
weave 'em ibto wreaths, and never think of the ten thousand million of
thorns that are under the leaves, and are all over the bushes. Well first
we tear all our clathes to tatters, and then we prick our fingers, and inflam-
mation and fester comes, and run ’emn into our feet, and contraction and
lameness comes ; nbd scratch our little faces til the tears ran down our
eheeks and mingle with it.  But that ain’t the worst of it by a long chalk,
neither; for many fu time, jist as we puil the rose, and go to pat it te our
bosoms, away goesjall theleavés, a-flutterin’\off to the ground; it wastoo fulk
blown to bear rough handlin’, and we get nothin’ but the stem in our hand,
and ever so many prieklgs a- stickin’ into the skin. And if we do succeed
in gettin’ the rose arter all, and take it to howe, why, the nextmornin’, when
we wake up to look at it, oh, the leaves are all édged with brown nnd dirt
yaller, and the sprig is all wilted, and it looks flabbergasted like, and faded,
und it,s only fit to be thrown out of the windur; for nothin’ looks so bad
a'most, as a wilted lower. Jist so is the world, Samn ; only the world has
its thorns for the heart, and that's more than the rose has; and who shall
healthem? Philosophy may give itsstyptics, and religion its balm, but there
there are some wounds in that place, Sam—and he clapt his hand on his
breast, and did look dreadful bad, poorold crittur, and I pittied him from the
bottom of my soul, for I knowd what he was leadin’ to—there are some
wounds here, Sam, said he, that the eye cannat see, nor the hand reach;
which nothin’ a’mostcan cure. They may heal over and get cicatrised, and
seem all right again, butstill they are so tender, you can't bear to touch them
withonut wincin', and every now and then they open of themselves, like old
scars do in the scurvy, and bleed, and throb, and ache, oh ! how they aclie !
When my elders discharged e, 8am, and reformed me out, and teok a
Unitarian in my place, I actilly thofight my heart would a-burst with grief;
—and his voice qnivered and trembled like any thing, and a great big tear
drop rose up in the corner of his eye, and swelled, and swelled, till it burst,
and run over, and trickled down one of the furrows pf his cheek, tut he
wouldn't let on he know’d it, and wouldn’t wipe it off, hopin' I wouldn't see
it, I suppose. It actilly u'most made me pipe my eye to see him. it was so
affectin’.— 8o, says I. I know it all, minister, says I, we won't talk of that;
what's done is done, but the loss is theirs, and it sarves them right. But it
didn't stop him, he went right on.—For, oh! Sam, said he, the fountain of
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love lies in the deepest recesses of the human heart. It may ckase to gush
over, as it does in youth, when it is fed by athousund rills ofemotion. ‘T'he
wintry lrosts of old uge inay dry up sowme ol 1ts springs, and the lacerations
of ingratitude may druin off und limit its supply ; but deep and far down
is the well, Sam, where the sunnner heat und wintry frost cannot penetrate,
and its water, what little is left of itin old age, 1s us pure, and sweet, und
pellucid as ever, and-there it remains till the temple that covers it, (that's
the body, you see, Sam), crumbled und mouldered by time, totters tots fall,
and chokesitinitaruins.  But, oh! Sawm, i’ onr fricnds, them that we dear-
ly loved, basely desert ns at last, and meunly betray us; it’ them wewdmitto
our confidence, and folded with affection o our bosows, pour into that fount-
ain the waters ofbutterness, und pollute at its source, better, far befter that we
had died first. I conld have wet wmy eend as becawme my vocaiion and,
my principles had the blow been dealt ont by enemies, Suin; but, oh! it
came {rom my friends, from them that | loved us brothers, nay, more thuan
brothers, aschildren. It was too much for my narves.  Itoverpowered
strength, and I hid wmy ftuce in my hands as Ceesar did in his mantle, uui
wept like a child. - Et tu, said l—for | couldu’t help a-thinkin’ of that are
old republicun hero, for it was jist the way thewm are pretended reformers
sarved him ont—Et tu, savs |. et tu, Brute !

Yeou might as well say a brute, says |, and if | had a-been near hand to
them, I'd sarved them like a brute, too, | know. 1'd a cropt their ears, and
branded them on the rump. as they do a horse that's turned out on the com-
mon in the fall. 1'd a marked them V. B. (the voluntary brutes!) hang me
if [ wouldn't.  I'd a keeked them till | kicked their western cends up totheir
shouklers, and make 'em carry ’em theie like a masoun'’s hod  * Sich a gittin®
up stairs you never did see.”  Sum, s.aid he, you actilly frighten me, you tulk
80 ravage, it makes my blood run cold. Let us leave the subject, and go right
back to what we was a-talkin’ of; and he passed his hand over his tuce hard,
aseif to shove back the expression o' pain and sorrow that was there, and keep
it out of view ; and then, said he, a-lookin’ up all brightagin, W here wax we,
Sam? for my mind goes a wool gathering somctimes, and gets coufused,
Where was we 1 A-talkin’ of the galls, says | Exactly, says he ; 1t's a plea-
santer topic that, and the contemplution of the dear critturs softens our naturs,
““nec stnit essc ferus.” Nor suffers us to be ferocicus.  Nothin' tames a man
like a woman. | guess so, says |.  Yes, my son. said he, get married, and
marry soon; it's tine you were a thinkin’ on it now in airnest. Well, | feel
most plaguily skeered, nnmister, says |, to try, for if once you get into the,
wrony box. and the door is locked on you. there is no escape as | see; and be- '
sides, won.en are so everlastin’ fuil of tricks, and so cunnin’ in hiden ‘whivbe-
forehand, that it's no easy matter to tell whether the bait has a Look in it or
not ; and it you go a-playin’ round it and a-nibblin’ st it, why a sudden jerk
given by a skilful hand may whip it into your gitls afore you know where you
be. and your flint is fixed as sure as there are snukes in Varginy.  You may
tug. and pull. and haul back il you are tired ; but the more ohstropolous you
become, the faster the hook is fixed in, and the sorer the place is  Nothin’
a'most is left for you but to come up to the line,and submit to’your fute. Now
if you go for to tuke a widder, they are shocking apt to know too much, and
are |||f;|!nu| sly ; and if you take a maid, it's an even chance if you don’t spile
her in breakin’ her in, and she do.'t bolt and refuse a heavy pull. Il they arg
ton old they are apt to be headstion : from havin' had their head so long ; and,
if they are too young, they are hardly way wise enough to be pleasant W hich
now, do you recommend, minister, widder or maid 7 Poor ol crittur!? ‘
know'd well enough he dudn’t know nothin’ about it, havin’ hud no experi-
ence among women any more nor a child ; but I axed him to humour im,
for most men like to be thought kuown’ on that subject.  Why, savs he. a-
lookin' up wise-like, that's u matter of taste. Sam ; some prefers one. and some
prefers the other. (So like human natur’ that, warn'tit squire 7 You nevey
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heerd a man in your life, when axed about women, say, that's a subject I ain’t
jist altogether able to speak on, and yet plaguy few know much more about
em than that women wear petticoats, and men don’t.) It's quite a matter of
taste, said he ; but, as far as my experience goes, says the old man, I am half
inclined to opinionate that widders makes the best wives. Havin' lost a hus-
band, they know the slender tenure we have of life, and are apt to be more
considerate, more kind, and more tender than mades. At all events, there is
enough in the idea to put them on equal tarms. I guess it's six of one and
half-a-dozen of t'other, not much to choose any way. But, whichever it be,
you must prove their temper first, and their notions ; see what sort of sisters
and darters they make ; try—but, dear me! how late it is, said he, a-lookin’
at his watch, how late it is! I must go for I have a sick visit. | still visit my
dear lost flock, as if they hadn’t a-used me so ill, Sam. 1 forgive them, all of
'em. | don't harbour any hard thoughts agin any of them. | pity 'em, and
always remember 'em in my prayers, for our religion is a religion ol the heart,
and not of the head, as political dissent is  Yes, | must gonow: but I'll give
you a word of advice at partin’ my dear boy. Don’t mar1y teo poor a gall,
Jor they arc apt to think there is no eend to their husbana's puss ; nor oo
rich a gall, for they are apt lo remind you of it onpleasant some.imes; nor
too giddy a gall, for they neglect their families; nor too demure a one, for
they are more apt lo give you the dodge, race off and leave you; mor one of
a different sect, for it breeds discord; mor a weak minded one, for children
take all their talents from their mothers; nor a O Lord! says |, min-
ister, how you skeera body ! Where onder the sun will you find a nonsuch
like what you describe ! ‘There ain't actilly no such critters among women.
I’ll tell you, my son, said he, for I'd like afore I die to see you well mated ; 1
would, indeed! I'll tell you, tho' you talk to me sometimes as if 1 didn't knowr
nothin’ of women. You think nobody can’t know ’em botthem thut romp '
all their days with them as you do; but them, let me tell you, know the lea K
for they are only acquainted with the least deserving. 1'll gin you a gage to
know 'em by that is almost invariable, universal, infallible. 7he character
and conduct of the mother is a surc and cerlain guarantee for that of the !

darter.

CHAPTER X.
THE WOODEN HORSE.
pose that it was the outlet of one of the largest rivers on the Afferican conti-

nent, as it is in no way to be distinguished in appearance froif any of those
numerous inlets of the sc:\ilml render the coast of the British provinces every-

No person on entering the harbour of St. John, for the first t;;’, could sup-

where accessible to ships of the largest class.  As soon, however, as he gels
a view of this noble strearfly and becomes acquainted with its magnitude, he
feels that St. John is destined by nature, as well as the activity and intelli-
gence of its inhabitants, to become the next largest city to New-York on this
continent,

Sensible folks these Bushwickers, said Mr. Slick : rael right down men of
business, and no mistake  They don’t take it all out in talkin’, as some peo-
ple do. Ifthcy have any politicks to do, they do it, as they load a vessel, as
fast as they can do it woll, and a done withit. They are jist a pattern to them
Canada goneys to cut their garment by, if they had the sense to follow it. [
met old Jeremiah Sterling this mornin’; vou have heerd tell of him, squire ?
he is the richiest man in the city. Heisan O, F. M. as we call Our First
Men among us.— Well, says I, friend Jeremiah, how do you kinder sorter
find yourself to day 2—W hy, kinder sorter middlin’, says he, Mr. Slick ; what
you call considerable nimble, and spry. We are giten on well here, very
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well indeed. We have a good many ’sponsible menl‘frow’d up here since
you was this way, and our credit is goﬂ. We stand No. 1, letter A.—Well,
says |, if it is, it wont be that way lofig, I can tell you; the less you talk
about ’sponsibility the better the English marchants and Wall-street brokers
will trust you, 1 know.—Why, suys he, what on airth are you a-talkin’ about 1
I don’t onderstand you: you are at your old trick of ridlin' 1—Why, says I,
responsible government, to be sure. Didn’t you say you had a good many
’sponsiblé men grow’d up here, lately 7—Well, that's notable, said he. Law-
ful heart' if that don’t beat gineral trainin’! How could you suppose [ n.eant
such cattle as them? No, says he, come with me, and ¥l indicate what
"sponsibility is, for the street is no place to talk over such ma“ers in, and he
took me into his countin’ room, and touching a spring, openeéd a great iron
door, and then onlocked another of the same kind, and showrd me a great
iron safe, on wheels like a gun-carriage. Well, it was chock full of doubloons
and sovereigns, and splendid American eagles; it was actilly good for sore
eyes to look at 'em! and then he opened another, filled half way up to theto
with bank paper, notes of hand, bonds, and mortgages, and stuff of that kind.
He stood for the whole endurin’ space of five miuutes a-contemplatin’ of #
without sayin' a word, only smilin’. At last, says he, Slick, (and he let down
the lid with a slam thut smelt of thunder,) that's what / call "sponsibility. 1
I didn’t airn that little lop of specie a-talkin’ over politicks, yon may depend,
but talkin’ over customers.  Yoar 'sponsib lity men want no endorsers, do
you twig?  Now, who has most interest in takin’ care of that ““ stake,” that
it didn’t go for it by fire, or sywpathisers, or what not,—me, or that are chat-
terin’, Jawin' watchman of mine !—Why.yon, says I, you, of course.—Ex-
actly, says he ; and so itigin politicks.  Them critturs that race about like a
runaway steambeat, callin’ fire! fire! and disturbin’ all honest folks in their
beds, cuss e ! they have nothin' to lose by « fire if it does come ; but in the
scramble they generally find somethin' or another to pick up that they didn't
work for. Now them chaps, patriots, Durhamites, arsondaries, and what
not, to Canada, remind me of onr engine men.  Any engine that gets toa
fire first, il it's only a chimbly a-blazin’ gets five ponnds out of the pockets
of the peaple.  Cryin’ fire 13 a profitable trade in more things than one.

Jeremiah was right, squire.  IU'sa pity Government ever hstened to col-
onial agitators. It was erroncous considerable. It would have been better
for Eneland, and better (or the colonies too, if they hadn't. and that they’ll
find sowe o' these days, or fny name is not Sam Slick. ButJohn wimntsa
commission o'lnnacy taken ont ; the foolish old critter aenlly seems posseat.
Concession never stoptagitation since the world was first sillll't'zml outofa
curd, it only feeds it.  Throwin’ sope to varmintonly brings'em back ngin ;
and when you have nothin’ more to throw to ’em. they ure plagny upt to
turn to and tear you to pieces. It puts me in mind of the wooden-horse to
Java.

That time T took the whalin’ trip, we stopt to Java: well, jist then there
was a natiee chlei there, that almost drove the Dutch off the island.. He
cut off their ontposts, broke up their settlements, druv away their cattle,
seesed their galls, and kicked up aregular builttornado.  The Dutch Gov-
ernor, old Vandam, who was as fat and as heavy asa December bear, was
fairly explnncufied : he didn't know what onder the sun to do.

He was in
a most awlul feese.

All he comd say when people came with news, was
“Tonsand Teyvils;” and the chief gave him news to say it all day long,
until finally the ontlaw-gentleman went by the nickname of “ Tonsand Tey-
vils.”  Atlastthe Governor ook a tuboftobacco,and a keg of good hollands,
and a dozen of his best pipes, and shot himself up in hjs $u§|lc for two
whole days and two whole nights, to study the ins and ofits jof the matter
alone; for talkin’, he said. always pnt him out like a wrong figur’ in the first
part of a sum, und he had to go over itall agin from the beginnin’. Wel,
at the eend ol the two days and two nights the Governor opeuned the door
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and ordered in more pipes and more skidam and schnap-glasses, and then
sent for his conneil, and nodded to them to set down; for he was u nan of
few words, was old Vandam, his maxim bein', that them that talked well
was seldom good for nothin' else: and the councillors squatted low and
didn’t say u word. Then he looked at the liquor, and then ut the glasses,
and the servant filled thewmn np chock full; und then he looked at the door,
and the servant went ontand shot it to after him. A Dutchman's eye don't
often spenk much; but when it has any expression in it, it speaks to the
pinte, yon may depend.  Well, he motioned to them to drink, und they
druukcﬂflhﬂrho“undsundﬂnmckedlhvhlqw:lhriflnn“quornuru]guud,[
want to know whose was, that's ull.—Oh, mine Cot! says the Governor,
takin’ the pipe out of his mouth, and lettin’ go a great long roll of smoke,
as big us what connes from a steam-boat—oh, Goten Hymmel! T have got
vou iden, and yon shall see what you shall see; and he winked to them
knowiu' like, und cot down agin.

It was a long speech Tor the Governor ; but he got thro’ it, for he had
made up his nind : and when once 1 Datchman makes up his mind. | have
always observed von might as well think of turnin’ Niagara s tarnin’ him.
Well. the conncillors sot there awaitin’ for the Governor to illinminate 'em
on the subject of his idea, and drank and smoked ull they drank and smok-
ed ull that was placed afgre them, when the couucil always broke np.  Aad
when they rose to go. the Governor shook his head and said ngain, *‘ Yon
shall see varte yon shallfsee.”  Well, next day I wasz woked np-hy a most
riprorions noise in the sireet. folks beatin’ driuns and blowin' horns, and rat-
thn’ arms and all sorts of things a'most; so | jumps out of bed inan all-fired
hurry, and nps with the winder and outs with my head. Huallo! says I,
what in natar’ is all this to do about 7 who is dead nnd what's to pay now ?
Oh 1 says they, there 13 somethin’ was than gall<in the bus<hes. The Gov-
ernor komes ont to the head of his army to fight Tousand Teyvils, and they
was very full of courage, was the Dutch, for they was more nor half xhav.
ed. Says | to myself, there will be spoit to day, see if there nin't, and yon
had better go and see the fun.  So, thinks I. I don’t mnch careif [ do; and
I dressed wiyself as soon as | conld and rans down and joihs them

It was 2 most mortal hot day, and people actilly sweated to that degree,
it laid the dust: indeed. where I was. in the rear. it began to be muddy a
considerable some. I actillv thought I shonld a-died with the heat, it wasso
brilein’ "and was beginuin’ to repent comin’, when orders came to halt; and
glad enongh I was to hear 'em, von way depend.

We campt near a most a-beantiful medow atthe foot of a monntain, with
good shade and lots of nice cool water, nnd we turned to to wash and make
conifirtable.  Presently the horns blew a long, lively blast. and in n few
minutes they were answered by another from the mountin.  Then ten
mules was hrought out, and loaded with money and soods and what not;
and a captain and his gnard proceeded with them to the monuntains, along
with one of the councillors, and in two hours time they retnrned, and then
a gineral salute was fired by the whole line, ir they had bought a peace
with the native chiel.  Every one was delighted ; they not only nodded 10
each other, but actilly gpoke.  Sowme said goot, others said fary goot. and
sowe hot-hended yonug fellows mud tam coot. Then u report came Tou-
sand Teyvils was 10 dine with the Governor; and an invitation came o e,
as representin’ our great nation, to he present at the feed too. Well weall
formedinto line to see the chief'that the people wasso ufeerd on; for no one
knew whether he was a man or devil, no one havin® ever dared to show
anything but a back to him ; but he kept us waitin’ for ever so long. for
greatwen, | have obsarved, always arnive late at dinner; it's only connmon

people that jist come to the time. or may be o few minutes before, 1o make
sure. Well, while we was waitin’, the Governor goes into the dinner-tent
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to see all was right; and arter walkin' all round it ever so slow, he turns to
the head-waiter and gives a gtunt, *“ Eu-gh,” says he, which is the Dntch
for it willdo very well, I a'n satisfied with your arrangements. Itisa beau-
tiful langnage for a hot climate like Java is the Dutch, &o little of it goes so
far. Itis like cayenne, leastest spoonful in the world d.es the business.
Then the Governor says, Casper, says he, (that was the feller's Christian
name, and it's very odd I never seer{Y a Duatch sarvant that warn't named
Casper). says he, ven I takes out my noshe-viper to blow iny noshe after
mit dog guesser (which is low Dutch for dinner, 'canse it sets the dogs
guessing and barking like mad) and that is a shine to yon to do varte Itold
you'for to do. Now, if yon neglects, my coot Casper. then—and he, drew
his finger ncross Casper's throat—-which is the Dutch for sayin’ I will have
your head cut off.

IPoor Casper lifted up his hand to put it on his heart ; bnt he was so tar-
nation frightened, he didn’t get it no higher than his breeches ; and throst-
in’ itinto his pocket, which was big enongh to hold a quart bottle, he bent
over it and bowed down to the ground, which is the Dutch way of sayin' I
onderstand yon, old boy, and will take devilish gnod care to mind my eye
and save my head. Jist then the guns fired a salute, which was a sign Tou-
sand Teyvils was a-comin’ : and sure enongh there he was, a regnlar snor-
ter by buth and edication, a tall, strappin’. develish handsome feller, with a
cap and plumes stuck sideways like on his head. Well. as he marched along
in the double line, folks seemed as amazed as if they was jis' born, and hung
back like as if it was old Scratch himself a-goin’ to give 'em u taste of his
breed, and they looked as skeered as if they had seed a rifle lookin' at 'em
eend ways ; and Tousand Teyvels curled up his npperlip, jist as you have
seed a pngdog do his tail, with a slight twitch of his nose too, as much as to
say ain’t yon a pretty set of mean-spirited rapscallions to come and buy
your peace like cowards instead of fightin’ it out to the bat's eend kke hrave
men? Cuss you! you hante an idea nbove your nasty, mnddy, stinkin’
canals and flag-ponds; and all you care for is your tarnal xchnaps and to-
bacco. Phew, you poltroons, how yon stink of sour cront!

He had a most audaucions eye, [ tell yon: it looked exactly as it was
forged out of lightnin'; it warn't easy to look into it, that's a fact. It seem-
ed to say, I am a pick-axe, and will dig yon out ofyour hole like a badger,
I hope I may be gonged, if I don't. Well the Governor advances two
steps to meet him, which is a great way for a governor to go, especially a
Dutch one, and taking himn bv the hand and bowin’, says he—* Mine goot
frient—my prave frient,”” and then he snddenly began to stop, and his eyes
swelled, nmrthe whole expression of his conntenance altered, and the water
cawme to his lips, and he began to lick his chops. as if he was a boa constric-
tor, and was a-goin’ to sluver him for swallerin' whole. ’

I never see such a treacherous face afore. Tousand Teyvils didn’t seem
to like it nother, for he cut this mummery short by sayin'—* How am you
was,” (for he didn't speak good Dutch atall,) * how is you been, my old
Bull«ck 7" and he squeezed his cornstealers till the old gineral began to
dance like a bear on red hot iron.

When he got clear of him. he blowed his fingers as if they was scalded,
and howled and moaned like a wounded dog. It was pitiable to see him, .
for he was a cantion to benol!. Ifall the crooked Dutch oyths he mntrered
that time was straightened ont, they'd refich across the Hudson, I do believe-
—Oh, mine Got! says he, to Caspar, who came in for orders (und it railly
did seemn too hart him beantiful,) how shall [ use my nosheviper? I can't
blow my noshe, no more as a child, my nails have grow'd one whale inch
lonzer. Varteshall [ do? Estist sharder (I am sorry.)

Well, arter a while they all sot down. and they eat and drank, and drank
and eat, till all was blue agin; they fairly pulled off their coats to it, as i
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they were in rael wide-awake airnest; and arter the cloth was removed, says
the old Governor—Mine hears, (which means my dummies, or fellers that
hearbut don't speak,) mine hears fill your glasses.  Well, they all tilled their
glasses und rose np —I have von toast, smd he, ahem ! and he took out his
noshe viper (which is the Dutch for a pocket handkerchief) and tried to
blow his nose, bnt he couldn’t for his fingers were all lame, they was crush-
ed so; and then he took his left hand that warn't squeezed. and you may
depend thatare wind instrument, his nose let goin greatstyle, iteonnded like
a conch-shell. That was the signal : in rughed Casper and the guard, and
come down on poor T'onsand Teyvels like fullin’ stars, and tied him hand
and foot, and carried himn in old Vandam's carriage down to town, and row-
ed him ot to a fortified rock, at some distance from the lund, where they
imprisoned him like Bnonaparte, and where he is livin’ to this day chained
like a dog. Fact, I assure yon.—Coot. furry coot, tain coot trick. the com-
pany allsaid agiu; and thenthey turned tosinokin”and drinkin’ till all wasblue
agin. They didn't get drunk, tho’ they had n considerable of a mnddy time
of it too, becanse nothin’ will make a Dutchman drank ; but they sucked
in the gin till they couldn’t move hand or foot, or hear, or see, or speak,
but sot bolt upright, starin’ and gapin’ like a house with the windows and
doors knocked out.  Now, instead of bein’ ashamed ol such a nasty, dirty,
unperhte, sueakin' trick as that they played poor Tonsand T eyvels, they
boasted of it; for nothin’ ever I seed made a Dutchiman zhhumed, except
forgettin’ to carry his bag of tobacco.

Tam dat old nef! dat 'l‘nnmnd Teyvels, said the old Goveruvor, (and he
blarted like a calf jist weaned. as if something was the matter ofthim ; bus
what can yon expectofa Datchman 7)  “ Ich Rbharter,”” which is the Dutch,
for 1 gness; !ch Rharter, when he next has de high favonr 1o shake hands
mid a Governor. he don't squeeze his hand like von lemon: and they all
said “ Ach yaw !" which is the Dutch short-hand way for sayin’ that is a
capital joke of his highuess the Governor.  Well, there was great rejoicin’
to Java over this bloodless victory, and the Governor ordered a pintof gin,
a ponnd oftobacco, and two pipes to be rarved ont to each soldier in camp
for his bravery : and two days arterwards there was a grand review of the
Datch army. ~ Pretty lookin’ soldiers they were too, rquire, it would have
made you died a-larfin to have seed them.  Either thev had fell away great-
1{ in that hot climate, or hadn’t fatted np as they intended to do afore they

ied. for their trowsers hung so loose on "em they conld have stowed nway
their knapsacks, 'contrements. and all in "em, instead of carrying them on
their backs  Howsmindever they was satisfied ; and if they was. seein’ that
they had to earry them and not me, I didn't see us I had any right to find
fan t, do yon? for iny rale is to let every man skin his own foxes. Well,
they marched, and connter-marched, and fired, and all that wre sort of w ork,
Jistus i they was inairnest; «nd the boys shonted, and the woman smiled,
and the blacks g grinned. and o)l went on swimmingly. like a house on fire.
Presently o great heavy piece of ordnance was fired off, and a booth wag
thrown apen, and out came a’'most an alnighty big wooden hoss a London
brewer's shafter wonldn’t muke the smallest part of a cirenmstance to him.
He had a gplenderiferous saddle-cloth, that nearly covered his body. all trim-
med with gold, and a bridle all of polished worked steel, reins and all; and
he was led hy ten =oldiers, five on one side and five on the other, and monnt-
ed by n native nder superbly c ad.  Hisvery jacket must have cost enongh
to #et np a compon man like me in the world. The hoss looked =0 big
and =o fierce yon 'd think these ten men conldu’t hold himm ; bhat he was on
wheels, I gness they pulled him instead of holden of him.  Well, every now
and then the hoss, that had machinery in it. would np-head and snort and
neigh, jist like nitar’, and out came gingerbread and tarts, and sugar-c. ndy.
end fruit, and all sorts of good things. Such a scramble you never did see,
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fellers tumblin' head over heels, and fighting and quarrelling for a share of
the goodies. Well, then he'd progress a little, a-further, and then go thro'
the sume maneuvres, and move his head us exact like a live hoss a: you ever
did =ee in all your life, and then came the pure gin. Obh, dear, it was as
good as a play, to sce them holding their'hands, cocoa-nut shells and hats to
catch the lignor as it camesfrom the hoss.

& Rejoicin’ like every thing else in the world, mnst have an eend at last (and
Duteh rejoicin’ dou't lastlong at any time, as far as ever I seed, especially
when there ain't no smokin’ in it), and g0 did their review. The people all
went howme pleased. The wooden hoss was a grand idea. It was worked
out by General Vandam himself, that time he shot himself up for two whole
days and two whole nights, a-stndyin’ over this matter of T'onsand Teyvils,
and shows plain enongh to my winn, thata Dutchman can think, arter all, if
you only give him time enongh.

The day arter the review | walked out over the exercisin’ gronnd. and
there lay the poor old hoss, his ribs broke in, hisbody ripped up, and his tail
pulled ont.  While | was musin’ over the fate of the hoss, whoshonld I see
but a little nigger boy. Sosays I, come here youlittle imp of darkness, you
spawn of the old one, you, aud tell me how this is?7 Is Tousand Teyvils
loose again?  Who killed the goveruor’s hoss?—Why, sayshe, inassa, (for
he spoke very good Enghsh, as he lived as help to a gentleman that kept a
bumboat), hitn Dutchiman comed here last night in crowds, with carts and
hogsheads and kegs. and they gotold horseand patted him. and *‘soff sawd-
erea’’ him, (yon know dat word, massa. him Yankee word all samme as blar-
ney).—VYes,says I, I have heerd tell of him afore.—Well, they coaxed him,
Cowe good hqgss; beautiful hoss: a ltttle drop more skidam ; dat is good
hosay; a little more sweetmeat, dat's a pretty hoss! ' Well’ dey holdy np s
head, and lift np his tail : but no, dat no go —hossy no gib any. At last him
Dutchman got angry. Dunder and Blitzen ! he say, if you no gib by fair
means you gib him by fonl: and wid dat dey fell to and rip him np, to see
what is in him.  Well. massa. you see dem old iron chains, and rusty
wheels, and dem ugly pipes.  Well, datis all dey found dere. Den dey
turn to and abnse old gobernor likesin.  Tam old gineral, dey say : he one
old hig coward, one **Erbarmlick (dat's Duatch massu, for awfal bad), one
Erbarmlick cheat! Tonsand Teyvils worth a hundred such old fools and
knaves! He nosglda dat.  Oh, massa notin a'inost was too bad for him
tongne to say of old gobernor.—Well, sayx I.here's sixpence foryon,young
suckin’ Satan you now make yourselfscarce; and he scampered off as smart
as a two year old.

Now, squire. said the Clockmaker, it's a considerable of a long storv that,
and I am most afeerd { have tired you; but John Bull and his Colony Patri-
ot3- remind me of them Dutchinen and their wooden horse.  Aslong us he
will neigh aud whinner and hold up his head, and give 'emcakes and candy
and sweetmeats to eat, and skidam to drink, they are full and rannin’ over
with praises and professions of loyalty ; but as soon as he stops, then those
same patriots, those M’Kenzies and Papineans and divils have knives ready
to rip him up. John Bull don’t know and don’t valy his real friends enough.
All are well disposed 1o him, except them noisy critturs that run abont. as
old Jeremiauh says, eryin’ fire—fire! hut, cus« him, he is so near-sighted, he
never sees n whip tiil he feels it.  The railly loyal people, "like railly rels-
gioys people, don't talk of it for everlastin’ly.  They seldom make prafessions
unless called for, and uin't found rebellin’ like patriots when provoked. Their
loyeltyhante a comleivu to ut like a mortgage. It ain't’cupbord love, like that
of the Dutchinan to the Wooden Horse.




THE BAD BHILLING.

CHAPTER XI.

THE BAD SHILLING.

It was late at night when we arrived at one of the frontier towns of the
state of Maine, which, to avoid local offence, I shall designate as Quimbagog.
There was so much noisy disputation relative to politics und religicn in the
coffee-room of the inn, that I retired early to bed. with a bad headache, and
not without some misgiving, that by visiting Mauine first I had entered the
States, to nuse an expression of the Clockmaker's, by- the wrong door. In
order that the sketch which [ am now about to gi\e may be fully underqmod
it may be necessary to request the reader to recollect that Mr. Slick is a
Yankee, a designation the origin of which is now not very obvious, but it
has been .mmnud by, and conceded by common consent too, the inhabi-
tants of New England. It's a name, though cometimes satirie .|Ily used, of
which thev have great reason to be proud, as it is descriptive of a most cul-
tivated, intelligent, enterprising. frngal, and industrious popnlation, who
may well challenge a compariron with the inhabitants of any other country
in the world; but it has only a local application.

The United States cover am immense extent of territory, and the inh 'bi-
tants of different parts of the Union differ as widely in character, feelings,
and even in appearance, as the people of different countries usually do.
These sections differ also in dialect and in humour as much as in other
things, and to as great, if notto a greater extent, thun the natives of differ-
ent parts of Great Britain vary fromn each other. It is custowary in Eu-
rope to call all Americans, Yankees; but it is as much a misnomer as it
would be to call all Europeans Frenchmen. 'Thronghont these works it
will be observed, that Mr. Slick’s pronunciation is that of the Yankee, or an
inhabitaut of the rural districts of New England.  His conversation is gen-
erally purely go; but in some instances he uses, as his countrymen fre-
quﬂ'nlly do from choice. phrases which, though Americanisms, are not of
Eastern origin.  Wholly to exclude these would be to violate nsages of
American life; to introduce them oftener would be to confound two dis-

sinnlar dialects, and 10 make an equal departure from the truth. Ever

section has its own characterestic dialect, a very small portion of which it
has inparted to i< neighbonrs.  The dry, quaint humonr of New England
is occasionally fonnd in the west, and the nich gasconade and exaggerative

est, migrates not unfrequently to the east.  This idionat-
erceptibly on the incregse. It arises from the travelling
the Americans, and the constant intercourse mutnally main-
tained by thc inh bitants of the different states. A droll or an original ex-
pre=sion is thus imported and adopted, and, though notindigenous, soon be-
comes engrafied on the general stock of the language of the country. In
using the term “ language of the country,” I mean that of the classes in hum-
ble hfe, of which Mr. Slick is a member, as [ hope I have never been so
misunderstood as to render it necessary for me to say, that [ have no int2n-
tion of imputing these idioms to any other.  This explanation, while it ac-
conuts for an erratic man, like Mr. Slick, occasionally nsing xome few phrases
which are not native Yankeeisms, will enable the reader the better to wm-
derstand the difference between the plebeian of the west and the east, as ex-
hibited in the following sketch.

During the strol after breakfast on the following morning, Mr. Sliclesaid,
Did yon never mind, squire, how hard it 13 to get rid of ** a bad shilling,”
how everlastin'ly it keeps a-comin’ back to yon 1—1I said, I had never expe-
rienced any ditliculty of that kin#, never having endeavoured to pass one
that | knew was spurious.—No, I suppose not, said he, because you are a
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careless kind of a man that way, and let your shillin’s desart oftener than
they had onght to.

But what would I have been, had I been so extrayagant ? and as to pase-
in’ bad money, I see no harmnin it, if you have givén valy fer it, and receiv-
ed it above boord handsum, in the regular way/ of swap, trade, or sale.
Cheatin’ is givin’ a thing of no valy Yor somethin” that is. Now, a bad shil-
lin’ that has cost you as much as a good one, can't be said, no how you can
fix it, to be a thing of no valy. S’'pose any gentleman that keeps a pike
was to give you a bad shillin’ in change, you would have a right to pass it
then, canse it cost you a shillin’. The odds make the difference—do you
take? I'd like, he continued, to go into committee with you on that mat-
ter (as we used to say to the house of Rip's) but there ain’t time for it )ist
now, a8 the pirate said to the hangman when he was a- tyin’ of the knot.
Howsumdever it is so, and there is.no two ways about it. I fell in with a
bud shillin’ last night, arter you went to béd, that I thought I had parted
with to New Orleans, five years ago, for ever. I had been sittin’ down
talkin’ over roads and travellin’, and/the clearin’s, and what not to Nova
Scotia, last night, with a gentleman _tat owns a free-trader to Quimbagog,
the Honourable Lucifer Wolfe. Imisremembered him at first, and I don’t
think I filled his eye chock full nother, for he sartain-ly didn’t know me when
we first began our palarver. Ile was a tall man, over six foot high, all bone
and muscle, and not an ounce of superfluous flesh on him. [ seed at once
he warn't a natice of Maine, but a ring-tail roarer from the West. lle was
all made of fux-traps and bears-claws, and as springy asa saplin’ash. Hav-
im’ been a considerable some in the African trade, a dealin’ in niggers, he
was very swarthy like, wore a mostungodly pair of whiskers, and had more
hait than head, tho’ that was none of the smallest nother .His eyes was fuld
and hawk-like, and close together, but they squinted awful: one on ’em
mounted guard on his lumbl( r and tother on you, as if his fightin’ and\
drinkin’ fiked keepin’ company. IHis nose was hooked and thin, like the
back of a jacknife ; and a scar across one side of his face from the cut of a
sword or a boardin’-pilie, made the plump part of the cheek to scuttle down
to the level of his jaw, and gave him a very savage kilniferous kind of look.
He wore his neckcloth loose like a sailors, which showed a rael bull-dog
neck ; and, as he turned his head on its hinges, you could see the silver hilt
of a bowie knife that laid hid onder the cape of his coat ready for use.” 1
couldn’t help a thinkin’ of sister Sall when I seed it, for she used to say she
liked things that appealed to the heart. I wonder whether she'd call a bow-
1e kuife pathetic or not, for few things xink as deep as they do. Then the
two large podded flaps like watch pockets to his frock coat, showed plulols
was concealed there.  His shirt had two or three large gald broches ipAt,
and a chain of the same genuine material, as thick as a gall’s finger, Avas
ruspended round his neck as a watch-gnard, and his waistcoat was mgde of
spotted calf’s skin, tanned with the hair on, and the shaggy side showjn’ out.
He looked half landsman half seamen, with a strong dash of the firg-eater.
Altogether he was g caution to look at, that'sa fact.  All at once hg recol-
lected my phiz, and ]lnnpm up and catchin’ hold of my hand, which he
fquee zed as if it was 1n a vice, he roared nul-—\\ hy it ain’t I)()Hsll)l ! said
he. Lawful heart alive, ifthat airn’t you! W here on airth did youlgprin
from, since you gin' over livin’ whar vouused to did?  Whar do yog l(,ds
your lifc now?  Why, you have become qnite a big bug lately by your
writin’s : penmanship, I take it, is a better bisness than (lo( kmakin’; but
come, let’s liquor: I want to wet up ;"the sight of an old friend warms my
heart so, it makes my lips dry. WHhit will you have ? cocktail, sling, JuhE
sherry cobbler, purl talabogus, clear sheer, or switchell 7 name your drin
my man, and let's have a gum tickler, for old acquaintance, somethin’ that
will go down the throat like a greased patch down a smooth rifle. Well,
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says I.S am no ways pitikilar ; suppose we have brandy cacktail, it's as 'bout
as good a nighteap asI know on. Done, said he, with a friendly tap on the
shoulder that nearly dislocated my neck ; I like a man that knows his own
mind. Most of our folks make as much fuss about choosing, as if their
throats had any tasts in them, and they actilly knew the difference ; but they
don't, that's a fact. New England rum tnies the skin clean off, and they
can’t taste nothin’ that's weaker. I'll go and speak for it to one of the gen-
tlemen to the bar.—With that he swiggled his way thre’ the crowd, to the
counter, and, says he, Major, says he, I guess you may let one of your aidy-
conks bring us a pint of cocktail, but let it be letter A, No. 1, and slrons
enough to loosen the hinges of a feller's tongne.—Well, we sot down an
chatted away till we finished our liqnor, and now, says he, Slick, answer me
a few questions, that’s a good feller, for I am a free-trader now. I have got
a'most an angeliferous craft, a rael screemer, and I'm the man that sez it.
The way she walks her chalks ain’t no matter. She is a regilar fore-and-af-
ter. hen I hoist my foresail she is mad, and when I run up the mainsail
she goes ravin’ distracted. I can beat her up the harbour, when there is
rips, raps, and rainbows under her bow ; ay, walk ber like a lady right into
the wind's eye. Chips! chips! and they know it abed. Heavens and
airth! jist lookin’ at her will take away the breath from them white-ivered,
catfish-mouthed, dipt-candle lookin’ scoundrels the Brunswickers. She
yes right on eend like a rampin’ alligator. She’ll go so quick she’ll draw
eir wind out: go ahead ! cock-a-doodle-doo! And he crowed like a reel
live rooster.— Go ashead, steamboat—cock-a-doodle-doo ! and he smashed
my hat in, most ridikilous over my eyes, a-flappin’ so with his hands, like
wings. It was a caution to sce, that’s a fact. | Now, said he, Slick, my bully,
I think I see a smart chance of doin’ a considerable stroke of business to
Nova Scotia, in the smugglin’ line. .
" Isittrue the British have made Hudson in Nova Scotia a frec port?—Itis.

Is it true that from Parshoro’ at the head of the Basin of Minas, up to
Winsdor, it is thirty-five miles 7—It is.

Is it true that the tide runs outso, you can lay aground anywhar you darn
please, on the mnd-flats, with safety 7—It is.

Is it true you ain’t bound to call at no custom-house till you get up to
Wi indsor 7—It'is.

Is it true they can't see you to Windsor till you come within two miles of
it1—Itis.

Isn't Windsor almost clear across the province, no more than thirty-five
miles from Halifux Basin 7—It is.

Then, says he, a-givin’ me a most powerful slap onthe thigh with his open
hand, enough to make a beafstake tender; then, said he, and he grinned like
a red-hot gridiron, the crittur wasso pleased, I defy all the Blue-noses, John
Bulls, Brunswickers, and the devils that ever was, to prevent smugglin’.
Old Nick is in the die if, in thirty-five miles river and basin, you cau't find
an honest feller on one side or another of it, near whom you can lay
aground by accident and run your goods. I am intarmined to fill that are
country, called Nover Scotiar, with smuggled goods as full as a dog is full
of fleas, ay, and as hard to be colched, too, as them nimble-footed little gen-
tlemen be.  Ain’t the British awfal fools, too 7 said he; they do beat all: I
actilly believe they are the biggest fools livin/ this day, on the blessed airth.
—Well, says I, I won't say they are jist tHe biggest fools nother, for them
are colony chaps are pretty much of a muchness with them, six of one and
half-a-dozen of U'other, and no great to choose nary way. But the next time,
friend Wolfe, clinch the argument on your own thigh, that's agood =oul, and
not on mine, for I feel it tingle elean away do&’\to the tip eends ol my toes :
and now I'll tell you somethin’ you ain't axed yet, for you don’t know all
things, cute as you be. They used to have to the east, when I fust knowed
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it, an excise officer and a custom-house officer to each port: now, I hear it
is talked of to have one man to do the work of both, ('cause savin’ is popu-
lar), and he will be kept so busy he won’t have time to leave his home one
etarnal minit, so there won't be no custom-house atall in a manner, and that
only for form’s sake. It'safree trade now, a’most, and we’re agoin’ to have
the whole supply afore long, see if we ain’t; and one thing I have often re-
marked, Yankee trade brings Yankee notions. All we got to do, is, to be
quiet.” They call all change reform, them fellers ; it's a sdrt o’ party catch-
word they larnt from the English, and all changes they make will help us
and hurt them.—The devil n%mir I care, says Lucifer, what they do. fam
no politician, and I hate politicks. [ am no great hand at makin’ laws;
but one thing I do pride myself on: 1 never seed the law yet that could ti
my bands, for I am a rael scroudger: 1 can slip them thro’ any clauses yO;
please. Build up four square walls of laws round me, and I'll whip thro
the keyhole. The way I'll run goods into that are country is a caution to
steam-boats and rail-roads, and them plaister diggin’, shimgle weavin’, clam-
feedin’ Blue-noses, may do their prettiest, cuss 'em. 1'm for free-trade, and
thein that wants a fleece for revenue must first catch the sheep, that's my
maxim ; and if he is cotched, why he must jist submit to be eheared, that’s
all, for bein’ sach a born fool. But no one hadn’t better go foolin’ with me,
for I've got a loadin'-iron, ** speechifier,” by name, that never missed her
man gince Lucifer Wolfe owned her. She’ll let daylight shine thro’ some o'
them Blue-noses, I know, so they can’t tell a sneeze from a blow’d up boat,
she's 80 quick'dn the trigger. I'm a good-natured man, but it don't do to
rise me, I tell yon, for it’s apt to make me sour in hot weather.

But come, says he_ that cocktail and your news is considerable excitin’,
and has whetted my appetite properly; I gness I'll order supper. What
shall it be, corn bread and common doin’s, or wheat bread and chicken fix-

in’s? But we must fust%ay forit. What do you say to a game at all-fours,

blind-hookey, odd and even, wild cat and ’eoon, or somethin’ or another,
jist to pass time 7 Come, I'll size your pile.— Size my pile! says I, why,
what is that 7 I never heerd tell of that sayin’ afore.—W hy, says he, shell
out, and plank down a pile of dollars or doubloons, of any size you like, and
I'll-put down another of the same size. Come, what do you say ? No, I
thank you, says I, I never play.—Will you wrestle, then? said he; and
whose ever throw'd pays the shot for supper.—No, says 1, since I broke
my leg a-ridin’ u cussed Blue-nose hoss, I hante strength enough for that.—
Well. then, we are near about of a height, says he, I estimate, let’s chalk on
the wall, and whoever chalks lowest liquidates the bill.—If it warn’t for the
plagny rhumatiz 1 canght once to Nova-Scotia, says I, a-sleepin’ in a bed
the night arter a damp gall lodged there, I think I would give yop a trial,
says [ ; but the very thonghts of that foggy heifer gives me the cramp.

I jist said that to make him larf, for I seed he was a-gettin’ his steam up
rather faster than was safe, and that he could jist double me up hike a spare
shirt if he liked, for nothin’ will take the wiry edge of a man’s temper off
like a joke: he fairly roared out, it tickled him so. Well, says he, I like
that idea of the damp gall; it's capital that : it's a Jerusalem bright thought.
I'll air my wife, Miss Wolf, before the fire to-night ; 1 hope I may be kicked
to death by grasshoppers if I don’t. TI'll heat her red-hot, till she scorches
the sheets. Lord' how she’ll kick and sqeell when I spread her out on the
close-horse. How it will make her squinch her face, won'tit? She never
hollerg unless she's hurt, does Miss Wolfe, for she is a lady every inch of
her, afd a credit to her broughter-up. A damp gall! Come, that’s good"
it accounts for some on’em bein’ so wretched cold. But, stop, said he, it's
no nse a-sittin’ here as still as two rotten stumps in a fog. I'll tell you what
we'll do; here’s two oranges, do you' take one, and I'll take the other, and
let“ns take a shy among them glasses to the bar there, and knock some o’
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64 THE BAD SHILLING. . .
them to darned shivers, and whoever breaks the fewest shall pay for the
amash and the supper too. Come, are you ready, my old coon 7 let's drive
blue-blazes thro' 'em,— No, says I, 1'd be sure to lose, for I am the peorest
shot in the world.—Poorest shote, said he, you mean, for you have no sonl
in you. Ibelieve you have fed on pumpkins so Jong in Conne’ticut, you
are jist about as soft, and as holler, and good-for-nothin’, as they be : what
ailsyou? You hante got uo soul in yon, man, at all. This won’tdo: we
must have a throw for it. I don’t valy the money a cent: it ain't that, butI
like to spikilate in all things. T'll tell you what we'll do,—let’s spit for it;
and he (Frew his chair up even with mne. Now, says he, bring your head
back in a line with the top rail, and let go: and whoever spits furthest without
spatterin’ wins. Well, says I, you'll laugh when I tell you, I dare say, but
I've gin up spittin’ since I went down to Nova Scotia; I have, upon my
soul, for nothin’ riles them Blue-neses more. Spittin’ would spile a trade
there as quick as thunder does milk. I'm out of practice. They’ll swaller
any thing, them fellers, they are such gulls, but they keep all they get: they
won't let out, for they are as hard as the two sides of a grindstone. Well,
then, what the plague will you do? said he. Why, sags I, a-takin’ up the
candle, and a-yawnin’ so wide and so deep you conld hear the watch tick-
in’ thro’ my mouth, I'll guess I'll go to bed, says 1, for I hadn’t the leastest
morsel of sleep in the world last night.

Mr. Slick, says he, a-risin’ up and a-elappin both arms a-kimber, lookin’
as fierce as a wildcat, and jist crowin’ like a cock agin, give me leaf to tell
you, Mr. Blick, says he, that you are no gentleman, and he showed his teeth
as wicked as ifhe could grin a nigger white.—I never said I was, said I, so
we won't quarrel about that.—But I'm not a-goin’ to be baulked that way,
said he ; you'll find me jist a little the ugliest colt you ever undertook te
brake ; there is no back out in me, for I'm a snappin’ turtle, so you'll fight
or play, that’s flat, and no two ways about it, so take your choice, for I feel
most intirely wolfish and savagerous, and have half a mind to give you a
tickler in the ribs that will make you feel monstrous amiable, and set you
a-considerin’, I tell you.

Says I, friend Wolfe, for I seed there was a smart chance of a row, pla
I won't, so there is an eend of that matter, and as you are a-goin’ to embnri
considerable capital in the smugglin’ line, to Nova Scotia, (and I put my
finger on my nese and winked, that there might be no mistake about what
I mednt,) I guess it would be jist about as well for us not to quarrel. So
don’t kick afore you are spurred—do you tuke ?  Lord, it laid his bristles in
a minit that, for the crittur’s feelin’, like some people’s respectability, was
all in his pocket. Ah, said he, spoke like an honest man, that, and not like
a cussed Yankee pedlar, and they ain’t no better than an onsarcumcised In-
gian, or an oderiferous niggey. There is some sense in that; give us your
flipper, old boy; but let’s have a drop of wetto drown it. I never sleep
well unless words is either foughten out or washed out, and grog makes me
feel as good-natered as a soaped eel. Lord, how glad was I (p find it taken
that are turn, for I was actilly in a piled-up-agony, and the chilly ague be-
gan to crawl all over me. Only thinkin’ of fightin’ such a ring-tal roarer as
that, nearly broke two of my ribs short off. What shall it be, said }.—Ap-
ple toddy, said he.—Apple toddy then letit be, said I'; and I ordered A pint
o' the best, and so we slinged. Arter discussin’ it out, we parted, on'the
best possible tarms, for ever I hope; but cuss them bad shillin's, they arekal-
ways a-comin’ back to you, there is no gettin’ quit of them at no rate, for they
won't take the mitten if you do try to cut them.

Such is the loose, good-for-nathin’ loafers, cheats, smugglers, and outlaws,
squire, the Blue-noses are agoin’ to have among them, by their beautiful free
ports, for the trade won't pay regular marchants, undy, unless I am much
wistaken'd, when once therg,‘ bad shillin's” are imported they'll find it no
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easy matter to drive them out of circulation agin. The advantage is all on
our side. The reason why Windsor hasn't grow’d more of late years is,
they have had a lot of poor little miserable coasters, that either didn’t know
the way, or was afraid to go beyond the American lines, so Windsor built
Eagtport. Now they have got bigger vessels, are makin’ money hand over
hand in airnest, and jist as they have got it to work right, they must have a
reform free port, and give the carryin’ trade to us.  Ifit warn’t that puppies
can’t see till they are nine days old, one would wonder they were so blind ;
but the wust of it is, they are plaguy apt, afore they do find their sight, to get
their ears cropt and their tails cut.

It reminds me of father and neighbour Outhouse Pipes. Father had a
hundred acres lot in the rear of his farm, that was used as a pastur’, and a
capital one it was too, well watered, well shaded, and well covered with beau-
tiful white clover, and sweet grasses, and what not; but it cost considerable
to keep up the fence round it. So, said he, one day, to Outhouse Pipe’s
neighbour, says he, that partition fence costs a great deal of time, money, and
tronble, every year, and poles is gettin’ almighty scarce, I'm a’'most afeerd
we shall run out of wood afore long, suppose we pastur’ in eommon, and
let that fence down, the poles wonld do for other fences, and be quite bandy.
Well, says Pipes, quite careless like, so as not to let father see how pleased
he was: well, says he, I was a-thinkin’ myself it would be more neighbour-
ly, and every bit and grain as good too. I don'tcare if | do—Well, what
Xoes Outhouse Pipes do. for his stock was more nor twice as large as father’s,
what does he do, but turnsin all his cattle, hogs and sheep, and father's pas-
tare being the best, they all in course went into his field, and wheh dry time
in sumwer come, his tarnation lookin’ cattle, cross bull, and breachy oxen,
'most worried all father’s dairy cows to death, and finally druv 'em all out
into the township barrens. There never was no findin’ them when you
wanted them, and in a little while they fell off in the milk, got thin and man-
gy, and looked like old scratch. Well, bimeby, father got tired of this fun,
and wanted Outhouse Pipes to fence again on the division line ; says he, I

uess yon have eat sour grapes, and your son's teeth are on edge, uin'lthei1

Ie said it warn't reasonable at all to be so peskily whimsighl and chrotchi-
cal ; that it was none of his seekin’ to pastur’ in common: that we had used
up all his share of the poles, and didn’t know where to get any more ; and,
arter five years’ 'crastination, vexation, and trouble, father, to end the dis-
pute, wentand put up the whole line himself, his own and neighbour Pipe’s
too. Cuss them cattle, Sam, says father, they have done me more nor a
hundred pounds damage. but I gues§#¥hen a man has a good field of his own,
containin’ all he wants in the way of feed, shelter, and water, he had better snug
up his fences strong and tidy, and keep it to himself. But father's trouble
warn't eended so easy as he was a-thinkin’ on. Havin’ once got a taste of
the good grass, the nasty onruly brutes of Outhouse’s were for everlatin’ly
a-breakin’ in and chasing our beasts from one eend of the pastur’ to the oth-
er. As for father, poor old soul, he spent most of his time a-runnin’ and
hollerin’ arter them stray ciitturs, and drivin’ of them out. Well, if this
don't beat the bugs, he’d say ! What a spoto’ work thisis sartainly. They
are like a bad shillin’ themn breachy devils, you can't get rid of them at no
rate. Put them out as often as you please, they are for everlastin’ly a-com-
ing back to you.

I am a-thinkin’, said the Clockmaker, the Blue-noses will find that arter
a while, usin’ the trade in common with us, like father's pastur’, their neigh-
bours have two crafts to their one to put in it, and being the strongest of
the two, will gradually drive them off altogether, while shutting them owt
again is easier talked of than done, and actilly debarred, the onruly ynes
will occasionally break in and cause 'tarnal trouble and expense. Changg
onc thing for another is not always reform, as they have found out to Engm

G.
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to their sorrow, in more things than one. But them who change often and
unnecessary, are apt sometimes to find to their cost, when it's too late, that
they have incautiously got hold on ‘“ a bad shillin’.”

CHAPTER XIL
TRADING IN BED.

DurinG one of our former journeys a circumstance ocourred, that I did not
understand at the time, but which Mr. Slick now explained to me. On our
return from Chester in Nova Scotia to Windsor, we stopped at a small house
on the roadside, near a sawmill, for the purpose of feeding our horse, and \in
the course of a conversation which it appeared to me was designedly intro-
duced, relative to the stream and the adjoining timber-land. Mr. Slick extol-
led the  water power” “ mill privilege” betterments and convenience and
value of the place in terms of such eXtravagant praise, that the owner pro-
posed to sell it to him, an offer which was immediately accepted.

. You see, said Mr. Slick to him, 1 ain’t jist prepareJyto pay you right down

on the nail in hard pewter, not expectin’ any such trade, ‘“ I'll bond it :” that
is, do you bind yourself in a bond to give a title, upo‘my payin’ you five hun-
dred pounds within two years. 1f I pay it, why then the land 1s mine ; and
it [ don’t do so, why there is no harm done : you take, don’t you? Well, I
don’t know as | do, said Blue-nose (who appeared puzzled at this novel mode
of selling property, in which the bond was to be given to the wrong man.)
Why don’t you give me a bond, said he, for the purchase-money, and 1'll give
youa deed ? I'll trust 1yiou, for you are good for more nor that. — W hy, 'll tell
you, said the Clockmaker. IU's altogether for your advantage, and saves trou-
ble and expense, you see. Accordin’ to your plan, if I didn’t pay my bond
when it’s due, why you'd lose your land: now this way, you don’t part with
the land till you get the money; for you hold on till you are paid and finger
the cash. It’s safer and better tor you, and I must say I do like a fair deal.
So now, do you take the pen and write the bond yourself to prevent mistakes,
and | will tell you what ta put into it. The bond was accordingly written,
duly executed, and delivered, and we proceeded on our journey. As this trans-
action had taken place some time ago, and never again been Yeferred to by
Mr. Slick, it had nearly escaped my memory; but the opportunity having now
occurred of making an advhntageous uge of it, he unfolded his object without
reserve.

We are now, squire, said he, in the state of Maine, the head-quarters of
land spekilators, and I'll put off my Chester friend’s bond to an advance. [
never had no notion of byin’ that are feller’s land. I don’t want it no more
nor my old wagon does a fifth wheel. 1've been :s)ekilatin’on his capital. If
I don't sell the bond, I lose nothin’, for I have paid nothin); if I sell it, I gain
all I can get for it. It is one of the best and prettiest modes of trading I know
on; but the difficultest part is all to do yet, and that is (o sell it. nybody
can put the leake into a Blue-nose, or a John Bull, for they are a primitive,
unsuspectin’ sort of folks, not jist exactly up to snuff; but to walk into a down-
east land jobber requires g:ireat <kill, I tell you, and a very considerable know-
ledge of human natur’ and of bisness. If your hogk ain’t well covered, and
the bait well chose and suited to the season, they won’t so much as look at it.
If you pull at a nibble, you never get another one, for thare is nothin’ so bad
aseagerneds. A quick eye, a steady hand, and cool temper, is not do without-
able. Tantalise 'em, pl:\ry ’em on and off, let em see the bait and smell it, then
jist raise it a little out of sight till they have to look for it,and then let it float
down stream for them to foller, and when they get to it, snub it short till they

it, and have to turn back and make up agin’ stream. They don't see so
clear then for the drift stuff, air bubbles, and what not; and when you find
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them makin’ right at it full split with their mouths open, slacken up a little,
and jist as they snap at it, draw it ferward an inch or so, and then rest a bit,
The next grab they make they will take in the bait, hook)sinker, and all,
and maybe a part of the line, then give it a back pull (not fobnrd, for that is
blundersome, and may pull it out agin p'raps, but back) witlya short turn of
the wrist, and it whips the book right into the jaw. O, it’s beautiful play,
that! it sharpens the wit, pints the eye teeth, and raises a fnan in the scale
of intelligence. I never see a human yet, unless he was ofie of our free and
enlightened citizens; that had the science—never, and 1 lﬁm say, my hand
is 'most ‘out. I want practice; for in them British provindes the folks are as
simple as the pertridges be, and they are so tame and so stupid, it’s no fun a-

oin’ out a gunnin’ arter them, for you can shoot ’em like hens at a-rqost.
i‘loorin' one of them afore the eyes of the others never starts the flock, it only
'mazes them.. But stop, said he, tapping me on-the shoulder, stop, squire,
and look out o’ that are winder. Do you see that are tall, limber-timbered,
slinky-lookin’ man with the blue cloak and two long black cords a-hangin’
from it with almighty big tassels a-danglin’ to the eend of it like the lamp-
rope there, a-carryin’ part of the cloak folded on one arm like & Roman sena-
tor, and t'other arm kimber, with his hat cockaded military like 7—well, that
is General Conrad Corncob. He is the greatest spikilator in these parts. He
made a hundred thousand dollars in eastern lands last year, and ten thousand
to New Brunswick this scason. He thinks no small beer of himself, that
man, and boasts that he never put his foot in it in his life. If I don’t lighten
him of two thousand dollars afore to-morrow mornin’, say my name is not
Sam Slick. DI'll walk right into him, tight as he is, I know. 1’ll bam him
so he'll be a caution, I hope I may be shot if I won't. There is nothin’ like
fishin’ for the leadin’ trouts of the hole—no, nothin’; there is some fun in that,
somethin’ worth holdin’ out the landin’-net for—beautiful spots of gold on
them fellers—lick, it makes my m~uth water. It's excitin’—it’s dreadful pret-
ty; it caps all, that's'a fact. I shan’t see you agin till mornin’, squire, for
it's considerable well on in the evenin’ now, when daylight’s down, and I
shouldn't wonder if I had ‘ to trade in bed” afore I bring him to tarms; so
geod-night. I'll play ’péssum with you in the mornin’, and be ready to start
with you as early as you please.

The following mofning Mr. Slick put a small piece of paper into my
hand, and said, with a smile of triumph on his face, Read that, squire, if you
please. “ Tothe cashier of the Bangor Bank. Sir, please to pay Samuel
Slick, Esq. two'thousand dollars and ninety cents, and charge the same to
yours, &c. Conrad Corncob, Lt. Genl.” 1did him, said he, exultingly, I
did him ; but it was no easy matter, | tell yon. I hadto play him up and
down stream more nor once, and shift the colour-of the fly till I tempted
him ; but he is bagged for once, anyhow. It was a’most a-difficult piece of
bispéss ; and I must say, tho’ I say it that shouldn’t say it, that [don’t think
thére is another man this blessed day in the States would have done it but
mrself, not one. But come, we must be amovin'; and aswe drive on, I'll
tell you how it was.

Arter I left you, I seed him in a line with the stable; so I jist walks out
and makes for the hoss-stalls, lookin’ down in a hurry like, and seemin’
chock full of business, and not lettin’ on as if I know’d that he was there,
for there is nothin’ like non-committal, and he calls out, Why, Slick, if that
ain’t you, as [am alive ! why, howdo you do, eh? who on airth would have
expected to have seed you here.—So I looks up, 'mazed like, like a feller
that’s lost his road, an({, says I, Stranger, you have the advantage of me, I
{uess.-—[’ossible, said he, not know me? oh, for ever !'—Why, says I, I

now your voice, and know your face, and §ught to know your name; but
—Well, if you think you ought, said he, you'$kall. Don’t you mind Giner-
al Conrad Corncob, him that was kyurnal last war on full-pay 7—Corncob 7
saysI. Letme see, said I. Corncob, Corncob '—and then I scratched my
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i ead, like a dog in search of a flea, oh ! ay ! to be sure I do, and glad to se¢ t was
‘ you too.—I thought, said he, Slick, you was down to Nova Scotia, a-tradin’ rived i
| IR among them tatur-headed Blue-noses ; and d—n them fellers, they talk rath- to get
- er warlike about the boundary line. I should'nt wonder if they'd like a  © "xcopt
‘5 'l war, the villains; for they'd find it a plaguy sight easier, 1 estimate, to aleapil
| ‘ come and grab our vessels than build them for themselves. Halifax always bo!l‘nl:zr
I i goes ahead by a war. Have you done any thing out of the clock line down Eunglis
- there lately 7 Isthere any room for a spec’ in the land way on a Iarge scale ? whgt
) —Well, [ jist looked up at him and eyed #ign hard in the face, without say- com|ny<
{ ! in’ of a word for a space, dubersome like, as if it was a dangerous thing their
‘ ] to let one’s tongue run too fast, and then said, a-holdin’ of my head down, your s
': i as il [ bad concluded to keep dark, Well, I must say, said I, I havn’t done erable
' ‘ bad in clocks, that's sartain.—Fire and tow ! have you done any thing in the the En
| " timber line ? said he, for that is a rising property.—Well, I made as if [ into be
I"; didn’t hear him, so as to 'cite his curiosity, and, says I,—Gineral, that are ing liki
boundary line will cause trouble yet, 1 reckon. You Maine folks have been might |
' talkin’ a leetle too fast lately, a leetle too much bush. You won't frighten ﬁggt o
,¢ Blue-nose so easy as yon are a-thinkin’ on, I tell you.—Well, says he, we've ’
i et : fell too
i . talked and bragged so much lately about it, I'm tired and sick of the sub- - me oaf
| ! ject; but I see you have made a hit, I know you have, you are so infarual to mye
f costive. I've seed folks carry a heavy secret alore to-day.—What is it? the e{u
‘ Governor Fairfield has been too rash. and talked too big, says I. We have 1didn't
} suffered in the eyes of Yoreigners.—The devil take the eyes of foreigners, of him
! . and Governor Fairfield, and the boundary too, says he. Fire and tow! basicto
f your spec’, what is it? And he opened his cloak and put his arm inside of will you
mine and walked on. What's the tune,said he, two or three hundred thou- didnyt .
sand dollars, eh 7—Well, says I, gineral, there is no evadin’ you, youare so 08 it |
everlastin’ cute. I believe you could see a hole in a millstone if it was no wall wi
; you bigger than the pint of a needle, providin’ you pickedityourself. Who enoagh
told I had make a spec’? tell me how it leaked out.—Oh ! sayshe, I knew it had ﬁis
from your manner, I hope I may be shot if I didn’t. Fire and tow ! It when h
tant no easy matter to blind me.—Well, then, says I, I have made a spec’, in’ o
gineral, that's a fact, and such a spec’, too, as ain't often made now-a-days open &
nother. It's a topsawyer one, I do assure you; but I can’t avail it. Tam housé)
afraid this Britisher that’s here will be the ruin of we yet; for he has made filmy, 0
me promise to make tracks with him this summer, and I am 'most afeerd I chnl{' t
shall loose the chance of gettin’ up a company by it, and it's a pity, too, fer pinc};ed
there ain’t such a location atween the poles hardly. 1 gotit for half nothin’, of an i
a mere song ; it's grand, that's sartain. Now, says I, if you would give me I guesa‘
. a little advice how to work it, I'll give you some hints abont property in od like ¢
! Nova Scotia that will clear two hundred per cent.; butit's a long story, and down tt
! i walls have ears, so I will turn in with you,if Miss Corncob, your wife, ain’t touched
| here, and we’ll talk it over in bed. If we can agree, I will give yon an took anc
{ , agency that will be worth while.—Well, says he, do, for there is nothin’ hope I 1
, like ‘“tradin’ a-bed,” and I will council you to the best of my abilities ; but It was g
! ‘ is it refuge or superfine, clear stuff, or enly merchantable.—Oh! says I, me quite
| i there is no mistake, it’s for myself, and not to be put off agin; it's the rael while, 1
i “‘ solid thing. and not holler, or lackered, or plated, but jist ginuwine. If it horrid. ¢
| ! was a bam, there would be no need of advice, I reckon; but it's how to ge confoun
i the whole figur'. don't lik
' Well, arter walkin’ about a trifle from the house, for a while, and talkin’ and set 1
f about indifferent subjects, we took jist a dust of rael good mint julap, and like? V
‘ turned into bed. Says he, Slick, excuse me, but I must tarn my back on ; who was
} you, for, as I chews a good deal, I'd have to spit across you in the night, with a ¥
| which ain’t very genteel, so I can’t lay spoonbill fashion. Now for the _ plague ¢
| spec’. I seed his curosty was up, so not to appear in a huarry, I said, Gin. do, for g
i eral, says I, nothin’ but bisness would ever make me sleep with a man. [ S
i |
i




4 TRADING IN BED. 69
fot frightened out of a year's growth once, by goin’ to bed with a Britisher.
t was the second or third stage out of Buffalo, Canady way. When} ar-
rived it was late to night, and I had to dig thro’ the wom{s considerable shar
to get there at all. The house was full, and every bed had two in it, all
'xcepit one, and that an Englishman had, who carried on and swore so 'bout
sleepin’ two in a bed that they gave him one all to himself, more to save the
bother of havin’ a quarrel with him than out of any love for him ; for them
English are the devil when travellin’, they give so much trouble, and do
what you will they are never satisfied. Exactly, said the Gineral, most
commonly their manners are rude, overbearin’, and tyrannical. They want
their flints fixed for ’em as we did last war; but, fire and tow ! let’s have
your spec’ afore we get a-noddin’; Ishall go for it soon, for I am consid-
erable sleepy, I tell you. Well, says I, so they jist told me to take up with
the Englishman, and I ondressed in two-twos, outs with the candle, and
into bed in no time. The crittur was a-lyin’ with his back to me, a-snor-
ing like a bull, and more nor once I had a-mind to wake him, so that we
might have a fair start for it; but then, I thought it would gnly eend in a
fight, so I let him be . But jist as I was a-droppin’ off to gteep, the crittur
fell too and kicked like a jackass. Lord, I thought he would have kicked
me out of bed, or broke my leg, he kicked so like all possessed. Thinks I
to myself, what on airth shall I do 7 shall I give him a slockdolager onder
the ear and wake him up, or shall I turn to and kick him in return agin?
I didn't actilly know what to do; at last I getsupon my knees, gist lays hold
of him by the shoulders and turned him over, with his face to me, and his
back to the outside of the bed. Now, says I, kick away till you are tired,
will you, my hearty, and you won't burt nothin’ but the wall. Well, if he
didn’t snore and kick away in great style, it's a pity, but as he didnt touch
me no more, 1 dropped off a-sleep, and left him a-batterin’ away at the
wall with his heels like a pavour’s rammer. In the mornin’ he was quiet
enough; but oh, such an ugly unguinly lookin’ beast I never seced. He
had his mouth wide open, a-showin’ of his snags of teeth like a hoss
when he sneezes and there was a dry froth on his nose and lips from snort-
in’ so. His eyes was open too, (for some men sleep with their peepers
open, like the Dutch overseer of the niggers with the glass eye, in the sugar-
house), and they stared like the eyes of an owl, and had jist sich a glassy,
filmy, onmeanin’ look. His hands, like most Britishers, was as white as
chalk, but his nails was blue, and so was his lips. The nostrils were
pinched in, and his nose looked pointed, altogether he was a perfect pictur’
of an ugly man. Hullo, shipmate, says I, how's your heels this mornin’?
I guess you must have hurt ’em agin’ that are wall last night, for you kick-
ed like all vengeance ; but he was as sound as a top. With that, I throw'd
down the clothes on my side, and was a-gittin’ out of bed, when one leg
touched him, and his skin was so cold and so clammy ; I turned round and
took another survey of him, and then put my ear close to his mouth, and }
hope I may be shot if he warn’t as dead as a herring. He was, I »swear.
It was an apperplexy fit he had, that made him kick so, like mad. It nmﬁo
me quite sick ; I didn’tgetthat crittur’s ugly mug out of my thoughts for one
while, I know. It was horrid now, warn’tit? Well, fire and tow ! it was
horrid, that’s a fact, said the Gineral, and if your bed-fellers are apt to be so
confounded onlucky, I must say I'm "meostgfeerd to go to bed with yon. 1
don'’t like to hear about them things at night, they kinder skeer away sleep
and set me a dreamin’; let’s hear about your Nova Scotia estate : what is1t
like? We had a crowner's inquest on the body, says I, and the crowner,
who was a bit of a wag, returned a verdict, * died of fright, a-sleepin’ajong
with a Yankee.” He did, upon my soul. _ Fact, I assure you. Who the
plague cares, says Corncob, what the great'fat porter-drinkin’ hog died of;
do, for gracious’ sake, let him be. Did you say your land was in Nava
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Scotia or New Brunswick! Come gin’ over foolin’, that's a good feller.'
I seed he was very anxious to hear aboutthe bond, so to,tease him and pique
him, says I, I had another curious adventure once with a man in_bed.
What a devil of a long-winded feller you be, Slick, says he ; why don't you
come to the pinte at once? if you want advice, ax it; if not, let's gotosleep,
for your stories are dismal. Fire and tow ! I shall see that dead man in a
night-mare yet. Well, says I, this one will make yon larf, anyhow, for it
took a different turn from t'other one altogether.  When I fust went oat
in the clock line, up Huron way, I used to be subject to the cramp, violent
fits of the cramp, and nothin’ a’most gave me relief but holdin’ up a roll of
stick brimstone in my hand, and I used to place it every night onder the pil-
lar of my bed to have it handy. Well, one night (and most sincerely cold
it was too) I was a-bed along with Plato Frisk, a jumpin’ Quaker, aterrible
cross-grained cantankersome crittur as ever I seed. He had a beard like a
goat, it hung down to his waist a’'most, and he had the power of raisin’ itu
with his chin, and whiskin it as an ondocked critter does its tail. A switch
of it across your face was as bad as a blow from a bunch of stingin’ nettles ;
it made it smart agin, like all wrath. It was a caution to look at. His nose
wvas long, thin, and rounded, like the ghape of a reapin’ hook, and his eyes
as black and us small as a weasel's ; they looked like two burnt holes in a
blanket, they was so deep. He actilly was an awful lookin’ crittur, as shag-
gy us a two-year old, and jist about as ontamed too. Well, I woke up in
the night half dead with the cramp, and screamin’ like mad, and 1T jist out
fin and felt for the brimstone, and I no sooner seized it than Frisk he roared
like a bull too, and the folks came runnin’ and troopin’ in from the other
room, to see what on airth the hnbbub was about; and I hope J may die
this blessed minit if I hadn’tgot him by the nosein mistake for the brimstone
(a'most an endless one it was too), and was a squeezin’ away and a-hang-
in’ on to it like grim death to a dead nigger. - It made me larf so, when the
light came in and I seed the ugly faces the gongy made, that it cyred the
crump, hang me if it didn't.

Well, the Gineral, he haw-hawed right out, like thunder.—Why, Slick,
said he, what a droll fellow you be ! that was a mistake done a-purpose, 1
know it was, for you was always full of the devil when a boy : bdt for gra-
cious’ sake, let my nose alone, at any rate, for I hante much fo spare, Itell
you. Upon my word you ain’t over safe to sleep with, are you? But, fire
and tow ! let's go to land, us the feller said when the boat upset, let's get to
land. Let's have bisness first, and jokes arterwards. Well, there is rea-
son even in roastin’ an egg. [ know’d | might push this too far, and thit
it was time to stop afore he smelt arat.  So I jist Eegnn at the beginnin’, b
tellin’ him the land wurn't for sale at no rate, but for a company, in shares,
to be called «“ Chester Lakes Mill Company,” and to be incorporated like
other companies, so that they needn’t pay their debts if they hadi’t a mind
to. Then I laid out afore him how grand the water power was, and what
noble timber there was all around on the Queen’s land that was to be had
for takin’, and the great lakes for raftin’ of it, and Windsor river for ship-
pin’ of it, and Mahone Bay on t'other side for exportin’ of it, and so on, and
then offered him a bonus of four hundred dollars, and a commssion of ten
per cent. to sell shares.  All the time I was a-talkin’ of this, I heerd old * fire
and tow” a-workin' of the weed in great style, and when I got this far, he
put out his hand and felt onder the pillar for his baccy. I seed he was a be-
fmin’ to nibble at the bait, and that he was fairly on the scent, and I calen-

ated I should have him afore long if nothin’ didn’t skeer him. Says he,
why not sell out and out and have done with 1t? I think I could show you
bow to put it off —Sell it, says I, catch me a-sellin’ of it! why it's onfit for
sale.—Onfit, says he, how so 7 I thought you said it was particular jam.—
8o it is, said I, and that’s the reason it’s onfit; it's the rael ;ighl down thing

itself.~
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itsell.—You know best, says he, but if I was to presume to offer an opinion
to a man of your judgment, I should say, sell. Companies is cambrous,
full of liabilities, and troublesome. Sales is short and snug, and the
eend the bisness, so you can turn the money quick, and are ready for a fres
start.—Exactly, says I, when it's a bam sell by all neans : but when it's got
a bottom, my rule is to hold on.—Sayg he, look here, Slick.—What on
airth is the use of lookin’, says I, for it’s as dark as Egypt ; I can't see if [
do look.—Fire and tow! said he, listen, if you can, for you are like asheep’s
head, all jaw. I'll give you two thousand dollars at a word, for your bar-
gain; what do you say now, go or nogo? Say the word, burﬁnin or no
bargain !—I'll give you an answer in the morning, Gineral, says I. 1 don't
want to part with it, and I must sleep tipon it. The fact is, selling shares
to a company would bring more nor twice that are sum. Let me cypher
over ita little, for [ have got hold of a rael pitikilar smart chance, and the
right eend of the rope 0o, and if I am too greedy to turn it at once, I know
I shall repent itto my dying day.—No, said he, I like aman to be up to the
notch, and stand to his licklog ; salt or no salt, say the word, or it's no offer.
—Dear, dear, said I, you put the leake into every one a'most, Gineral ;
other men beat the bush, but you catch the bird ; say ninety cents more, for
I have made a vow Iiwouldn’t look at two thousand dollars, and it's yourn.
—Fire and tow, then, done, said he, and now I'll show you how to do bis-
ness: and with that he jumps out of bed and lights a lucifer, and openin’ of
his desk, says he, write you a short assignment of that bond, Slick, and I
will write the cheque ; and in less than twenty minutes the bond was in his
trunk, the cheque 1n my portmanter, and we was both in bed agin, back to
back, as sociable as you please. Well, Gineral, says I, as you say bisness
fust, and jokes arterwards, now I'll tell you another story of two fellers sleep-
in’ in one bed, a’'most as good as t'other one. \

The house they was a-sleepin’ in took fire, and they jumps up in an all-
fired hurry, and seesin’ one pair of trousers atween themy half asleep and
balfawake as they was, each put aleg in it, and they rolled down stairs tied
together kickin' and squeelin’ like two pigs, and were half trod to death
and most killed. I'litell you how it was.—Do be quiet, says he ; I believe
in my soul you'd talk all night ; and when I larf so much, I can’t go to sleep
arterwards, it gets me a-coughin’so. Good-night, nnd he was off in a hand
gallop of a snore in a little less than half no time. Thinks I to myself, (half
larfin’ in my sleeve, till I a’most snickered agin,) you are right, Gineral, bis-
ness first, and jokes arterwards; that's jist exactly what you have been doin’,
only you don’t know it.  You'll is night's work a capital joke some o’
these days, or I am mistakened, all. You'd rather a-had the dead
Englishwan here alongside of you in bed, than me, I know. You might a-
got an odd kick from him, but I'll be hanged if you'd a-been bit. - The crit-
tur hadn’t sense enough for that at no time. Oh! it was dongpretty, that,
squire; it made me feel good all over. Tt was what I call workmanlike.
Bed is the place for dein’ bisness in arter all.  You ain’t bonpd to hear all
that's said in bed ; and if you hesitate, And boggle a little, why itlgcks sleepy
like, and not stupid. There ain't tithe too for chafferin’ and Higglin' too
long; and a fanny story throw'd in for spice, keeps u‘feller in good humeur.
Then there ain’t no fear of interruption or observation, and nothin’ to dis-
tract attention. Bundlin’ or courtin’ in the new clearin’s is done the same
way. It's the best place for makin’ a sarmon in too, or an oration, or any
difficult piece of bisness; but as for dealin’and traflickin’ that requires skill,

depend ou it, squire, if you are only wide awake and duly sober, there is
nothin’ like * tradin’ in bed.”
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KNOWING THE BOUNDINGS, OR POLLY COFFIN'S SANDHOLE. ni
'T'HE reckless speculation occasioh by an equally reckless issue of paper mo- &c -
ney, which has of late years appeared 1n the United States, has had a far more 'thn' t
injurious operation than any one who has not carefully watched its progress m‘";
and effects could poessibly suppose. The first apparent change it produced h o
was to raise the price of real and personal property far beyond their value, and . f
to cause the unhappy delusion, that this leverisg excitement was a healthy am'|
eondition, That a great alteration had taken place was obvious to all; and the w
those who were profiting by it, found it by no means a difficult task to make make
men believe it was the natural result of republican institutions, of a free trade, est, a1
a fertile soil, and an intelligent spirit of enterprise. In this opinion they were cntt
unfortunately confirmed, by finding the liberal party among the English and I'd jis
the colonists constantly repeating the same absurd theory, and contrasting the overt
high prices of the United States with the sounder and more rational condi- how ¢
tion of Canada, as a proof of the superior advantages of elective governments asal
_over a monarchy. They all affected to_be unable to attribute the difference make
in the price of land onthe opposite sides of the boundary line to any other Nothi
cause than the ballot, universal suffrage, and annual elections. T'he conse- on as
quence of all this has been, that the Americans have suffered immense losses flint.
in their trade, while the celonists have suffered no less in their peace and hap- well.
piness, by the introduction of wild theories of government by those whose rank isafa
and influence gave a mischievous weight to their opinions. In the states, stndy
however, the great pecuniary loss they have sustained is by far the least inju- ofah
ry they have incurred from this unfortunate error. They have suffercd in a hoss
their morals. A wild and unprincipled speculation like this has no preten- could:
sion to be\dignified by the name of trade or enterprise. It is one of the worst them |
species of gambling, inasmuch as it originates in deceﬁion, and is contamina- - givin '
ted with fraud throughout. The preceding sketch, which is founded on fact, m’' er
shows with what care even cleverand experienced men like General Corncob per;
can be duped, when their caution is disarmed by the eagerness of speculation ; i1 wi
and how readily a man like the Clockmaker can reconcile himaelf, by the aid lemson
of a little sophistry, to a fraudulent transaction. whistl
Had you no compunction, said I, Mr. Slick, in p g off upon the Ge- theic's
neral that worthless bond, and in taking from him so Tdrge a sum of money as S
two thousand dollars without giving him any equivalent whatever 7—Com- < called
punction said he, in great astonishment, why no, squire, why should 1?7 This Mo ki
ain't tradin’, it's spekilatin’. It makes all the difference in the world. For cwbin;
instance, I make a throw, you see, and he buys it. Well, if it wins, he gets itl shol‘
whatever he raffled for, and if he don’t, he loses, that's all. Great gains cover He di
many losses. If one land spekilation in ten turns out well, and is rae} jam, Z o
it makes a man’s nest. Oh, no! if it was trade, why honour bright J but it g "’;
tante, it’s spekilatin’; and you might as well call loo, or put, or allfores, or f‘ san;‘
any other game trade. It tante givin’ valy for a thing, it's buyin’ a chance. tron ¢
Now, there is no more harm done in settin’ off a chénce to advantage than in }v‘ve wa
platin’ a candlestick, or gildin’ a frame. It's puffin’, that’s all, and that’s done dome,
every day every where; so it is in smugglin’—do you suppose there is any omn,
harm in that? If you smuggle clever, you win; if you don’t it's seized, and soundi
there is an eend on it; you lose the trick, but the game is not immoral. throw
It wonld be difitult to believe that so sensible a man as Mr. Slick could up, an
be the dupe of guch shallow nonsense, if daily experience did mot prove of the
how much easi¢r men can deceive themselves, where their interest is con- L, you
cerned, than satisfy others, and how soon the morals of a country are dam- ja:v’v:t:.
1

aged by this sort of national gambling. throw'
ow
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The explanation was disagreeable. I was reluctant to permit him to low-
ep himlelpin my opinion, and I changed the conversation by a reference to
colonial subjects. These were topics on which [ admired to hear hjm talk,
g8 his observations were generally correct, often original, and always amu-
l!ini,—.Yol, said he, I must say, without a morsel of vanity, I estimate I have
(ﬁc ed up a few notions of men and things in a gineral way that every one
can't boast of. Now, there's them colonies and colony chaps, Lord I know
their ins and outs better than they do themselves. Oh, dear! I wish I had
the berth Lord Sir John Russell, Queen’s Prime Minister for immigrants
has, for jist one month. The way I'd show him how to handle the nbbons
ain’t no matter, I know. I'dlarn him how to set on the box, how to hold
the whip atween his teeth, and to yawk the reins with both hands, so as to
make each hoss in the team feel he had a master that was none o’ the scari-
est, and that wouldn’t put up with no nonsense. A cross-grained, onﬁainly
crittur wouldn't frighten me by layin’ down and refusing to draw, I tell you.
I'd jist start the rest of the cattle into a handsome lope, and give him a drag
over the gravel till I scratghed his hide for him a considerable sum, and see
how double quick he’d get tired of that fun, up on his pegs, and go on quiet
as a lamb. Lord, I'd come down on him-like a duck on a June bug; I'd
make him wake snakes, and walk his chalks, as the western folks say, I know.
Nothin’ vexes an onruly beast like takin’ no notice of him, but jist movin’
on as if it was all the same to you what he did, as you know how to fix his
flint. I have an idea that no man can be a good statesman that can’t drive
well. There’s a great deal to be larned from hosses. Natur’ is natur’, that
is a fact ; but the natur’ of a hoss ain’t human, that’s all, and he can’t talk ;
stndy him, therefore, and man comes easy arter that. There ain’t no part
of a horse I don’t know, stock, lock, or barrel. No man can't cheat me in
a hoss. As for a John Bull, or a Blue-nose, I never seed one yet that I
couldn’t walk right into like a pumpkin-pie. They are as soft as-dough,
them feliers. No, sir; a steady arm and a light hand is what is wanted, not
givin them their head one mimt, and curbin’ them the next, and most throw-
m' '’em down. That's no way to drive, but jist the way to spile their tem-

er ; but bein’ afeerd on 'em 1s the devil, it ruins 'em right off. Oh, dear!
if I was only alongside Lord Sir John on the state box, I'd teach him in six
lessons so that he could manage them by whisperin; but you might as well
whistle jigs to a milestone as to an Englishman, they are so infarnal sot in
their ways. The first thing to know how to get safe into port is to study
the soundings. 1 mind a frick I played once on “ Tarnal Death,” as we
called Captain Ebenezer Fathom, the skipper I wentto South Sea with.

He know’d every inch of the American coast as well as he did of his own

cabin; and whenever he throw'd the lead, and looked at what sort of bottom
it showed, he know'd as well where he was as if he was in sight of land.

He did beat all, that's a fact, and proper proud he was of it too, a-béastin’

and a-crackin’ of it for everlastingly. So, afore I goes aboard, off I slips to

a sandpit on Polly Coffin's betterments, where they got sand for the Boston

iron founderies, an fills a bag with it and puts it away in my trunk. Well,

we was gone the matter of three years on that are voyage afore we reached
home; and as we neared the Nantuckit coast, Captain Ebenezer comes
down to the cabin, and turns in, and says he,—S8am, says he, we are in
soundin's now, I calculate ; run on till twelve o’clock, and then heave-to and
throw the lead, for it is as dark as Comingo, and let me see what it fetches
up, and, tarnal death! I'll tell you to the sixteenth part of an inch what part
of the thirteen united univarsa{wmlds we be in.—W hat will you bet, says

I, you do ™—I'll bet you a pound of the best Virginy pigtail, says he; for I

am out of baccy this week past, and have been chawing oakum until my

jaws fairly stick together with the tar. Yesterday, when yon turned in, I

throw'd outa uignnfofdistress, and brought a Britisher down on us five miles
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out of his way ; but cuss him, when he found out I only wanted a pig of to-
bacco, he swore like all vengeance, and hauled his wind right off. ~ What
tarnal gulls and fools they be, ain’t they 7 Yes, I'll bet you a pound of the
best.—Done, says I, I'll go my death on it you don’t tell; for I never will
believe no soul can steer by the lead, for sand is sand everywhere ; and who
can tell the difier¢gnce 7—Any foel, said he, with hulf an eye, in the pitchiest,
inkyest, lampblackiest night that ever was created. 1 didn’t get here into
the cabin by jumpin’ thro’ the sky-light, as national officers do, but worked
my way in from before the mast. Tarnal death to me! a man that don’t
know soundin’s when he sees it is fit for nothin’ but to bait shark-hooks with.
Soundin’s, eh? why, I wae born in soundin’s, sarved my time out in sound-
m’s, and miade a man of in soundin’s, and a pretty superfine fool I must be
if 1.don’t know ’em. Come, make yourself scarce, for I am sleepy; and
he was a-snorin’ afore I was out of the cabin.—Well, at twelve o’clock, we
hove-to, and sure enough found sand at fifty fathoms, as he said we would.
What does I do bat goes and takes another lead and dips it into_the water
to wetit, and then stirs it in the bag of sand I had stowed away in my trunk,
and then goes and wakes up the skipper. Hollo, shipmate ! says I, here's
the lead : we have got a sandy bottom in fifty fathows, as you said.—Exact-
ly, says he, didn't I tell youso. I canfeel my way all along the coast, when
it's so dark you can't hear yourself speak. I know every foot of it as well
as if [ had made it myself. ~ Give me the lead.—As soon as he took it and
looked at it, he jumpt right up on eend in bed.—Hollo ! said he, what the
devil's this? give me my spec’s, that's a good feller, for I don’t see as well
as [used to did.—So I goes to the table and hands him his spectacles, and
says I, I kuew you couldn’t tell no more than any one else by the lead.
‘That are boast of yourn was a bany and nothin’ else. I'll trouble you for
your pound of Varginy pigtail; jist'enter it in the log, will you ?—Heavens
and airth ! said he, a-imutterin’ to himself, old Nantuck is sunk, an airthquake
bysgum?  What a dreadful pretty piece of bisness is this 7—Ile looked as
white as chalk: his eyes started most out Qf his head, and his hair looked a
hundred ways for Sunday. Lord, how frightened he looked, he was quite
onfakilised.—Turnal death to me! says he, bring the candle here agiu ; and
then he'wiped his eyes fust, and then his spec’s, and took anotherlong look
at it, as steady as if he was drawin a bead on it fine with his rifle.—After a
space, he jumpsright out of bed on the floor, and bawls outas loud as thund-
er to the hands on deck,—*" Bout ship, boys!” said he, “’bout ship, for
your lives, as quick as wink! old Nantuck has gone for it as sure as rates,
it has, by Gosh!  Thope I may die this blessed instant minute of time if that
are lead hasn’t gone rightslap into old Annt Polly Coffin’s Sandhole. What
a spot o’ work is this?  Poor old Nantuck " and he was jist ready to cry
a'most, he scemed so sonvy.—Stop, says I, captain, I'm most afeerd I've
made a mistake ; I do believe I've gin you the wrong lead : look at this,
a-handin’ np to him and a-showin of him the right one.—Ah ! says he, fust
a-smilin’ and then bustin® outin a hoss-laugh, you thought to catch me, Sam-
my, did you, my boy ? butit’smore nor you nor any livin’ soul can None
o' you can’t put the leake into me when soundin’s is consarned. I defy all
creation to do that.  Nothin’ but an airthquake can do that.  “ Let her oft
two pints. and hold on that way till daylight.”  Nobody had better not go
foolin” with me: and then he swung round and fixed for a nap, agin makin’
a chucklin’ noise, halt grunt, halflarf.  Catch me, cateh the devil, will you ?
Think I don’t know thie bar grit from Polly Coffin’s Sandhole?  Oh! of
course | don’t, I don’t know nothin’, nor ever did; I never had no eyes nor
no sense nother. Old folks never know nothin’, and never will: o, tar-
nal death to you! teach your grandmother to clap ashes, and your daddy
how to suck eggs, will you?

Now, squire, I know the soundin’s of them are colonies as well as Cap-
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KNOWING THE SOUNDINGS. 5
tain Ebenezer did Nantucket bottom, and could put his royal highness Lord
Sir John Russel up to a thing or two he don’t know, that's a fact. He
ought to go and see for himself, how else can he know whether folks are
drawin’ the wool over his eyes or no, or whether it’s proper to 'bout ship
ornot? Do you think he could tell now, or any other British minister that
ever stood in shoe-leather, from the days of old Captain Noah of the Ark
whaler downwards, how many kind of patriots there are in the colonies?
no, not he. It's a question that would pose most men, unless they had sarv-
ed an apprinticeship to state teachin’.  Well, there are jist five. Rebel pat-
riots, nmhogmly patriots, spooney pdmots, place patriots, and rael genume
p: atriots. Now, to govern a colony, a man ought to know these critturs at
first sigh ; for they are as different from each other as a hoss is from a jack-
ass, or a hawk from a handsaw. A rebel patriot is a gentleman that talks
better than he fights, hante got much property in a gineral way, and hopes
to grab a little in the universal scramble. He starts on his ownhook, I6oks
to his rifle for his support, and shoots his own game. If he got his due, he
would get a gallus for his reward. A4 um/wgon_/ patriot is a crittur that rides
like a begger a-horsback : you'll know him by his gait.  As soon as he be-
gins to get on a bitin the world, he is envious to all them that's above him,
and if he can’t get his legs ondar the mahogony of his betters, is for takin’
his better's mahogony away from them. To skin his pride over and salve
his vanity, he says he is excluded on account of his politicks and patriotism,
a martyr to his vartue. This chap mistakes impedence for njdependence,
and abuse for manliness: he is jist abonta little the dirtiest and nastiestbird
of the whole flock of patriots. This feller should be sarved out in his own
way : he should stand in the pillory and be pelted with rofen eggs. A
spooney patriot is a well-meamn’, silly Billy, who thinks the world can be re-
duced to squares like a draftboard, and governed by systems; who talks
about reforms, codifyin’, progression, school-masters abroad, liberality, re-
F[)Ul)\'lbllll)’, and a pack of party catch-words that he don’t know the mean-

"of. This (-In[) 1s a fool, and ought to go to the infarmary.— A place pat-

:m! iIs a rogue; he panders to p()pn! ir predjudice, appeals to the passions
of the mob, .md tries to set them agin’ their richer neighbours, and attempts
to ride on their shoulders into the government, and to secure a place will
sacrifice everything that 1s valuable, and good, and respectable.  He is a
philosopher in his religion. and a rascal in hl.\ ;)hnlnmph_\ . Heis wilful, and
acts against conviction.  This man is the loudest and most dangerous of all,
and should go to the workhouse. The true patriot is one who is neither a
sycophant to the Government nor a tyrant to the people, but one who will
manfully oppose eithér when they are wrong, who regards what's right, as
a minister said to me, and not whatis popular; who supports existin’ insti-
tutions as a whole, but is willin’ to mend or repair any part that is defective.
—Why, Mr. Shck, said I, in the most unfeigned :Mum hment, I never heard
a republican hold such language hefore: why, youare a Tory, if you only
knew it. Are you merely talking for effect, or do you really mean what
you say ? for your picture of a true patriot 1s nothing moré nor less than a
picture of a consistent T'ory.  Any person must see the resemblance to the
Duke of Well—.  Why, squire, said he, interrupting me, you don’t know
ourjsoundin’s from Polly Coftin’s Sandhole, as well as I do, or you wouldn't
ax that are question, at no rate. Iam a Federalist when I am to home,
tho’ I somewhat guess you are a Consarvative ; but a monarchist in a re-
public, and a republican in a monarchy is jist about on a par,—a pair of re-

bels that ought to be chained together, that the y might have tung_to argue

it out. Our Government suits us best, yourn suits you besti@ géod citi-
zen stands by his own. I don’t care who looks like the pictur’. I drawed
one of a true patriot, and you may give him what nick-name you please ;
but I hante done yet. 1 want to show you the soundin’s of the colonial
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Tories, for mind, I ain't no party-man. I don't care a snap o’ my finger
who's up or who's down; I'm a Vankee, and my name is Sam Slick; at
least, they tell me so. Now, the colonial Tories, compacts, dfficials, divine
succession men, cliques, or whatever they are,—for they have as many ali-
ases as the Spanish pirate had that was hanged to Boston,—are about the

best folks goin’, to my mind, to trade with, and the nearest up to the notch;’

yet there are three sorts of them.

Whole hogs, who won't hear of no change, good or bad, right or wrong,
at no rate. These crittars are of the donkey breed. They stick their head
mto the fence, and lash away with their heels right and left, till all is blue
again.—- Fashionable ones, who don't care much about politicks, but join that
side because the upper-crust folks and bettermost people are that way of
thinkin' : jackdaw birds, that borrow feathers tostrut in.  If the great men
or the governor was a radical, these critturs would be radical too. They
take ther color from the object they look up to.—THen there is the moderate
ones : now extremes meet, and a moderate celonial compact chap and a true
patriot arc so near alike it would puzzle a Philadelphia lawyer to tell 'em
apart. I shouldn't like to let on that I said so : for, cuss 'em, if it hadn’t
a-been for them the patriots or reformers, winter afore last, would have
throw'd Canada into our hands as slick as grease ; and I wouldn’t a said to
others what I have said to you for nothin' a’'most. Now, if I was John Rus-
sell, (for them almighty long tails worn afore a man’s name instead of be-
hind 1t, always bother me, and it cdmes handier to me not to use them,) if
I was him, I'd jist slip off on the sly to the provinces without sayin' of a
word, and travel as plain Mr. Russol{ (and, I guess, nobody would take him
for a lord unless he told 'em so, for he ain't overly tall, that's a fact,) and
Jist take the soundin’s of these folks myself. He’d hear the truth then, for
some patriot folks say one thing to a governor and another to the world. He'd
know, too, when influence was character, or when it was trick. When he
returned again to home, to the state-house in Downin’-street, and a colonist
brought him a lead to look at, he’d tell with half an eye, like Captain Ebene-
vor, whether it had sand on it from the rael bottom, or Polly Coffin’s Sand-hole.

If them jawin’ Jacks to Parliament had hulf the sense my poor old mother
had, they'd know what to say when them patriot critturs come home, with
their long lock-raums about grievances, with an everlastin’ lyin’ preface to it
about loyalty. They'd say, as she used to did, poor old crittur, to me when
| bousted what a good boy I was agoin’ to be : Sam, she'd say, I'd a plaguy
sight sooner see it than hear tell of it. It puts me in mind of what an Ingian
once said to a British governor afore our glorious revolution. He was a
great hand was the Britisher (like some other folks I could tell you of) to
humbug with talk, and was for reformin’ every thing a’'most, and promised
all sorts of things, and more too, that he did not mean; but all his ppeeches
would read both ways, so that he could intarpret them as he liked : go, which
ever way things eventuated, he was always right. A regular politician that !
One day he called his red children together, as he culled the Ingians, and
wade them a speech too. It was a beautiful speech, I tell you, all in bad
Unghsh, that itmight be understood better and sound Ingian-like. Bimeby,
when he had done, up risesan old chief, a rael salt, and as cunnin’ as a fox,
for he was quite a case that feller, and says he, Mr. Gubbener. Let my
son speak, said the Governor, and his great father will open his ear and
hear Lim, and he will keep his words in his heart; and he clapt his hand on
his breast, and looked as spooney as a woman does on her first child.—Very
good jaw that, Mister Gubbernor, says he ; you speak’um dam well ; now,
Mister Gubbernor, try and actum well, for that is more better.—That’s ex-
actly the language John Russell ought to hold to enlony patriots when they
boast of their loyalty ; he should say, ‘ actum well, for that’s more better
still.”  Whenever he does that, I shall think he knows ‘“ the rael soundin’s
from Polly Coffin’s Sandhole ;" won't you, squire ?
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CHAPTER X1V.
AN OLD FRIEND WITH A NEW FACE.

HavinG travelled this day from Parnassus to*Thebes,* a distance of thirty-
five miles, we concluded to remain where we were, :.II|Im|gh they were
some two orthree hours of daylight yet to spare, and to_resume our journey,
on the following morning. 'T'hebes is a small town, n\d(w there appear
to have been agy grounds whatever for supposing that it could, by any pos-
sible coutingency, ever attain the size or imitate the splendor of that whose
name has been thoughtso appropriate as to be transferred to this little assem-
blage of wooden houpesand loghuts. The town appeared to have beenaban-
doned by its inhabudnts for some temporary purpose, for the houses, though
all closed, bore marks of recent occupation. T'he shops and taverns were
open, as if in readiness to receive the returning population, while the scaf-

folds, hvu[w of mortar, and unloaded wagons of timber, all exhibited signs
of a hasty desertion of the workmen. 'I'he silence and melancholy thut
veigned through the streets constituted the/only point of resemblance to its
prototype. So unusual an occurrence 1_Mllu':nhy excited my curiosity, and
upon inquiring its cause, I was informed there was a gathering, or a religious
bee, at a short distance, which was most numerously attended by people
from a distance as well as the immediate neighbourhoody that there was a
great ““stir,” and a preacher of more than common eloquence, called a
* Corcorhite,” who was breaking up all the old congreations, and prosely-
ting the whole country to his new notions.

[t is a nervous fever, said my informant, the innkeeper, with an air of
satirical severity. All nations have their peculiar excitements.  "I'he Chi-
nese have their opium, the South Sea people their chew-chew, the Dutch
their skydam, the Indians their tobacto, and the Irish their whiskey ; but
we have a combination of them all—we go ahead of most folls in that line.
\We have rum, strong tea, bacey, politics, and fanaticism.  We are-the most
excitable and excited people in the world.—One mistake, stranger, natur-
ally leads to another.  T'hem are Puritans that came out of your country
to this, proseribed all amusements, all innocent festivities, all gayety of the
lieart, and held™het the more wretched and melancholy they were the more
acceptible they would be to the Lord.  T'hey were no half measure chaps
them: When they began to dissent from the Church they went the whole
figur’. They gave up all the Church allowed, and retained all the Church
disapproved. 'The Church prayed for the King; they beheaded him. The
Church thought a cheerful countenance betokened a happy heart; the Puri-
tans called it the face of a malignant, and so forth.. Well, what was the
conseauence of all this? why, as pretty a set of hypocrites was begotten as
you'd wish to see. 1 take yonr Cromwell to be jist a superfine sample of
them, and the breed is tolerably pure yot; cold, canting, sour pharisees,
who appropriate heaven to themselves, and quietly consign all the rest of
the wotld to the devil. This feeling has tinged every one of the hundred
thousand sects that have sprung up to oppose the old’Church of Old Eng-
land. I am a_colonist by birth myself’; I was brought up an Episcopalian,
and so was myy wife ; but my children have all seceded. One 1s a llixite,
another a Undversalist, a third a Unitarian, and a fourth a Socialist.  Reli-
gion instead of being a bond of union in my house, is the cause of discord,
and doctrinal points are never-ending gsources of dispute and disagreement.
Christianity, sir, is fast giving place to philosophy, and we are relapsing in

*1bave used these names, instead of the real ones, as well on account of avoiding lo~
eal offence, as of their absurd adoption in the States.
~n
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to what these new lights call *“ rational thinkers,” or, in plain English, Athe- face,
ists. It makes me sick to think on it; but you had better go and see for er ir
yourself, and then tell me if such disgrucefurwork is religion. This fellow T
that is drawing such crowds after him, belongs not to any of the great sects aundi
of Episcopalians, Methodists, Baptists, or Papists, but is®€alled a *“ Corcorn- tion,
ite.” His doctrine is simply this, that a state of future punishment exists, builc
t exists only for those who do not embrace his creed,—a comfortable sort whic
l:»?*mh, which, I fear, his sect is not the only one that propogates. in th
he meeting was held on the betterments of a new settler, near a bridge, Pars
to which several roads led, and which, from its central situation, was easy abod
of access from various partsof the countyy. Wagons, gigs, and cars with- sensi
out number, were stationed near the fendes, and along the line of the for- gion
est, the horses belonging to each carriage being unharnessed and severally was
fastened by a halter to the axletree for security. Here and there were tents invit
and booths, giving the field the appearance of a military encampment ; and Ei
on the edge of the woods, and under the shade of the giants of the forest, and |
were numerous conical wigwams, made after the fashion of the Indians, and awfu
resembling one of their summer fishing establishments. In the centre of of it
the clearing was a large barn, which was filled by a mixed and mottled mul- leath
titude of people listening to the wild declamation of the preacher, whose ler af
voice was occasionally heard over the whole field, as he screamed out his to ca
frightful denunciations. Groups of men were scatterd about the field, seat- cord
edon the huge stumps which here and there dotted the surface of the I see
ground, or perched on the upper rails of the wooden fences, discussing T}
hasiness or politicks, orjcanvassing the doctrines or merits of the preacher ; was,
while others were indolently lounging about the refreshment booths, whil- a fac
ing away the time with cigars and mint julip until they should be joined by . keep
their fair friends at the hour of intermission. Meld
After some difficulty, Mr. Slick and myself forced our way into the barn, slip i
and fortunately obtained standing-room on one of the seats, from which we ang |
had a view of the whole interic.. One preacher had just ceased as we en- your
tered. He was succeeded by another, a tall, thin, and rather consumptive- forl
looking man, who had a red silk pocket-handkerchief tied about his ‘l)nead, right
and wore no neckcloth. There was something quite appalling in his look. else
There was such a deep dejection in his countenance, such a settled melan- some
choly, such a look of total abstraction and resignation to the endurance of nal h
some inevitable fate, that I was forcibly reminded of the appearamce of an need’
unfortunate criminal, when led out for execution. Instantly all was hush- it, tha
ed, every eye was upon him, and every ear in anxious solicitude to catch some
the almost inaudible whispers that feel from hislips. Now and then a word swig
was heard, and then a few unconnected ones, and shortly a few brief sen- blow
tances or maxims. Presently his enunciation was clear and distinct, and it looke
gradually increased in volame and rapidity until it became painfully loud, thou
and then commenced gesticulation, emphasis, and raving. It wasone un- 'sa gi
ceasing flow of words, without panse or interruption, except for an occa- whict
sional draught of warter from a stone pitcher that was placed beside him. says |
Fven this, however, was insufficient to prevent exhaustion, and he remov- Alaba
ed his coat. He then commenced the great effort of his eloquence, a des- the w
cription of the tortures of the damned. It was a studied and frightful Wap T
iece of declamation, in whigh he painted their wild demoniac shrieks, their | the n
glasphemoul despair, their uhquenched and unquenchable thirst,—the boil- was a
ing, steaming lake of brimstone—their unwilling tenacity of existance, and it sary
increased sensibility of pain. When all the figures of speech and all his any o
owers of imagination were exhausted, he finished the horrible picture by enoug
the introduction of fallen angels, who, with expanded wings, hovered for Jobeir
ever and ever over this awful abyss, whose business and pleasure was, as oritv

the boiling of the infernal caldron brought any of the accursed to the sur- out.—
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face, with spears of heated glowing metal to thrust them deeper and furth-
er into the burning flood.

The groans, screams, and hysterical laughter of the female part of the
audience was so frightful and appalling an accompaniment to this descrip-
tion, that my feelings became intensely painful, and I was about leaving the
building, when his voice suddenly dropped from the unnatural pitch to
which he had strained it, and sunK into a soft and seductive tene, in which,
in the mildest and gentlest manner, he invited them to accompany him to
Paradise, which he described, after the manner of the Mohammedans, as an
abode furnished with all the delicacies and pleasures most suited to their
senses and corporeal enjoyments. He then represented the infernal re-
gions as the doom of those who belonged not to the ‘“ band” of which he
was the head, in the absence of its persecuted founder, “ Corcoran,” and
invited his hearers to feilowship.

Enough, said I, to Mr. Slick ; and more than enough. I am disgusted
and horrified ; let us go.—I 'most wonder you staid so long, said he ; it is
awful hot here, and that crittur talked so of sulphur I've actilly got the taste
of itin my mouth ; my tongue is all warped and curled up like singed shoe-
leather. I must have a brandy cocktail to cool it. But I've seen that fel-
ler afore ; I know his voice and the eut of his jib as well as any thing, but
to call his name out, to save my soul#dive, I can’t. They call him Con-
cord Fisher, but that is not his rael nifine, that's bam. Where on airth have
I seen that goney, for seen him I hfive, by gum !

The following morning, he said &~Who do you think that are preacher
was, squire 7 I'told you I know'd’I had seed himn afore, for I never forgot
a face yet; tho' names are considerable slippery, and it ain't jist so easy to
keep hold on such soapy things. It was that everlastin’ skirmudgeon, Ahab
Meldrum; it was, I swear. Last night, jist as I was a-turnin’ in, who should
slip into my room, but Ahab.— Sam), says he, I seed you to the great ‘stir,”
angd know’d you in a minit; you are jist ywe mman I want to see, for I need
your advice ; but, for the love of Heavep give me some brandy and water,
for I am e’en a’'most dead,—and he gave a kind of tan-yard grin that went
right straight to the heart.—W e havelo preach teetotalism here, for nothin’
else will go down; but it's easier to preach than to practice that: give me
some grog, or I shall die.—It sarves you right, says I, for bein' such a ’tar-
nal hypocrite : why theldevil don’t you take your grog like a man, if you
need it, above-board, off-hand handsum, and let them that don't like it, lump
it, that’s my way ;ri don't approbate no nonsense. Well, I goes and gets
some brandy and water, enough to make a nightcap for two, and, says I,
swig a way till you are tired, now, will you; you are safe with me ; I won't
blow you, you may depend. Well, I pitied the poor crittur too, for he
looked as pale am{vas white about the gills as a scalded nigger; I actilly
thought he would have fainted, he was so weak. Take a drop of it neat,
says I, water only spiles it; and l‘f)oured him out a gill of the pure grit,
which brought, his colour back and revived him a bit. When he come to,
says I, Ahab, what onder the sun broufht you here ? what made you leave
Alabama? You was gettin’ on like a house a fire there, a soft-sawderin’
the women there, with your new rule in grammar, that the feminine gender
wap more worthy than the masculine, and the masculine more better than
the neuter and so forth. Ihope youhante beenillustratin’, eh ? you always
was a sly feller that way: what was it —Sam, says he, I've been a fool, and
it saryes me right; I was doin’ the smartest chance of preachin’ there of
any man in the state, and I throw’d it away like an ass. 1 am punished
enough, any how ; spare me, for I am as weak as a child, and can’t stand
Jobeing. Spare me, that's a good crittur, and don’t you bark agin’ me, too,
or it will drive me crazy ; and he put his band to his face and bohood right
out.—Why, you poor crittur, says I, —for a touch of old times come over




AN OLp FRIEND WITH A NEW FACE.

me, when we was boys to school together, and I felt kinder sorry to see
him that way, lookin’ so streaked—why you poor crittur, says I, you've
worn yourself out a-searchin’ and a-screamin’ that way, and yellin like a
ravin’ distracted bedbug ; let me mix you a pitcher of egg-nog, stiff enough
to stick to your ribs as it goes down, and it will make a man of you agin’
in two-twos. So away I goes and gets a lot of eggs and sugar, and some
brandy, and mixes up a dose that would float a dollar a’most, and made him
drink it: now, says I, for your new rule in grammar; how did it work?
—Well, says he, it's no use concealin’ any thin’ from youn, Sam; it didn't
turn out well in the eend, that's a fact. People began to talk considerable
hard and Lynchy about their galls comin’ so often to a single man to tell
their experience, and to wrastle with the spirit, and so on ; and the old wo-
men began to whisper and look coonish, and, at last, —for I don't want to
go into pitikilars, foritain’t an overly pleasant subject—I got a notice to
make myself scarce from Judge Lynch, and, as I know'd a little grain more
about the matter than they did, and guessed the secret would soon be obleeg-
ed to be known, I felt my jig was up, and I just took the hint and made
tracks. Then I hooked on to the Corconites, and here I am among them,
I must say, rather takin’ the lead. Folks actilly do say T take the rag oft
quite, all along np and down Maine and Varmont, and a piece beyond ; but
I can't stand it; I shall die; the excitement is too much for me. Ihave en-
dured more already than a dead nigger in a doctor's shop could stand.
Livin'so long in a hot elimate, I hante strength for it, and I am fairly used
up and worn out. What do you think of Socialism ? it seems asif it would
go down, that. It's gittin’ kinder fashionable. Owen writes me word he
has been introduced to Court to England, of which he is proper proud, and
a nation sight of people patronise it since, a complete swyd of them. He
says it will trip the heels of the Church yet, let the Bishops do their pritti-
est, for Socialists have votes as well as otherjfolks, and must be conrted, and
are courted, and will be courted all through the piece. He seems quiteup
in-the stirrnps, and jist dares them to prosecute him. I have had liberal of-
fers from the sect here, for whatever is the go to Eurepe will soon be the
chalk here, and to tell you the truth, I feel most peskily inclined to close
with them, for them rational religionists live like men, and ain't so everlast-
in’ strait-laced in matters of the heart as others be, nother. In fact, they are
Jist about the most liberal sect I know on. Now, tell me candid, has it a
bottom, or is it a bam?  Will it stand, or will public opinion be too strong
forit? for } don’t want to embark on board a leaky ship; when I spikilate
I like to have the chances in-my favour.—Well, Ahab, says I, you make'me
crawl like all over, to hear yon talk so loose, so you do ; what a devil of a
feller you be, you are actilly bad enough to be nigger-in-law to old Scrateh,
you are so bad ; yon have tried every sect there is, a’'most, and now vou
talk of turnin’ infidel, as cooly as of turnin*into bed. Give up preachin’,
you ain’t fit for it, nor never was, and more nor that, you hante strength for
it.  If you don’t mihd, you'll go forit. Go where you ain't known, and
either go tradin’ @r go farmin’.—Too hard work, Sam, said he, too hard
work; but Socialism strikes me as rather genteel while the work is light,
the pay good, und religious liberty great. Jist hand me the brandy tho’, that's
a good feller, please. I must take some clear, for that egg-nog is cold and
heavy on the stomach,—and he drank off near about half a pint without
winkin'.  No, said he, no ox-carts for me, Sammy, boy; no, ner bacey, nor
coston nother; they are low, very low, them. Corcoran, the head of our
sectisin jail. They are a-goin’ to give hiim a birth inthe states prison. It’s
all day with him now ; andJ must say it kinder sarves him right for not
takin’ up his killock, when he.seed he was a-gittin’ into such an almighty
frizzle of a fiz. What's the use of legs but to absquotilate with, like a jump-
m’ bull frog, when traps are sot fer you. What I want to know is, wheth-
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er So—so—social—Socialism ca—an stand or no 7—Not much better than
you can, I expect, says I, for he was blind drank now, and as dumb as a
wooden clock, two years old, and I lifted him on the bed wiih all his ronnin’
riggin' on, and there he was this mornin' when I got up, a-snorin’ like a
sizeable buffalo. Oh, squire, said the Clockmaker, that are Ahab made me
feel dreadful ugly, I tell you. Old times kinder touches the heart; I look
on my old class-mates like brothers, and don't feel sorter right when I see
oune on 'em actin’ like old Scratch that way. A bad man is bad enough, the
Lord knows ; but a bad minister beats the devil, that's as plain as preachin’.

CHAPTER XV.
THE UNBURIBD ONE.

As we approached Boston, Mr. Slick said, Ah, squire, now you will see
as pretty a city as we have this side of the water. There is a good man
folks worth seein’ here, and a good many curosities of natur’ too. There's
the State House, and Old Fnnnel, and Charleston College, and the Mar-
ket-place, and the Wharf they give to the British steamer (an act of greater
liberality p'raps than you'll find, I estimate, in the world), and ever so many
things. Then there is Mount Auburn. Lord, the French may crack and
boast as much as they please, about their ¢ Pair o’ Shaise,” but it’s no touch
toit. Why, I never was so disappointed in anything in all m life, since I
was brougg'len up, as that are Paris buryin’ ground. It looks for all the
world like an ald rwined town, where the houses areall gone, and the porches, and
steps, and dog-kewpels are left. 1t hante no interest in it at all, except the
names o’ them that’s buried there; but Mount Auburn is worth seein’ for
itself. It's actilly like pleasure ground, it's laid out so pretty, and is the
grandest place for courtin’ in I know on, it's so romantic. Many a woman
that’s lost one husband there, has found another in the same place. A wid-
ower has a fine chance of seein’ widders there, and then nobody never sus-
pects them of courtin’, bein’ that they are both in black, but takes "em for
mourners, and don't intrude on 'em out of pity. I'll go a bet of a hund-
red dollars the women invented that place, for they beat all natur’ for con-
trivances, so they do. Yes, squire, if you have a mipd for a nch‘ young
widder, clap a crape-weeper on your hat, and a white nose rag in your
hand, and go to Mount Auburn, und you’H see some heavenly splices there,
I tell you, in some of them are shady walks, that will put all the dead in
creation out of your head a’most. Them saller lookin’, garlick eatin’ French
heifers, you see to “ Pair o’ Shays,” may have better top gear, and better
riggin’ in gineral than our galls, and so they had ought, seein’ that they
think;of nothin’ else but dress; but can they show such lips, and cheeks, and
complexions, that’s all, or such clinker-built models? No, not them, nor
any other women of any other nation in the univarsal world. If they can,
it's some place that’s not discovered yet, that's all I can say, and you ‘must
go a leetle further than the eend of the airth to find them, for they ain't this
side of . You must see Mount Auburn to-morrow, squire, lha_t’s a fact;
but then, leave your heart to home, to the T'remont,"as folks do their watches
when they go to the theatre to London, or you will lose it as sure as you are
born. O, there is a sartain somethin’ about Boston that always makes an
American feel kinder proud. It was the cradle of our liberty. The voice
of our young eagle was first heard here, and at Bunker’s Hill, which is near
the town, it gave the British the first taste of its talons.

Newbury port's a rocky place,
And Salom’s very sandy,

Charleston is a pretty town,

But Boston is the dandy.
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I guess the English must feel awful streaked when
To divert him from a topic on which his national vanity always made him
appear ridiculous, I observed, that I believed there was but one opinion
among strangers about Boston, who were always much pleased with the
place, and its society, but that I was not myselffond of cities as cities. Long
streets, and broad streets, said I, walls of brick and mortar, and stones heap-
ed on stones, have few charms for me. Even archhtectural beauty is, after
all, but the effect of a judicious arrangement of poor materials. It is good/
of its kind, but not one of those things [ most admire. It may have many
component parts of beauty, it may combine lightness, strength, proportion,
and so on. The general effect may be good, criticism may be satisfied, and
the eye dwell on it with complacency. You may be willing to concede te
it the usual terms of praise. You may say it is grand, or magnificent, or ex-
quisite, or beautiful. You way laud the invention, the judgment, and skill
of the architect; you may say, in short, that your artificial and acquired taste
for architectural beauty is gratified and content, (an admission, by the by,
which it is very rare to hear,) but still it is but the work of the hodsman and
mason. I do not mean to undergate its importance, because, as a great
part of mankind must dwell in cities, and all must live in houses, few things
are of greater consequence than the appearance of those cities and houses ;
and order; symmetry, and the general adaptation of the parts to each oth-
er, and to the whole, are matters of deep interest to us all.” I merely mean
to say, that the most bgautiful building is but a work of art, and that, as such,
it gives me less pleasure than many other works of art, and that it falls so
immeasarably short of the works of nature, of which I am a great admirer,
I fear I do not derive all that pleasure from it that it is capable of affording.
I like cities, therefore, not for themselves, but as a gregarious animal for
the greater number of my own species they contain, and for the greater
portunity they afford me of meeting the idem velle and idem nolle people,
sgong whom, only, we are told, by a very competent judge, is to be found
true friendship. ]{ut, even in this case, I am not sure [ do not lose in qual-
ity as much as I gain in quantity ; for I fear that though there be more re-
finement in the citizen, there is less heart than in the countryman. Before
you can impart its brightness to steel, you must harden its texture, and the
higher the polish the more indurated you will find the substance. By this pro-
cess it loses its pliability and acquires brittleness, and its strength is dimin-
ished in proportion to its beauty. Itisa gay deceiver. It flatters your van-
ity by its devotion to yourself. Its smooth and brilliant surface will reflect
your image while present, but the very operation of refinement has destroy-
ed its susceptibility of an impression. It is your own smile that is returned
to you, but it refuses to retain it when you cease to look upon it. Asa
lover of nature, therefore, I love the country and the man that inhabits it
I find more of beauty in the one, and of generous impulses in the other,
than I find in cities or in courtiers.
I reciprocate thatidee, said the Clockmaker. Give me the folks that like
“ human natur’,”” and ¢ soft sawder.” Them critturs in towns, in a a gin-
eral way, have most commonly cut their eye teeth, and yon can’t make noth-
in’ of them. There is no human natur’ in them to work on; andyas for
soft-sawder, they are so used to it themselves, it seems to put 'em on their
guard like. They jist button up their pockets, and wrinkle up their fore-
heads, and look on you with their eyes wide apart, onmeanin’ like, as if
they warn't attendin’, and bow you out. Nothin’ makes me feel so on-
swoggled as one of them ‘I guess-you-may-go kind of stares ;"’ it's horrid.
But as for country folks, Lord, you can walk right into 'em like nothin’. I
swear I could row a boat load on ’em cross-handed right up agin the stream
in no time. Boston is a fine town, that's sartain, tho’ I wouldn't jist alto-
gether say it's better nor Edinbore’, nor Dublin, nyher: but its—. Talk-
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ing of Dnblin, says I, reminds me of the singular story I overheard you tel-
ling some countrymen in Nova Scotia of the remprkable state ofrre rva-
tion in which the dead bodies are found under St. Michan’s Church, afd es-
pecially the anecdote of the two Shears's; was that a fact, or one of your
fanciful illustrations given for the sake of effect 7—Faet, squire, I assure you,
said he, and no mistake ; I seed it with my own eyes no longer than two
years agone. Gospel, every word of it.—You mentioned there was a fe-
male exhibited with them in the same perfect state: who was she 1—Oh !
she was a nun, said he ; she had been there the matter of the Lord knows
how many years a-kickin about, and nobody knew her name, or who her
folks were, or where the plague she come from. All they know’d was she
was a nun that wouldn't let no one see so much as the colour of her eyes
while she lived, but made up bravely for it arter she was dead. If you had
only a-heerd how it made the old gea-captain rave like a mad poet at the full
of the moon, it would have made you laugh, I know. I sot him agoin’ a-
purpoge; for nothin’ pleases me so much as to see an old feller try to jump
Jim Crow in an oration. So, says I, captain, says I, that are nun warn’t a
bad lookin" heifer in her day nother, was she? a rael, right down, scrump-
tious-lookjn’ piece of furniture, and no mistake ; but what in natur’ was the
use of her veilin’ her face all her life to kee(r off the looks of sinful carnal
man, if they won't veil her arter she is dead, and no one wants to look at
her. Oh, dear! oh, dear; if she could only wake up now and see us two
great he fellers a-standin’ starin’ at her full in the face, what an everlastin’
hubbub she would make, wouldn't she ? If she wouldn’t let go, and kick,
and squeel, and carry on like ravin’, distracted mad, it's a pity, that’s all. I
say, Miss Stranger, said I, a-turnin’ to our female guide, and a-chucklin’ her
onder the chin, mow what do you estimate is the first thing that are gall
would do in that case ; would she—? but the old ongainly heifer pretended
to take a fit of the modest all at once, and jist turred towards the door, 4nd
by bringin’ the lamp closer to her body, threw the corpses and that corner
of the cellar into darkness, and then axin' us if we'd like to see the next
vault, led us right up into the churchyard. When we got out into the air,
says the old sea-captain, I agree with you, Mr. Slack.—S8lick, sir, if you
lease, is my name.—Oh! I beg your purdon, Mr. Clack, then.—No, nor
Ir. Clack, nother, says [; it's Slick—Sam Slick is my name! a-raisin’ of
my voice till the buildin’ actilly gave an echo agin, forthe crittur was as deaf
nsashad. Iam from Slickville Onion County, Conne'ticat, United States
of America.—Well, Mr. Slick.—Ah ! now you have it, said I; you've got
itto a T'.—To a T'! said he, (the old soft horn,) how is that! I really don't
onderstand how you have a T in it at all.—Oh dear! no more we have;

it's nothin’ but a sayin’ of ourn, a kind of provarb; it's a cant phrase.—Ah !

cant is it? sajd he, with a face a yard long: then you must permit me to
obsarve. that you are one of the very last men, judging from your rejparks,
that I should have supposed to have had anything about you appmacﬁing to
cant; buat ] fully concur with you that the exhibition of this female is not de-
cent. I should not have obsarved myself, unless you had called my atten-
tion to.the corpse, that it was a female.—No, I suppose not, says I; and
there’s not one mite or morsel of cant in that, I suppose, atall. How inno-
cent we are not to know a hawk from a handsaw, ain’t we !—Speak a little

louder, said the old man, if'you please, sir, for I have the misfortin’ to be a

leetle hard of héarin’.—I1 was a-sayin’, sir, said I, that I don’t know as [

should nother, if that are woman that showed ’em to us hudn’t a-said, beau-
tiful crater, your honour, ghat same nun must have been in her day. The
jontlemen all admire her very much entirely. They say she looks like a sta-
tue, she does.

Well, well, said the captain, kinder snappishly, whoever she was, poor
crittur ! the exhibition is improper. She has the reputation of having been
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a nun, who, whatever may be the errors of their creed that induce them vol-
untarily to quit a world into which they are sent with certain social duties
to pe orm,lave at least the merit of a sincere devotion, and their motives
are to be respected. As in life they are scrupulous in the observance of all
the most minate proprieties of conduct, they, of all others, seem to have the

reatest claim to be exempted from this degrading exposure after death.

ecay, however, has now commenced, and will soon remove all traces of

"humanity. Corruption, according to that beautiful idea of Secripture, will

assert its claim of kindred, and the worm proclaim himself her brother.

Alas ! where now are the gay and thoughtless crowd that thronged to wit-

ness the gorgeous and solemn spectacle of a yonng, beautiful, and innocent

sister, assuming that veil that was to separate her from the world for ever?

—Wohere are the priests that officiated at the altar —the sisterhood that re-
joiced in receiving it 7—the relatives that grieved at surrendering this sacri-
fice 7—and they, too, whose voices pealed forth the hymn of praise, and

poured out the tide of sacred song to the echoing aisles—where are !he{ 1

All, all have passed away! and none, no, not one, is left of all thatassembled

crowd to disclose her lineage or her name. Their rolls have perished with
them, and all that now remains is this unclaimed, unknown, naneless one.

Poor thing ! has indignant humanity asserted its rights 7 hath the vindictive

world rejected thee, as thou rejected it? or why art thou here alone, un-
honoured and unknown? Alas! is there no distinction between the gal-
lows and the cloister? is it fitting that thou, whose life was a life of pen-
nance and of prayer, whose pure mind communed only with heavenly ob-
jects, should now consort with convicted criminals, and that thy fair form
should be laid with the headless trunks of traitors? Ah, me ! thou hast re-
turned, poor houseless thing ! to thine own, and thine own knews thee no
more! I have seen the grave open to receive its tenant, and the troubled
sea its dead, and the green turf and the billowy wave fold them in its bos-
som, to sleep the sleep that knows no waking. All have their resting-place,
save thee! Ambition has its temple, and wealth its tomb, while even the
poor are cared for ; but thou, how is it, fair one, that thou alone of all thy
sex, should be left the “ unburied one 7"’ the greedy sexton’s show, and the
vile scoffer’s viler jest. 'Who art thou? History can find a place for trea-
son and for crime; could it afford no space for self-denying virtue such as
thine! Was there no pious hand to grave thy name on unpretending mon-
umental stone 7 none of all thy father’s house to perform the last sad rites of
affection—to restore to the earth what was earthy—to the dust, dust—and
ashes to ashes? All, all ure silent! and even tradition, garrulous as it is,
has but one short word for thee—a nun!

Arter spinin’ this yarn, the old sea-captain turned offto examine the tomb-
stones in she churchyard, and I mounted the car to the gate and drove off to
the hotel. T'here was some feelin' and some sense too in what he said, tho'’
he did rant a few, warn’t there ? but as for his goin’ to make believe he didn't
know she was a woman, that is what I must say, I call a most superfine bam
that. Old fellers always think young one's fools ; but young fellers some-
times know old ones is fools. Now, who'd a-thought, squire, he continued,
that that are old boy would have flgwed right off the handle that way for
nothin’ at all, at seein’ that queer, par¢hment-coloured, wilted old onfakilised
nun. I think, myself, they might as well bury her; and if théy’@ship ber
out to minister, I don’t make no{doubk he’d bury her his self in® nt'Au-
burn ; or to brother Eldad. and le’d stick her up in a museum for @ show,
as they do mother Barchell at Surgeon’s Hall to London ; but &
name, who the plague cares what itis? Y am sure I dor’t. I woaldn’t give
acent to know, would you? Itsoundéd kinder pretty, that talk of his too.
Lord ! I wish sister Sall had a-been there ; if she had a-been, he'd a-set her a
boohooin’ in no time, I know, for she is quite romantic is Sall , and a touch
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of the pathetic is what she does love dearly. W henever she' comes across a
piece of dictionary like that are, she marks it with a pencil, and gets it by
heart, and goes a-spoutin’ of it about the house like mad.—Ain’t that fine,
Sam, says she 7 ain’t it splendid ? it's sublime, 1 declare ; it's so feelin’ and
so true.—And if 1 won’t go the whole figur’ with her, she gets as mad as a
hatter.—You hante got no soulin you at all, Sam, says she, | never seed such
a crittur; [ do believe in mi' heart you think of nothin’ but dol'ars and cents.
—Well, then, 1 say, says I, don’t be so peskily_ riled, Sally dear! but railly
now, as [ am a livin’ sinner, I don't jist exactly ofitlerstand it; and as you are
more critical than I be, jist pint out the beauties that’s a dear love, will you, and
see if I don't admire it every mite and morsel as much as you do, and maybe
a plaguy sight more. Well, I get her to set down and go over 1t all ever so
slow, and explain it all as clear as.mud, and then she says, —Now do you see,
Sam, ain't it horrid pretty *—Well, says I, it does sound grand like, that I
must say—and then i) scratch my head and look onfakilised—but how did you
say that was, dear ? says I, a-pintin’ to the tdp line; I don’t jist altogether
mind how you explained that.— W hy, you stupid crittur, you! she says, this
way; and then she goes over it all agin word for word. Now do you on-
derstand, says she, you thick head, you? Ain’t that beautiful ? don’t that
pass 7—Yes, says L, it does pass, that's a fact, for it passes all onderstandin’;
but you wouldn't jist explain once more, would you, dear! and I looks up
wicked and winks at her. Well, now, if that ain’t too bad, she says, Sam,

1 declare, to make game of me in that way.—If I hadn’t a-been as blind as a

bat, I might have seed with half an eye you was a-bammin’ of mesthe whole

blessed time, so I might; but I'll never speak to you agin, now, see if I do;

so there now, and away she goes out of the room a-poutin’ like anything.

It’s grand fun that, and don’t do a gall no harm nother, for there is nothin’

like havin’ a string to a kite when 1t’s a gettin’ away out of sight a’most, to

bring it down agin. Of all the seventeen senscs, I like common sense about

as well as auy on ’em, arter all ; now, don’t you, squire ?

CHAPTER XVI.
DEFINITION OF A GENTLEMAN.

Onx our arrival at Boston we drove to the Tremont House, which is not
only one of the first of its kind in the United States, but decidedly one of
the best in the world. As our time was limited we proceeded, as soon as
we could, to visit the several objects of interest in the city and its neigh-
bourhood, and among the rest Bunker’s Hill, where, Mr. Slick observed,
‘‘ the British first got a taste of what they afterwards got a belly-full.” The
hill was surmounted by an unfinished monument, which, he said, it was in-
tended should exceed in height the Monument in the city of London, as the
Yankees went a-head of the English in every thing.

As his father had been present at the battle, it was natural the clockma-
ker should feel a pride in it; for, by proving our army to be both mortal and
falliable, it had a great effect on the subsequent events of the war. In his
exultation, however, he seemed to forget that he was talking to a British
subject, who, if he now had any feeling on the subject, could only have
wished that the prudence of the general had equalled the bravery of the
king's troops. As Bunker's Hill was the scene ofa victory won by the
British soldiers under the most difficult and trying circumstances, I was
pleased to see the erection of this monument, as it is a tribute to their val-
our which they have justly merited. Why the Americans should have
thought of putting it there {am at a loss to know, when there are many oth-
er places wgere their gallantry was not only equally conspicuous but crown-

8
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ed with signal success. In this case, however, they have not merely select-
ed a spot where they were defeated, but one which is, perhaps, more re-
markable than any other on this continent for that indowmitable epirit and
reckless courage that distinguishes the English.

On an examination of the ground it would appear, that a slight detour
would have enabled the troops to have routed the rebel army with great
ease and but little loss, and at the same time effectually to have cut off their
retreat. Instead of adopting the obvious mode of attack, the troops were
ordered to charge up the steep ascent of this hill upon an enemy securely
protected by their entrenchments, a service which they performed undera
most murderous fire, which from the nature of the ground they were una-
ble to return with any effect. This succestful effort is as worthy of com-
mendation as the conduct of the officer in command is of reprehension, in
thus wantonly sacrificing his men, out of mere bravado, in the attainment
of an object which could be followed by none of the usual conseqences
of a victory. A monument to perpetuate the recollection of this gallant
feat of those intrepid men, by whomsoever erected, is a most desirable
thing, and it is to be hoped that means will not be long wanting to com-
plete it in the same handsowme style in whichit is begun.

On our return to the hotel, as we passed the bar, Mr. Slick, according to
his usual custom, stopped to take some refreshment, and when he jojned me
again, he said,—Squire, do you know Peter Barr to Quaco, where we stopt
one night? Well, he is Bar by name, and Bar by natur’, for he is the wait-
er to a-most excellent one, the Reneficacious House. I reckon he is the most
gentlemanlike man in all New Brunswick. He sar-tain-ly is a polishedman
that ; his manners are about the best I ever fell in with. It does one good
to see him enter a room, he does it so pretty: in fact, I call him as near
about a finished gentleman as I know on, don’t you, now?

1 said 1 had seen the person he'alluded to, but it was not customary te call
rervants finished gentlemen, and that I had never heard the term applied in
that manner before; that he was no doubt a very attentive and civil waiter,
and I believe an honest and excellent servaat, but that finished manners re-
ferred to a very different state of society from that of the attﬁndunls on a
bar-room.

Ah, said he, now there peeps out the pride of the Englishman and the ef-
fect of your po-litical institutions. Now with us we are all equal, and in
course the polish extends very considerable tho’ all the different grades of
society, especially among them that live on the seaboard.

How, said I, can you have different grades if you are all equal? I do
not exactly comprekend that.—No, said he, the fact is you do not understand
us. 'Now, take my grade ; it's what you call a clock pedler in the scorny
way you British talk of things, merely because my trade extends over the
whole country; but take my grade (I won’t speak of myself, because
‘“ praise to the face is open disgrace.””) Well, I estimate they are as gen-
tlemanlike men as you will find in the world, and the best drest too, for we
all wear finer clothes in a gineral way than the British do, and our plunder
is commonly more costly than theirn: this arises, you see, from our bein’
ona footin’ with princes and nobles, and received at all foreign courts as
natur's noblemen, free and enlightened citizens of the greatest empire on_
the face of the airth. Now, I conld go where despisable colonists couldn’ty
go. If I went to France I should go to our Embassador and say, Embas-
sador, ['ve come to see the ins and outs of Paris; and a nasty, dirty, taw-
dry place it is, it ain’t to be named on the same day with Philadelphia, New
York, or any of our first chop cities; but as I am here, I'dike to see some o’
their big bugs,—show us their king, he keptschool once to our country, but
we kinder thought he didn't speak as good French as the New Orleans
folks; I wonder if he has improved any.
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Well, he'd take me and introduce me to the palace without any more to
do about it, and king and me would be asthick as two thieves, a-talkin’ over
his old scolars, frog soup, and what not of the ups and downs of his refugee
life. Embassador darsn’t refuse me, or we'd regall bim for not supportin’
the honour of the nation. King darsn’trefuse him,or we'd go to war with
him for insultin’ the Union—fact, I assure you. Creation! If he was to
dare to refuse, he'd'see our hair rise like a fightin’ cat’s back. Wewouldn’t

ine and whine about it as the English do at gittin’ their flag insulted by the

rench and us great folks, and then show their spunk on them outlandish
petticoated Chinees, like a coward that first refuses a challenge and them
comes home and licks his wife to prove he ain’t afeerd ; no, not we, indeelk
we'd declare perpetual non-intercourse with France, as the only dignifie

course, and they might keeﬁ their silks and champaigne for them,that wants

them, we can manufacture both of lhe?ga good as they can. Now this
gives us a great advantage over the natives of Europe, and makes it work
so that any man of my grade (I don't speak of the upper-crust foks, be-
cause them that eat their pork and greens with silver forks are the same all
the world over, all they bave to larn is how to spend their money ginteelly,
but of my class, that bas to larn fust how to maﬁe it and then how to keep
it), is ginerally allowed to be as much of a gentleman as yowll see in any
rank in Europe, partikilarly when he sets out to do the thing in best style.
Of course, when people are at work they must have their workin’ dress on,
bat when they ondertake to putjon their bettersost clothes and go the whole
figur’, I want to know where you'll see a better drest man than ene of my
of my craft, take him by and large, from his hat clean away down to his
pump-shoes; or a man more ready when his dander is up to take offence
at nothin’ a’'most, and fight or go to a first-rate hotel and pay five dollars a
bottle for his wine. Country folks will be country folks, and can’t be ex-
pected to be otherwise, seein’ that they don’tgo outofthebush,and can’tknow
what they don’t see; but a tradin’ man, that roams from one eend of the
States to t'other eend of the provinces, a-carryift’ his own wares in his own
wagon, and a-vendin' of 'em himself from house to house,\becomes a pol-
ished man in spite of his teeth, and larns to despise spittin’ on carpets aﬁ)re
company or whittlin' his nails with a penknife, as much as count tEis orlord
that. There is a nateral dignity about them, arising from the dignity of free-
dom. So there is about the Ingians; minister used to say, there was an
ease and elegance of motion about an Ingian that nothin’ could givea white
man but gonstant intercourse with the best society, and was seldom equalled
and never surpassed even at courts. 'The crittur is onconstrained. They
go on the nil admirari system, he used to say (for, poor old man, he was
always igtroducin’ neck-and-crop some flag-eend of a Latin line or another,
his head was chock-full and runnin’ over with larnin’.) The meanin’ of
that is, they don’t go starin’ and gapin’ about the streets with their eyes and
mouth wide open, like musketeer-hawks, as if they never seed any thing
afore. Now, that's the way with us. No man ever heerd me prase any
thing out of my own country that took the shine off of any thing we had."
I've ofien heerd the ladies say to England, Why, Mr. 8lick nothin’ seems
to astonish you here: you [don’'t seem to praise any thing; you have
no curiosity about you. What do you think of that noble structur’, St.
Paul's Church? Pretty well, said I, jist as if we bad a thousand such; but
it’s gloomy and not o big as I expected. But Westminster Abbey, says
they, don’t that surprise you? for you have no abbeys in America, and we
think that must appear to you very wouderful. —Well, says I, quite cool,
like a corneysewer, it's costly, but,onconvenient for a large congregation.
The finish is rather gimcrack, and so is its farnitur’, and them old tattered
banners in the chapel look for all the world like old rags we tie to sticks in
the corn-fields to Slickville to frighten away the crows. They a'n’t fit fora
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meetin’-house like that are ; and if they must have flags hung up in it, as a sy
we do them we took from your frigates in a ball-room, they might as well ther
have new ones. Oh! saysthey, did you ever? Then, says they, the de- as a
lightful parks round the noblemen’s seats, a'n’t they very beantiful? you Ing
must be astonished at them, we think. Were you not struck on entering out
them with—. Struck ! says I; oh yes! and most delightfnlly skeered toe. doit
I am a narvous man, and sometimes sing out afore I am hit. Few people and
18 50 skittish and shy so bad as I do. Struck, indeed ! No, Miss, I warn't tur e
struck. I'd like to see the best lord that ever tred in shoe-leather strike me one
for enterin’ his park, or so much even as to lay the weight of his finger on old
me. I'dsoon let him know there was a warrant out arter him. Heavens gran
and airth ! I'd chew him right up like mineemeat, titles, stars, garters, and niov
all.  I'd knock him to the north eend of creation in lest time than a cat she
tukes to lick her paw. Struck! why the very thorts of 1t sets my blood all aim
ma gallopin’ boil. I don’t think he'd take the trouble to do ita second time ; fend
for I'd make himn cut dirt as if he heerd) a whole team of thunderbolts clear
arter him.  Me struck, and hun alive to byag of it! Well, I sorter guess says
not. No one never struck me, Miss, singe | first sot foot in England, nor Han
for many a long day afore nother. Thatipleasurg is to come yet. Strikin’ says
a stranger a'n’t thort friendly with us, and 1 didd't think it was the fashion Sun ¢
here. Why, Mr. Slick, says they, hante you got that werd “‘struck” in wou
the States? it means astonished, strongly aflected —Oh y¢s ! says I, to be ever:
sure, ““ struck up all of a heap;” it's common when used in jinein’ hanfl the I
that way, but never stands alone except for a blow. eh?

The truth is, I know'd well enongh what she meant when she said it, but said ¢
I answered her that way jist to give her a high idea of my courage ; for I and 3
siuppose she thonght Lonour was only found in Europe, and mainly among a dol
othcers, the bulk of whose business is to fight when they can’t help it yaur
Then, says I, to answer your question, Miss, I have seed a nateral park, do sw
says [, to home stretchin’ clean away across from the Atlantic right slap liken
thro’ to the Pacific Ocean all filled with deer, and so big, these English and n
parks of dwarf trees look like a second growth of sprouts on the edge of a mill &
potato diggin’ in a new clearin’, or a shelter grove in a pastur’. Then, Why
says I, your lakes is about asbig as our duck-ponds, and your rivers the big- . worlc
ness of a siseable creek when there is no freshets.—But, says they, we knowy, side-s
nauir’ is on a large scale in America, and your rivers and trees exceed 4 soul,
magnitude any thing of the kind in Europe; but look at the beautiful Eng- like tl
lish landscape, the rich verdue, the'high cultivation, the lawns, the shrubber- he wi
1e8, the meadows, and the groves, so interspersed as to produce the greaiest crittuy
and best effect.—If the sun ever shined onit, #aid I, it would be scrumptious my y
enough, [ do snppose; butit's heavy, melancholy, and dull; it wants light only |
in the landscape, and you hante water to give it, nor sun nother.—We are ¢ grand
sorry, says they, England has nothin’ to please you.—Haven't you tho’, says to the
I.—for it don’t do to run down every thing either, espeeially to the ladies,—- half-ba
s0, says [, haven't you, tho’.  Oh'! says I, the ludies, I must say, are quite pende
equal toourn. It was a whapper, that the’, but they didn’t know no better; had by
and who has a better right to lie than them that pays taxes? It wouldn’t for it
be patriotic to say they were superior, and not perhite nor true, nother, to On
gay iuferior, but they are equal says I, that's a fact ; and that’s no poor com- tea.
pliment, I can tell you, for our ladies lick ! but I say nothin’. but go

Now that's what I call about right, squire. 'T'o go wanderin’ and starein’ the cre
about and:admirin’ of everything, shows a man has nothin’ to home worth factor,
braggin’ of or boastin’ aboyt, or hasn’t seed nothin’ of the world. Tt would yau, a
make Europeans vain, and, cuss them, they are vain enough and proud bust o
enongh already, especially the English ; besides it tainte good breedin’, and what |
ain't patriotic. I like to sustain the national character abroad, and give for- yaua
eigners a proper idea of our enlightenment and freedomn. Bein’ stumptis dod dr
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a sure mark of afool. The only folks among us that's ever nonplushed, is
them just caught in the woodg, and some o’ them, I will say, are as ignorant
as a Britisher ; but then 1t's only them that never seed nothin’ but bearsand
Ingians. I mind once a gall we hired as a house help. They was agued
out of the west was her family, and them that the Ingians left the fever was
doin’ for ; so they cut and runs and come to Slickville. Well, she stared
and pawed at everything a’'most, and actilly was the most ongenteelesterit-
tur ever was bronghten out from among the rattlesnakes. Father axed her
one day at dinner to hand him some bread.—-Did yau baul for anything,

old man? says she, or was it the old woman that yelled? for yau and
granny Slick speak so much alike, I can'’t tell, unless [ see your jaus a-
movein’, which it is.—I asked for some bread, says father.—Well, w hatdoes
she do but ups with the head of the loaf, and stretchin’ out her arms, takes
aim and let’s fly right at him; and, if he hadn’t a-been pretty active in
fendin’ off, it would have hit him right in the face, and takin’ his nose off so
clean he wouldn't have missed it till he went to blow it.  Why, Suckey,

says he, what on airth do you mean by that air! why don’t you hand it?
Hand it ? says she; I never heerd of such a way as that. I'ather always
says pitch, and when we want a thing we always shy it. How onder the
sun could yau onload a cart of bricks if yaun didn’t pitch and catch 7 why it
would take a month of Sundays. If people always carried everything that
everybody wanted, they might be a-carryin’ to all etarnity. Didn’t I pitch
the loaf fair for yaur breadbasket? where the plague would yau have it,
eh? 'Thenshe was always axin’ what a thing cost. Is that solid silver?
said she, a-lookin’ at one of ourspoons. To be sure, said I, rael genuwine,
and worth five dollars.  Well, I want to know, said she; yaudon't.  Halt
u dollar would buy a spoon, and four dollars and a half two lambs.  Why

yaur silver spoons are a rael airthquake ! what a power of money they

do swaller up! Then she got hold of the gilt pictur’-frame I had minister’s
likeness in.  Dear, dear, said she, how grand! Now, is that all s¢lid gold

and no bam ? why it would buy Deacon Hiram Grumble's overgshot saw-

mill at little I»Q Snipe Swamp; it would, I vow, timber-rangeg and all.

Why it would®be a forten for a poor gall ike me.  1'd gin all I have in the
world for that, or ever shall have ; but, then, all [ have is a featherbed,

side-saddle, a yearlin’ colt, and a ritle. - Now declare solemn, that’s a good
soul, Sam, is that all solid, clear gold, without cheatin’, or onuly pinchback,
like the earrings that stingy beast Pardon Brag gave sister Ambrosia when
he was snuthin’ ashes with her afore they was married?  Why, you foolish
crittur, no, said I, it ain’t. Who ever heerd tell of a gold frame. Ay, ay,

my young coon, said she, or asilver spoon either.  I'll take my davy it's
only pewter, and good enough too. 1 guessed yau onlyysuid so to appear
grand. She knowed nobetter, poorerittur, for shie was ragced to theswamps
to the west among the owles and catamounts, and warn’t much more nor
half-baked at no time nother We coubdn’t mike nothin® of her, her inde-
pendence was so great, and her ways co countrified.  When she come, she
had but one frock, and when she washed 1t at mght, she laid a-bed all day
for it to dry ; she did, upon my sounl ’

One time we had a tea-squall to our house, and Susan handed about the
tea. Well, she got thro’ this well enouch; but what does she do arterwards
but goes round among the company with the sugar-bowl in one hand, and
the cream-jug in the other, sayin’,—llow are yau ofl| yau strancer, with the
factory-coat, for sugar? and old woman with the yaller petticoat, shall I milk
yau, and so on?  When she came to me I couldn’t hold in no longer, and I
bust out a-larfin. ¢ Kiss my foot, will you,” said she, “ Mr. Sam, and mind
what I tell yau, if yau goforto c ut any of \nnrl: rh shines with me, Ull fetch
yau a kick in yaur western eend that will give yau the dry gripes fora week,
dod drot my old shees if I don’t, for yau area bigger fool than I took you to
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be.” She felt nbual toany of the company, and so she was, politically epeak-
ing, and nothin’ darnted her. It tante more nor half convenient always, bat
it's the effect of our glorious institutions. She felt censeious she might be
the mother of a president of our great nation, and it infused a spirit in her
above her grade. In fact, no one, male, or female, can forget that fact, that
their child mought be a Albert Gotha for eight years. As for me, he said I
never was abashed before anly man since I was knee high to a goose ; I hope
1 may be skinned if I was. 1 do actilly believe, if your Queen was to ax me
to dine with her, I should feel no more taken‘aback nor if it was Phebe Hope-
well. The fixin's of the table mought be a little grain different from what I
had ever heern on, seein’ that she 1s s much richer than I be: and havin’
lords to wait behind,cheers at dinner would seem, at first, strange, I do sup-
pose, but 1 should jist cut my eye round like wink, and see how others did,
like a well bred man, and then right and left and down the middle, as they
did, as onconsarned as if I had been used to,it all my life. Afore you go, I'll
pin’t out to you some smart men in the same grade as myself, travellin’ clock-
venders, or 1n the tin line, who are men of great refinement in dress, and con-
siderable taste in hoss flesh, and parfect gentleman, who pride themselves on
havin’ the handsomest gall, the best trottin’ beast, and the dearest coats in the
city, and wouldn’t let no man say boo to them fornothin’. Let a British duke
ax one o' them to a party without fust callin’ and gettin’ introduced, as one
of them did to another citizen of ourn not long ago, and;see if he wouldn’t make
him a caution to behold. 1'd trouble an old gouty lord to go a hobblin’ up
stairs afore 'em a purpose to keep ’em back and mortify ’em ‘cause they were
Americans. 1 guess they'd give him a lift with the tip eend wf their toe that
would help him to mend his pace, thats all. What your idea of a.gentle-
man is, I don’t know, but suppose nothin’ under an airl is one in your eyes ;
Lbut my idea of a gentlemen isjist this, one who is rich enough, willin’ enough,
and knowin enough, when the thing has to be done in first-rate style, to go
the full figur, and to do the thing.ginteel. That's what I call a gentleman.

CHAPTER XVII.
LOOKING UP.

Tur Clockmaker had an extensive and accurate knowledge of human na-
ture. The wandering life he had led, and the nature of his business, which
sent him into every man's house, afforded him a favourable opportunity of
studying character, a knowledge of which was the foundation of his success
in life.  Like most clever men, however, he prided himself less upon what
he did, than what he did not know, and was more ambitious of being con-
sidered a man of fashionable manners, than a skilful mechanic, an'expert
salesman, or a shrewd, intelligent man. It was one of his weak points, and
the more remarkable in him, for it was natural to suppose that his quick per-
ception of the ridiculous, and his power of humoyr, would have enabled him
to sce the absurdity of such a pretension quicker than most men. Admitting
the truth of his assertion, that all men, women, and children, are open to the
influence of his universal and infallible soft-sawder, I have no doubt that a
dose of it skilfully applied to him on this point, would have proved the accura-
cy of the remark, by showing that he was no more exempt from its operation
than the thousands of dupes whose caution he had disarmed, and whese fa-
vour hd had won by it himself. »

Yes, kquire. he continued, it's a great advantage é’e possess 18 manners.
It enablex us to visit the log-huts of the down-east settler, and the palace of
the nobles on free and easy tarms, to peddle in the one, and to do first chop

irfthe other. I rather pride myself on my manners, for [ have seen more of

the world than most men.  That you see, has provided me with small talk
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- for the women, and you might as well be without small change in tradin’ as
t small talk in courtin’ the galls. There is nothin’ a’most pleases womenkind
Iy like hearin’ men talk glib to them, unless it be to hear the sound of their
r own tongues. Then, Ilarnt psalmody to singin’ school, and havin’ naturally
t a good voice, can do base to the nines, and sing complete. Beautiful tunes
1 some o' them meetin’ house ones are too. There is old Russia; now that’s
e one you never get tired of; and Washington’s march is another, and so is
e Jim Crow Zionised. Lookin’ on the same musick book with the ladies brings
- heads together, and if you don’t put your bands on their shoulders or their
I waists you can’t see straight or stand steady toread. Many a match has been
v made afore"now in the night singin’ school. There is where I got my first
)- lesson in manners, tho’ father was always a preachin’ up of manners to me
i, too. Father, you know, was one of the heroes of Bunker’s Hill. He was a
y sargent at that glorious battle, and afterwards rose in Slickville to be & kur-
1! nel in the militia. He had qutet a military air about him had the old man.
{- and was as straight as a poker at seventy, and.arried his head as erect as the
- cap of a gate post. Flealways used to say, march,—halt,—right wheel,—left
n wheel,—quick step, and so on, to his hosses, to the last. He used to say you
e could always tell a military man by his walk, his talk, and his manners. In
e his walk he was stately, for it looked Lero like: in his talk, he swore a few,
e for it was the way of the camp; and in his manners Le was humble servant
e to the ladies, and haughty to the men, because one you fought for, and the
p other you fought with, Poor old man, he was always a-dingin’ this lesson in-
re to'my ears. Always look up, Sam, look up in manners, and look up in pol-
at iticks. In manners, said he, a man that looks down ain’t safe atall. It's a
e- sure sign of roguery and treachery. Such a crittur will either lie, cheat, or
s steal, or do some bad thing or another, you may depend. Never trust a man
h, that don’t hold up and look you in the face ; such a crittur knows his heart is
10 bad, and is afeerd you should see it through them are winders, his eyes.
n. Have nothin’ to do with himon no account. Look at Lawyer Slyware: well,
e is the most pious lawyer, and the most extortionate man in all Slickville.
‘*vnu'(] think butter wouldn’t melt in that feller’s mouth, and yet, when he’s
tinder the protection of the court, there ain't anything’too bad for him to lay
his tongue to in abusin’ folks, and where money is consarned, he is mean and
onreasonable. Some folks say his piety is jist a cloak, and nothin’ more, to
hide his claws; how thatis, | won’t say, but this [ know, he looks down, and
a- looks sideways, or any way but right up like a man at you full in the face,
‘h and such corn-crackers as that, let them be who they may, aren’t over safe in
of the dark, or in the woods, I know. You recollect old Southey Crowe, don't
88 yout Well, I'll tell you a story about him. IHe was one of those down-
at lookin’ skunks I was a-speakin’ of, and a more endless villain p’raps, theie
n- ain't this blessed day atween the poles than he was ; but you musn'’t let on to
rt any one about it that I said so, for he has left some children behind hjin that
d are well to do in the world, and different guess chaps from him altogether, and
\r- it would be a sin and a shame to hurt their feelin’s by a revival: but it’s as
m true as gospel for all that.
o When minister was first located here to Slickville,fie thought his hoss was
he the most everlastin’ cater he ever seed, for he used td eat more nor any two
a hesses in all the town, and, says he, to me, one day, kuyrnel, says he, what's
a- good for a hoss that has an onnateral appetite, do you know ? says he, for my
m hoss eats near a ton of hay a month.—It's worms, says I; nothin’ will make
fa- a hoss eat like the bgtts. —Well, what’s good for botts, said he 7—Well, says
I, chopped hoss-hair in thejr oats ain’t a bad thing nor a little tobacco, noth-
rs ' er; but I'll look at him and see what it is, for I never heerd tell of a hoss eat-
of in’ at that rate, at no tinret Well, the next mornin’ | goes out to the stable
op along with the minister, to see the hoss, and there had fallen’ a little chance
of of snow in the night and there was the tracks of a man quite plain, where he

Wk had carried off hay, and the seed and dust of the clover was scattered all about
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after him. Minister, says I, there’s the botts, sure enough: they have car-
ried off the hay by wholesale, but they’ve tookt afore the hoss got it tho’, and
no mistake: look at them are tracks.—Dear, dear, said he, only to think of
the wickedness of this world; who on airth could that be that was so vile ?
Southey Crowe, said I? 1'll put my head agin a cent it’s him, forin a gene-
ral way, 1 suspect them rascals that look down always, These are dark
ni%)l;ts now, I guess, for it’s in the old of the moon. and just the time for rogues
to be up and doin’, I'll keep watch for you to-night and see who he is. I'll
catch him, the villain, see if 1 don’t.—Well, don’t use your sword, nor your
histols nother, kuyrnel ; don’t apprehend him, nor slay him, nor hurt him, but
Jjust admonish, for I’d rather lose hay, hoss, and all, than not forgive the poor
sinner, and reclaim him. Oh, how my heart rejoices over a repentin’ sihner !
—DMinister, says I, for I felt my pride touched at his talkin’ that wgy of an

officer’s sword, as if it was nothin’ but a constable’s thief sticker, and had half

a mind to let the hay go to old Scratch, for all me ;—Minister, said 1, in a
dignified manner to him, m® sword, sjr, has been draw’d in my country’s
cause, and it shall never be disgraced by a meaner one. It is consecrated to
everlastin’ fame, and not to be defiled by the crop and gizzard ef a scoundrel.
Well, at night | takes my lantern, the same 1 had to dress by in the wars,
d goes and off shoes, and hides away in a vacant horse-stall near the door,
:zd Ei had hardly got all snugged away in the horse litter, and done swarin’
at the parfume Jf it, (for it ain't pretty to sleep in,) when, who should co
in but Southey Qrowe. Well, he ups into the loft in little less than half n
time, and pitchesjdown a considerable of a lock of hay, and then ties it up in
a bundle fit for cgrriage, and slips it over his shoulder like a knapsack, so as
to have his hnnd:freo to balance with in runnin’, and to help him climb the
fences, Well, g6 soon as he was ready he goes to the door, and opens it ; but
his bundle wnsin little grain too wide, and stuck a bit, and jist then, I outs
candle, and setg fire to hisload in several places. Assoon as he sees the light,
he gives a jerk{ forces the bundle through the doorway, and runs like old Nick
himself, as fas} as he could cut dirt, for Cuir life, and fancyin’ fome one was
a-pursuin’ of fim ; he never stopt to look behind him, but jist streaked it off
like u greased fhunderbolt. At last, the poor crittur was singed in airnest, and
"most suffocated, and he yelled and screamed most awful; he was a caution to
hear; and the faster he ran, the faster the flame burned, till at last the chord
give way, and down fell the burnin’ bundle. A few days arterwards he cameo
to minister, and confessed that he was the man, and said Heaven had sent
down fire to burn the hay on him as a warnin’ to him of the punishment to
" Well, what does minister do, the old goose, but

come for robbin’ a minister.
He said he

ups and tells him human means was used, as it was my lantern.
didn’t want to encourage superstition by pious frauds, and I don’t know what
all. It made me hoppin’ mad to see him act so like an old fool. well, what
was the consequence of all this nonsense 2 'Why, Southey got over his fright.
seein’ the Devil had no hand in it, and went nght at stealin’ agin.  He was
one of them fellers that always looks dewn, was Southey. Cuss 'em, there is
no trustin’ any of them.

Then he used to say, always look up in politicks, Sam, Now we have two
kinds of politicians, the Federalists, and the Democrats. The Federalists lool,
up, and are for a vigorous exccutive, for republican institutions, such as
Washington left us, for the state-tax for religion, and for enforeing law and
order—what you may call consarvatives, p'raps; and they appeal to men of
sense and judgement, and property, to the humane, liberal and enlightened
upper classes, and they want to see the reins of government in the hands
of such folks, because then we have some security things will be well ad-
ministered. Then we have the Democrats, fellers that look down ; who
try to set the poor agin the rich, who talk of our best men with contempt,
and hold ’em up as enemies to their country ; who say the Federalists are
aristocrats, tyrants, and despots, and appeal to the prejudices and passions
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of the ignorant, and try to inflame them ; who use the word Reform as a
catchword to weaken the hands of the government, to make every thing elec-
tive, and to take all power of good from the venerable senate (whose voice
they call an aristocratic whisper,) under pretence of restraining their power
for evil. 'These are mob politicians. They first incite and discontent the
mob, and then say the people must have a change of officers; and when
they get into office, they sacrifice every body and every thing to keep in.
This comes o’ lookin’ down.

‘These party leaders call the mob their tail, and they know the use of a
tail too as well as neighbour Dearborne’s rats did. Neighbour Dearborne
used to wonder how it was all his casks of molasseghad jist five inches draw’d
off, exactly, and no more, out of each cask. His store was well locked, and
well barred, and fastened up all tight and snug every day, and he was fairly
stumpt to know how the thieves geotin, and why they stole no more than
Jist five inches out of each, so what does he do but goes and gets up on the
roof of the store, and watches thro’ the skylight. ~ Well, he watched and
watched for ever so long, all to no purpose, and he was jist abput givin' it
up as a bad job, when he thought he seed somethin’ a-movin’, and he looked,
and what do you think he did see? Why, a few great big overgrow'd rats
come crawhin’ along the tops ofthe casks, and they jist dipt their tails through
the bungs into the ’lasses, and then turned to and licked 'em off clean. They
did, upon my soul!

Thisis jistthe way in politicks. Democratorliberal leaders make the same
use of their followers, their tail.  They make use of them to get a dip into the
good things, but they lick all up so clean themselves nothin’ was ever seen to
stick to the tail. See, too, what a condition religion is got into among these
down-lookin’ gentry. The Bible has got turned out of the common schools
all thro’ Slickville, because it offendes the scruples of them who never read
it and don’t know what it contains. 'To be religious is out of fashion now, it
ain't liberal. It ain’t enough with these demagogues to let every man wor-
ship his own way, but they must lock up the Bible from schools for fear it
will teach little children to be bigots. Now, Sam, migister would say, see
here : these same critturs, all over the world, belis_thé{r own politicks in
their own conduct. Let one of our dmnocrul-movem(kqt men go to Eng-
land, or any place where there are birds of the same feathers, and ask crec:t
for goods, and take a certificate of characterfrom the patriots, demago%ues,
and devils to home, and see what his reception will be. Sorry, sir, but have
more orders than we can axecute; don’t know these people that have sar-
tified your character ; may be good men, butdon't know them. Busy, sir,
—good mornin’. But let a man look up, and take a recommendation from
the first pot-hooks on the crane; from the governor und select men, and
the judges and minister, and me, the honourable Colonel Slick, command-
er-in-chief of the militia forces (a name well known in military circle), and
see what they'll say.—Ah ! this damned Yankee, (they will swear a few, for
they are as cross as a bear with a sore head since the lickin’ we give them
last war), he comes well sartified most respectable testi-mo-nies, all upper-
crust folks, high characters all. We can trust him, he'll do; 'tother feller’s
papers were rather suspicions ; this one’s will pass muster.—And yet, Sam,
our demecrat liberals tell the poor ignorant voters that these men whose
sartificates will pass all the world over, all the same as if they was onder oath,

am’t to be trusted in politicks at home. Fie on them, they know better, and
I wish with all my heart they was shipt clean out o’ the State down to No-
va Scotia, or some such outlandish place.

[ fixed one feller’s flint that camé a-canvassin’ the ather day for a demg-
crat candidate, most properly. Says he, Kuyrnel, says he, did you hear the
news, that infernal scoundrel Coke, the mayor, is nominated for governor ;
he is a cussed Federalist that, he is ne fn'cm] to his country ; 1 wouldn’t vote
for him for a hogreve.
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Upright magistrate, warn’t he? says I.—Why, yes, to give the devil his
due, I must say he was.

Brings his family up well, don’t he?7—W ell enough.

Good neighbour, ain’t he 7—Why, yes ; but what’s that to do with it? he
ain’t no friend to his country.

Not a bad lundlord, is he?/ I never heerd of his distressin’ his tenants,
did you 7—Why, no, I can’t say I did: but what's all that when it's fried ?

A good deal of money passes thro’ his hands, did you ever hear of any
complaints 7—I made no inquiries. I dare say there was, he hushed them
up.

A great friend to intarnal improvements, ain’'t he—rail-roads and them
sort of things 7—And well he may be, he owns a good deal of land in the
state and it will benefitit. The devil thank him!

Sees a good deal of company to his house : was you ever there 7—Why
no, says he, your Federalists are too proud for that ; but I wouldn’t go if he
was to ask me ; I despise him, for he is no friend to his country.

Ah'! says I, the cat's out of the bag now. This is mahogany patriotism ;
but who is your candidate 7—Well, he is no aristocrat, no federalist, no ty-
rant, but a rael right down reformer and democrat. He s a friend to his
country, and no mistake. It's Gabriel Hedgehog.

Him, said I, that there was so muchtalk about cheatin’ folksin his weights?
—That was never proved, said he ; let them prove that.

Exactly, says I, your objection to Coke is, that you never got so far as his
front door yet; and rhine to Gabrial Hedgehog, that I wouldn’t trust him
inside of mine at no rate. 'The Federalist, it appears, is an upright, hon-
ourable, kind, and benevolent man, discharging all his public and private
duties like a good man and a good member of society. You say he is a
friend to intarnal improvement because he owns much land ; for the same
reason, if for no higher or better one, he will be a friend to his country.
He has got somethin’ to fight for, that chap, besides lnus pay as a member and
his share of the plunder. I alwayslook up in politicks. 'Them are the sort
of men to govern us. Your man’s honesty is rather doubtful, to say the
least of it, and you and him want to level the mayor, and all others above
you, down to your own level, do you? Now, I don’t want4gegut no one
down, but to raise up (we bad cutiin’ down enough, graciod¥knows, at
Bunker’s Hill, Mud Creek, and Peach Orchard, in cuttin’ down the British).
Now, I know, it’s easier to cut others down than to raise yourselves, but it
tante so honourable. Do you and Hedgehog turn to and earn the same
reputation the mayor has, and as soon as you have, and are so much respect-
ed and beloved as he is, I'll vote for either or_both of you, for my maxim
always is to look up in politicks. .

Now, says I, friend,—attention—eyes right—left shoulders forward—
march ! and I walked him out of the house in double quick time ; T did by
gum! Yes, Sam, always look up,—Look up in manners, and look up n
poluticks.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE OLD MINISTER. -\

As we approached b‘li(:kville,‘&hv native town of the Clockmaker, he be-
gan to manifest great impatienca and an an extraordinary degree of excite-
ment. e urged on old Clay to the top of his speed, who, notwithstand-
ing all the care bestowed upon him, and the occasional aid of a steam-boat
whenever there was one running in the direction of our route, looked
muchthinner for this prodigious journey than when we left Halifax, Come,
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old Tee-total, said he, you are n-gq;m' home now, and no mistake. Hold
up your old oatmill, and see if you can’t snuff the stable at minister’s, if the
smell of these inion fields don't pyson your nose. Show the folks yon
hante forgot how to go. 'The weather, squire, ypu see, has been considera-
ble juic 'ierc lately, and to judge by the mud soine smart grists of rain has
fell, which has made the roads soapy and violent slippery; but if he can’t
trot he can slide, you'll find, and if he can't slide he can skate, and if he
breaks thro’ he can swim, but he can go somehow or another, or somehow
else. He is all sorts of a hoss, and the best live one that ever cut dirt this
side of the big pond, or t'other side other ; and if any man can show mea
hoss that can keep it up as he has done in the wild wicked trot clean awa
from Kent's Lodge, in Nova Scotia, to Slickville Conne'ticut, and eend it
with such a pace as that are, I'll give him old Clay for nothin’, as a span for
him. Go it, you old coon you--go it! and make tracks like dry dust in a
thunder storm. There now, that'sit, I guess! kit or miss, rtght or wrong,
tit, or no tit, that's the tatur ! O squire, he s A hoss, is old Clay, every inch
of him! Start him agin for five hundred mifes,and ygu’ll find he is jist the
boy that can do it. He’d make as short work of it as a whole battilion does
of a pint of whiskey at gineral tradin’. If you want to see another beast
like him in this world, put your spectacles on, and look as sharp as you darn
please, for I reckon he is too far off to see with the naked eye, at least I
could never see him yet.

But old Clay was not permitted to retain this furious gait long, for recog-
nition now became so frequent between Mr. Slick and his old friends, the
people of Slickville, that the last mile, as he said, * tho’ the shortest one of
the whole bilin’, took the longest to do itin by a jug full.” The reception
he met with on his return to his native land was a pleasing evidence of the
estimation in which he was held by those who best knew him. Nothing
could exceed the kindness by which he was greeted by his countrymen.
An invitation to a public dinner, presented by a des)u!utirm of select men,
as a token of their approbation of his * Sayings and Deings,” was, hewev-
er, so unexpected an honour on his part that his feelings nearly overpow-
ered him. Perhaps it was fortunate that it had that effect, for itenabled him
to make a suitable reply, which, under under any other circumstances, his
exuberant spirits and extravagant phraseology would have disqualified him
from doing. He suaid he was aware he owed this honour more to their
personal regard for him than for his own erits ; but tho' he conld not flat-
ter himself he was entitled to so gratifying a distinction, it should certainly
stimulate him to endeavour to render himself so. In our subsequent trav-
els he often referred to this voluntary tribute of regard and respect of his
countrymen in terms of great satisfaction and pride. He said there were
but three'days in his life that he could call rael tip-top ones: one was when
he was elected into the House of Representatives, and made sure he was
to be President of the United States; the second when, after finding his
mistake, he ceased to be a member, and escaped out of the menagerie ; and
the third, when he fouud himself thus publicly honoured in his native land.

The reception he everywhere met with was post kind and flattering ; but
Mr. Hopewell, the ex-minister of the parish, embraced him with all the
warmth and affection of a father. He pressed him most cordially and affec-
tionately to his bosom, called him his good friend, his kind hearted boy, his
dear and dutiful son. They were both affected to tears. He thanked hin
for having brought me to his house, to which he welcomed me in the most
hospitable manuer, and did me the favour to say, that he had looked for-
ward with much pleasure to this opportnnity of making my acquaintance.

The appearance of this venerable old man was most striking. In stature
he exeeeded the ordinary standard, and though not corpulent, he was suffi-
ciently stout to prevent an air of awkwardness attaching to his height. Not-
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withstanding his very great age, his voice was firm, and his gait erect. His \to se
i hair was of the most snowy whiteness, and his countenance, though furrow- isten
ed with age and care, gave evidence of great intelligence ard extraordinary on ity
i3 benevolence. His manner, though somewhat formal, like that of a gen- Al
1 tleman of the old school, was remarkably kind and prepossessing, and the rious
] general effect of his bearing was well calculated to command respect and —Ye
i conciliate affection. Those persons who have described the Yankees as a 'Spo
’ cold, designing, unimpassioned people, know but little of them or their do- in’ to
I mestic circles. T'o form a correct opinion of a people, it is necessary to see a-thir
i them at home, to witness their family reunions, the social intercourse of it, th
i friends, and, to use Mr. Slick’s favourite phrase, ‘ to be behind the scenes.” you i
E‘ \leever has been so favourcd as to be admitted on these_ intimate terms my p
iy in New England, has always come away most favourably impressed with man
1 what he has seen, and has learned, that n the thousand happy homes that my s
i are there, there are many, very many, thousands of kind, and good, and af- is an
fectionate hearts in them, to make them so. The temperature of Mr. anot|
1 Slick’s mind was warm, and his spirits buoyant, and therefore, though over- fault,
4 come for a time by various emotions, on the present occasion his natural asa
| gayety soon returned, and the appearance of Mr. Hopewell’s sister a maid- poor
el en lu(fy “of a certain age,” who resided with him, and superintended his eithe
| I | household, afforded him an opportunity of indemnifying himself. phers
o Is that aunt Hetty, sir 7 said he, addressing himself to * the minister’” with stitut
[ much gravity.—Why, yes, Sam, to be sure it is. Is she so much altered awfu
l | that you do notknow her? Ah, me! we are both altered—both older than Chur
g we were, and sadder too, Sam, since yon left us.—Altered ! I guess she it wo
e is, said Mr. Slick; I v'vouldn't fl-know'd her nnwh(eh;. Why, aunt Hetty ! Josht
R how do you do? What on airth have you done with yourself to look so poepl
i roungl!  Why, R'ou look ten years younger?—Well, if that don’t pass! and t
1y Vell, you ain’t altered then, Sam, said she,shaking him heartily by the hand, city fi
A not one mite or morsel ; you are jist as full of nonsense as ever; do behave, said b
By now, that's agood feller.—Ah! he continued, I wish I could alter as you do, head
B and that are rose bush of yourn onder the parlour winder; both on you the d:
§ 1 bloom afresh every month. Lord, if I could only manage as you do, grow due,
fit younger every year, [ should be as smart as a two-year-old soon ; then, low- Chris
i ering his vocie, he said, brought you a beau, aunty,—that’s the squire, there, guage
f —ain't he a beauty without paint, that? The sarvant maid stole his stays to tak
8 last night, but when he lm.u"vm on, he ain’t a bad figure, I tell you. The Lethi
A only thing against your taking such a fat figure, is, that you'd have to lace can p
i them stays every mornin’ for him, and that's no joke, is it7—Now, Sam, outa
iy said she, (colouring at the very idea of a gentleman’s tollet,) do behave, that’s you w
| a dear! The intire stranger will hear you, I am sure he will, and it will an idc
‘ ‘ make me feel kinder f«mlish to have you runnin’ on that way : ha’ doue, quenc
‘| now, that's a dear !—Sit your cap for him, aunty, he said, without heeding religic
her; he is a Blue-nose to be sure, but rub a silver-skinned inion on it, and yet in
it will draw out the colour, and make him look like a Christian. He is as less
soft as dough, that chap, and your eyes are so keen they will cut’right into the w
) him, like a carvin’-knife in a punkin’ pie. Lord, he’ll never know he has will be
1 lost his heart till he puts his ear to it like a watch, and finds it's done tickin's appea
Give me your presarves, tho’, aunty, when yon marry ; your quinces, and respir
4 damsons, and jellies, and what not, for you won’t want them no more. Noth- fits of
¥ in’ ever tastes arter lips. O, dear! one smack o' them is worth——. zeal, ¢
¢ Do get along, said Miss Hetty, extracting, at last, her hand from his, and ef- powel
i fecting her escape to her brother. What a plague you be! eccen!
It was a happy meeting, and at dinner,Mr. Slick’s sallies awakened many that it
along-forgotten smile on the face of his old friend, the minister. Itis delight- frantic
ful to witness the effect of a f’mmg and joyous heart upon one that has be- Josl
’ Ak come torpid with age, or chilled with the coldness and neglect of the world ; one, a
(1 L
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to see it winping it back to cheerfulness, warming it again into animated ex-
istence, and beguiling it of its load of care, until it brightens into reflecting
on its surface the new and gay images that are thus thrown upon it

After the cloth was removed, the conversation accidentally took a more se-
rious tarn.—So yon are going to England, Sam, are you? said Mr. Hopewell,
—Yes, minister, replied the Clockmaker, I am a-goin with the squire, here.
"Spose you go with us. You are a gentleman at large now you got noth-
in’ to do, and it will de you good; it will give you a new lease of life, I am
a-thinkin'. The allusipn to his having nething to de was, to say the least of
it, thoughtless and ill-thmed.—Yes, Sam, said he, evidently much distressed,
you say truely, I have nothin’ to do; but whose fault is that? Isit mine, or
my parishoners’? When my flock all turned Unitarians, and put another
man in my pulpit, and told me they hadn’t no further oceasion for me or
my services, was it the flock that wandered, or the shepherd that slept? It
is an aw(ul question, that, Sam, and one that must be answered one day or
another, as sure as you are born. I try to make wmyself believe it is my
fault, and I pray that it may be so considered, and that I may be accepted
as a sacrifice for them; for willingly would I lay down my life for them, the
poor deluded critters. Then, sometimes I try to think it warn't the fault of
either me or my flock, but the fault of them are good-for-nothin’ philoso-
phers, Jefferson, Franklin, and them new-school people, that fixed our con-
stitution, and fergot to make Christianity the coruer-stone. O, what an
awful affliction it is for a country, when its rules are not attached to the
Church of God! If poor dear old Gineral Washington had a-had his way,
it would have been different, and he told me so with tears in his eyes.
Joshua, says he, for him and me was very intimate; Joshua, says he, the
poeple ascribe all the praise of our glorious revolution to their own valor
and to me, because I am one of themselves, and are a-goin to build a great
city for a capital, and call it after me, Washington: but for Him, Joshua,
said he, a-pintin’ up to the skies with one hand, and devoutly oncoverin’ his
head with the other, but for him who upheld us in the hour of battle and in
the day of trouble—for Him, to whom all honcur, and praise, and glory is
due, what have we done 7 why, carefully excluded the power to endow
Christianity from every constitution of every state in the Union. Ourlan-
guage Js at once impious and blasphemous. W e say the Lord is better able
to take charge of the clergy than we are, and we have nho dounbt he will.
Let him see to them, and we will see to ourselves. Them that want religion
can pay for it. The state wants none, for it is an incorporated affair, with-
out a body to be punished, or a soul to be saved. Now, Joshua, said he,
you will live to see it, but I won’t—for I feel as if they was a-goin’ to make
an idol of me, to worship, and it kills me—you will see the nateral conse-
quence of all this in a few year. We shall run away from the practice of
religion into theory. We shall have more sects than the vanity of man ever
yet invented, and more enthusiasm and less piety, and more pretension and
less morals, than any civilized nation on the face of the airth. Instead of
the well-regulated, even pulsation, that shows a healthy state of religion, it
will be a feverish excitement or helpless debility. The body will sometimes
appear dead, as when in a trance ; a glass over the lips will hardly detect
respiration ; it will seem as if the vital epark was extinct. Then it will have
fits of idiotcy, stupid, vacant, and drivelling ; then excitement will inspire
zeal, genius, and eloquence, and while yon stand lost in admiration of its
powers, its beauty, and sublimity, you will be startled by its wildness, its
eccentric flashes, its incoherence ; and before you can make up your mind
that it has lost its balance, you will be shocked by its insanity, its horrible
frantic raving madness.

Joshua, said he, we ought to have established a Church, fixed upon some

one, and call it a national one. Not having done so, nothing short of a di-
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rect interposition of Pruvidence, which we do ngt deserve and therefors
cannot hope for, can save this great country from becoming a dependen-
cy of Rome. Popery, that is now only a speck in these States no bigger
than a man’s hand, will speedily spread into a great cloud, and cover this
land so that no ray of light can penetrate it: nay, itis a giant, and it will
enter into a divided house and expel the unworthy occupants. We toler-
ate Papists, because we believe they will inherit Heaven equally with us;
but when their turn comes, will they tolerate us whom they hold as Here-
tics? O, that we had held fast to the Church that we had '—the Church of
our forefathers—the Church of England. Itisa pure, noble, apostolical
structure, the holiest and the best since the days of the Apostles: but we
have not, and the consequence is too melanchely and too awful to contem-
plate. Was it for this, said he, I drew my sword in iny country’s cause ?
and he pulled the blade half out. Had I known what I new know,—and
he drove it back with such force, I fairly thought it would have come out
of t'other eend,—it shonld have rusted in its scabbard firsy, itsheuld, indeed,
Hopewell. Now, Joshua, said he,—and he oncovered his head agin, for
he was a religious man was Washington, and never took the Lord’s name
in vain,—-recollect these words: ‘“ visiting the sins of the fathers upon the
children, unto the third and fourth generation of them that hate me, and
showing mercy unto thousands of them that love me.”” May the promise be
ours; but, oh! far, far be the denunciation from us and our posterity!
Franklin, Joshua, has a great deal to_answer for. Snceess has made him
flippant and self-sufficient, and, hke.all self-taught men, he thinks he knows
more than he does, and more than any body else. 'If he had more religion
and less philosophy, as he calls scepticism, 1t would be better for him and
us too. He is ulways a-sayin’ to me, leave religion alone, Gineral : leave it
to the oluntary principle : the supply will abways keep pace with the demand.
It is the mazim of a peddler, Joshua, and onworthy of a statebman or a
Christian ; for in religion, nulike other things, the demand seldqm or nerer
precedes, but aknost invariably follows and increases with the sypply. “ An
ignorant man knoweth not this, neither doth a fool understandit.” I wish
he could see with his own eyes the effect of his liberality, Joshua, it would
sober his exultation, and teach him a sad and humiliating lesson. Let him
come with me to Virginia and see the ruinsof that great and geod establish-
ment that ministered to us in our youth as onr nursing mother,—let him ex-
amine the ninety-five parishes of the State, and he will find twenty-three
extinct, and thirty-four destitute, the pastors expelled by want, or vielence,
or death.

His philosophy will be gratified too, I suppose, by seeing the numerous
proselytes he has made to his enlightened opinions. In breaking up the
Church, these rational religromsts have adopted his maxims of frugality,
and abstained from destroying that which might be useful. The baptismal
fonts have been preserved as convenient for wartering horses, and the sa-
cred cup has been retained as a relic of olden time, to jgrace the convivial
board. 'There is no bigotry here, Joshua, no narrow prejudice, for reform-
ers are always men of enlarged minds. They have done their work like
men. They have applied the property of the Church to secular purposes,
and covered their iniquity under the cant of educating the poor, forgetting the
while that a knowledge of God is the foundation of all wwsdom. 'They have
oxtinguished the ery of the Church being in danger by extinguishing the
Church itself.  Vhen reformers talk of religious freedom as a popular tropic,
depend upon it they mean to dispense with religion altogether.  What the end
will be I know not, for the 1ssues are with Him from whom all good things
do come; but I do still indulge the hope all is not yet lost. Thongh the
tree be cut down, the roots are left; and the syn by day and the dew by
mght may nurture them, and new shoots may spring up, and grow luxu-
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riantly, and afford shelter in due season to them thatare weary and heavy-
laden: and even if the roots should be killed, the venerable parent stock
on the other side of the water, from which ours is the offset, is still in full
vigour: and new layers may yet*be laid by pious hands, which, under the
blessing of Heaven, shall replace our loss. Yes, even I, though lately in
arms against the English, may say, long may the maternal Church live and
flourish ! and may the axe ofthe spoiler neverbe laid upon it by sacriligious
hands: for I warred with their king,-and not against their God, who is my
God also.

Washington was right, Sam, continued Mr. Hopewell. We ought to
have an establishment and national temples for worship ; for He has said,
~ who is truth itself, *“ where I record my name, 1 will come unto thee and

bless thee.” Somehow, I fear his name is not legibly recorded here ; but
whose fault was this desertion of my flock, mine or them philosophers that
made the constitution?

I availed myself here of a slight pause in the conversation to give it an-
other turn, for the excitement was too much for a man of his great years
and sensibility. So I said I perfectly agreed with General Washington, of
whom I entertained as exalted an opinion as he did; but that the circum-
stances of the times were such, and the prejudices against every thing Eng-
lish so strong, it would have been utterly impossible for the framers of
the coustitution to have done otherwise than they did ; but, said I, with refer-
ence to your visiting England, since steam navigation has been introduced,
the voyage has been stripped of all its discomforts, and half its duration ;
and I am confident the trip would be as beneficial to your health as your
company would be instructive and agreeable to us. Have you ever been
there 7 Often, said he: oh,yes! I know, or rather knew dear Old Eng-
land well—very well ; and I had a great many friends and corespondents
there, among the bishops many dear very dear and learned friends; but,
alas! they are gone now,—and he took his spectacles off and wiped them
with his handkerchief, for a tear had dimmed the glasses,—gone to receive
the reward they have earned as good and faithful stewards. Let me see,
sald he, when was 1 there last? Oh! my memory fails me. [I'll jist step
into my study and get my journal; but I fear it was to give vent to feelings
that were overpowering him. When he had gone, Mr. 8lick said,—Ain’t
he a’most a-beautiful talker, thit, squire, even when he is a little wanderin’
in his mind, as he is now ? 'T'here is nothin’ he don’t know. He is jist a
walkin’ dictionary. He npt only knows how to spell every word, but he
knows its meanin’, and its root as he calls it, and what nation made it first.
He knows Hebrew better nor any Jew you ever see, for he knows it so
well he can read it backward. He says it's the right way ; but that's only
his modesty, far I've tried English backward and I can’'t make no hand of
it.  Oh! he'dwear a slate out in no time, he writes so much on things he
thinks on. He is a peg too low now. I'll jist give him a dose of soft-saw-
der, for old or young, men or women, high or low, every palate likes that.
I'll put him up if I ¢an to another note or so; but he is so crotchied, and
flies off the handle so, you hardly know where to touch him. 'The most
curious thing abont him is the way he acts about the stars. He has gin 'em
all names, and talks of 'em as if they were humans; he does upon my soul,
There is his Mars, and Venus, and Satarn, and Big Bear, and Little Bear,
and the Lord knows what all. 1 mind once I puthim into.a'mostanallfired
passion when he was talkin’ about 'em. 1 never see him in such a rage
before or since, for he didn’t speak for the matter of three minutes. When
he is mad, he jist walks up and dawn the room and counts a hundred ta
himself, and that cools him, for he says it's better to Im\'uimlhiu' to say than
sunthin’ to repent of. Well, this time, I guess, he counted two hundred,
for it was longer than common, afore he had added it all up and sumtotah-
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zed it. I'll tell you how it was. Him and me was a-siftin’ talkin’ over sprin,

nothin’ at all, jist as we are now, when all at once he getd up apd goes tq or pe

the winder, and presently sings out,—* Sam, says he, putiyogf hat on, m respe

boy, and let’s go and see Veanus dip to-night ;" but here hé cotes. I'll tell bave

you that are story seme other time, for here comes the O% Mjmister. ;‘eape\
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Sucu is the charm of manner, that it ofien happens that what we hear this is

with pleasure we aflerwards read with diminished satisfaction. I cannot direct

uow give the words of the Minister, for the memory seldom retains more work:

than the substance, and I am quite aware how mueh tifese conversations man ¢

lose in repeating. He was, as Mr. Slick observed, * the best talker I ever would

heard,” and I regretted that my time was so limited 1 had it not in my pow- atall

er to enjoy more of his seciety at that place, althongh I am not altogether © Thi

without hopes that as I have enlisted “ aunt Hetty” on my side, I have suc- cent ¢

ceeded in persuading him to accompany us to England. How delightful it ed to

would be to hear bis observations on the aspect o(gaﬂ'aiu there, to hear him grieva

contrast the-presont with the past, and listen to bis gonjectures about the No,

y fature. With such a thorough knowledge of man, and such an extensive for the

{ bxperience as he has had of the operation of various forms of government, that wi

s yy*predimions would appear almost prophetic. When he returned from the reb
is-study Mr. Slick rose and left the room in search of amusement in’the unavo

village, and I availed myself of the opportunity to gscertain his opinion re- this to

specting the adjoining colonies, for tﬁe constant interruption he received as a fi¢

from the Cleckmaker had a tendency to make his conversation too desulte- tunate
ry for ene whose ebject was instruction. I therefore lost ne time in asking not ea
him what changes he thought would be desirable to improve the eondition portur
of the people in British America and perpetuate the connexion with Eng- of thoi
land. ) courag
Ab, sir, said he, that word change is “ the incantation that calls fools inte The

a eircle.” It is the riddle that perplexes British statesmen, and the rock on marks
which they are constantly making shipwreck. They are like our friend the pet
Samuel, who changes his abode so ofien that removal has become necessa- have I
ry tohis veryexistence. A desire for political char:fce,like a fondness for trav- reform
el, grows with the indulgence. Whasyou want in the colonies is tranquility, not patron
change.— Quod petis hic est. You may change constitutions for ever, but ourab}
you cannot change man. He is still unaltered under every vicissitude, the a coloi
1 same restless, disconted, dissatisfied animal. Even in this pure unmixed of his
P democracy of’ ours he is as loud in his complaints as under the strictest des- of the
| i: ﬁotiam, nay, louder, for the more he is indulged the more intractable he and th
i ! } i ecomes. . The object of statesmen, therefore, should be, not to _utud{ what profest
| i i changes should'be conceded, but the causes that lead men to desire change. nues
: : The restlessness in the colonies proceeds not from grievances, for, with the are pre
: exeeption of atotal absence of patronage, they do not exist; bat it is caus- they p
g | ed by an uneasiness of position, arising from a want of room to move in. edto g
1 There is no field for ambition, no room for the exercise of distinguished a Lond
] { it talent in the provinces. The colonists, when comparing their situgtion with whose
By that of their more fortunate brethren in England, find all honour monopo- - thqugh
! | lised at home, and employment, preferments, and titles liberally bestowed colonis
4 B on men, frequently inferior in intellect and abilitg to themselves,. and this cies, se
i invidious distinction sinks deeper into the heart than they are willing to ac- A peer
li - knowledge themselves. Men seldom avow the real motive of their actions. reward
i A littleness of feeling is often in reality the source of conduet that claims to _ dischar
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spring from a virtue. A slight, an insult, or disappointment, jealousy, envy,
or personal dislike often find a convenient shelter in agitation, and a more
respectable name in patriotism. A manwhoquitshischurchin temper weuld
bave you believe he bas scruples of conscience, which he requires you to
respect; and he who rebels in the hope of amending his fortune aseribes
his conduct to an ardent love of country, and argevolion to the cause of free-
dom. Grievances are convenient masks under which to hide our real ob-
jects. The great question then is, what induces men in the provinces tore-
sort to them as pretexts. The cause now, as in 1777, in the absence of all
patronage, the impossibility there is for talent to rise—want of room—of
that employment tﬁa! is required forability of a certain description ; at Jeast,
this is the cause with those who have the power to influence,—to lead—to
direct public opinion. I allude only to these men, for the leaders are the
workmen and the multitude their tools. It is difficult to make an English-
man comprehend this. Our successful rebellion, one would have supposed
would not easily bave been forgotten ; but unfortunately, it was a lesson not
at all understood.

T'his was so novel a view of the subject, and the assertion that all the re-
cent complamts were fictitious, was so different from what I had apprehend-
ed to be the case, that I conld not resist asking him if there were no real
grievances in 1777, when his countrymen took up arms against us ?

No, sir, said he, none ; none of any magnitude except the attempt to tax
for the purpose of revenue, which was wrong, very wrong, indeed ; but if
that which was put forth as the moin one, had been the real cause, when it ceased
the,_rebellion would have ceased, also. But there was another, a secret and
unavowed; the more pow erful cause, the want of patronage. 1 will explain
this to you. Statesmen have always been prone to consider the colonies

* as a field reserved for the support of their dependants, and they are, unfor.

tunately, so distant from the parent state that the rays of royal favour do
not easily penetrate so far. r\‘uisy applicants, mercenary voters, and im-
portunate suitors at home, engross the attention and monopolise the fa¥our
of those in power, and provincial merit is left to languish for want of en-
couragement.

The provincials hear of coronation honours, of flattering distinctions, and
marks of royal favour ; but, alas! they participate not in them. A few of
the petty local officers, which they pay themselves out of their little revenue,
have long since been held their due, and, within these few years, I hear the
reformers have generously promised not to deprive them of this valuable
patronage in any case where itis not required forothers. Beyond this hon-
ourable parish rank no man can rise, and we look in vain for the name of
a colonist, whatever his loyalty, talent, or services may be, out of the limits
of his own country. The colonial clergy are excluded from the dignities
of the Church of England, the lawyers from the preferments of the bar,
and the medical men from practising out of their own country, while the
professions of the colonies are open to all who migrate thither. The ave-
nues to the army and navy, and all the departments of the imperial service,
are practially closed to them. Notwithstanding the intimate knowledge
they pessess on colonial subjects, who of their leading men are ever select-
ed to govern other provinces? A captain in a navy, a colonel in the army,
a Londoh merchant, oran unprovided natural son, any person, in short, from
whose previous edncation constitutional lJaw has been wholly excluded, “is
thqught better gnalified or more eligible for these important daties than a
colonist, while that department that manages and directs all these dependen-
cies, seldom contains one individual that hus ever been ont of Great Britain. )
A peerage generally awaits a Governor-General, but indifference or neglect
rewards those through whose intelligence and ability he is alone enabled to
discharge his duties. 'The same remedy for this contemptuous neglect ogs

*
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curs to all men, in all ages. When the delegate from the Gabii consulted
Tarquin, he took him 1nto his garden, and drawing his sword cut off the
heads of the tallest poppies. The hintwasnot lost, and the patricians soon
severally disappeared. When our agent in France mentioned the difficul-
ties that subgisted between us and Britain, the king significantly pointed to
a piece of ordnance, and observed it was an able negotiator, and the mean-
ing was too bhvious to be disregarded. When Papineau, more recently,
::;ged advice of the reformers in England he was told, “ Keep the glorious
example of the United States constantly in view ;” and an insurrection
soon followed, to destroy what his friend called ** the baneful domination.'’
The consequence of this oversight or neglect, as our revolution and the
late disturbances in Canada but too plainly evince, is, that ambition, disap -
ointed of its ]egitimate exercise, is 4pt, In its despair, to attempt the en-
ement of ils sphere by the use of the sword. Washington, it is well
known, felt the chilling influence of this policy. Having attained earlyin
life to great influence by the favour of his countrymen, not only without the
aid but against the neglect of the Commander-in-chief, he saw a regular,
and sometimes net a very judicious advancement, in the military operations
of America, of every man who had the good fortune netto be a celonist,
He felt that bis country was converted into one of the great stages at which
these favoured travellers rested for a time te reap the reward of their ex-
ile, and resume their journey up the ascent of life, while all those who per-
manently resided here were doomed te be statienary spectators of this mor-
tifying spectacle. Censcious of his own pewers, he smarted under this
treatment, and he who became too powerful for a subject, might, under a
wiser and kinder policy, have been transferred to a higher and more hon-
eurable position in another colony. Progressive advanceme?t, to which
his talents, and at one time his services, gave him a far bettef claim than
most governors can exhibit, would have deprived him of the motive, the
meang, and the temptation to seek in patriotism what was denied to merit
and to loyalty. History affords us some recent instances, in which the ad-
ministration in the parent state have relieved themselves of ‘‘ an incenve-
nient friend,” by giving bim an appointment abroad. Ambitions men who
attain to this inconvenient eminence th the colonies, might, with equal ad-
vantage to the country and themselves, be transferred to a more extended
and safer sphere of action in ether parts of the empire. No man now pre-
tends to deny, that it was the want of some such safety-valve that caused
the exploeion of these old colonies, that ‘now ferm the United States.
Patriotism then, as in all ages, covered a multitude of sins, and he who pre-
ferred like a Washington, a Jefferson, or an Adams, the command of armies,
the presidential chair of a great nation, and the patronage and other attri-
butes of royalty, to the rank of a retired planter, a practising provincial bar-
rister, or an humble representative in a local legislature, easily became a
convert to the doctrine that a stamp act was illegal, and a tax en tea an in-
tolerable oppression. When loyalty, like chastity, is considered, as it now
is, to be its own great reward, and agitation is decorated with so many bril-
liant prizes, it is not to be wondered at if men constantly endeavour to per-
suade themselves that every refusal of a request is both an arbitrary and un-
just exercise of power, that denial justifies resistance, and that resistance is
a virtue.
Iustead of conceding to popular clamour changes that are dangerous, it
is safer and wiser to give ambition a new direction, and 1o show that the
vernment has a disposition to L)alronise, as well as the power to punish.
t is unjust to the Queen and unkind to the Colonists to exhibit the image
of their Sovereign it no other attitude than that of an avenging despot ex-
acting obedience, and enforcing dependence. Royalty has other qualities
that appeal to the hearts of subjects, but parliamentary influence is toe
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jelfish and too busg, to permit statesmen to regard Colonists in any other
ight than the humble tenantry of the distant possessions of the empire.
rievances (except the unavowed one I have just mentioned, which is the
rolific parent of all that bear the name of patriots), fortunately do not ex-
ist; but ambitious men like hypochondriacs, when real evils are wanting,
often supply their place with lmaginaz ones. Provincialism and notional-
ity are different degrees of the same thing, and both take their rise in the
same feeling, love of country, while no colony is so poor or so small as not
to engender it. The public ordistinguished men of a province are public
roperty, and the people feel an interest in them in an inverse ratio, per-
aps, to their own individual want of importance. To those who have the
distribution of this patronage, it must be gratifying to know, that when this
is the case, an act of justice will always appear an act of grace.

Here we is agin, said Mr. Slick, who now entered the room. How am
you was, squire, how is you been, as Tousand Teyvils said to the Dutch
Governor. Well minister, did you find the date? When was it you was
to England last? Nothing could be more provokinf than this inter-
ruption, for the subject we were “’“‘i"gj uFon was one of great interest to
a colouist, and no opportunity occurred of reverting to itafterwards. The
change.of tropic, however, was not more sudden than the change of Mr.
Hopewell’s manner and style of speaking, for he adopted at once the fa-
wiliar and idiomatic language, to which Mr. Slick was more accustomed, as
one better suited to the level of his understanding.—It was in "85, said Mr.
Hopewell ; I havn’t been to England since, and that's fifty-five years ago.

* It's a long time that, isn’t it? How many changes have taken place sinee !

I don't suppose I should know it agin now.—Why, minister, said Mr.
Slick, you put me in mind of the Prophet.—~Yes, yes, Sam, said he, I dare
say [ do, for you are always a-thinkin’ on profit and loss. Natur' jist fitted
you for a trader. Dollars and cents is alwa(s uppermost in your mind.—
Oh, dear ! hereplied, [ didn't mean thatatall, I niean bim that goton Pisgah.
You have attained such a height as it mought be in years, you can see a
great way behind, and ever so far ahead. gYou have told us what’s afore us
in our great republic, now tell us what's afore England.—First of all, said
he, I'll tell you what'’s afore you, my son, and that is, if you talk in thatare
loose way to Britain, about sacred things and persons, you won’t be admit-
ted into no decent man’s house at all, and I wouldn’t admit you into mine if
I didn't know your tongue was the worstest part of you, and that it neither
spoke for the Kead or the heart, but jist for itself. As for the English em-
ire, Sam, its the greatest the world ever seed. The sun never sets on it.
’i‘he baaner of England floats on every breeze and ou every sea. 8o man
parts and pieces require good management and great skill to bind together,
for it tante a whole of itself] like a single stick-mast, but a spliced one com-
osed of numerous pieces and joints. Now, the most beautiful thing of
Sxe kind, not political, but mechanical, is a barrel. ‘I defy any one but a
rael cooper to make one so as to hold water, indeed, it tante every cooper
can do it, for there are bunﬂn’ coopers as well as bunglin’ statesmen.
Now, see how many staves there are in a barrel,—(do you mean a barrel
organ, said the Clockmaker, for some o’ them grind some very tidy staves
of times, I tell you.—Pooh ! said Mr. Hopewell)—how well they all fit, how
tight they all come together, how firm and secure the hoops keep them in
their places. Well, when it's right done, it don't leak one drop, and you
can stand it up on eend, or lay it down on its side, or roll it over and over,
and still it seems as if it was all solid wood. Not only that, but put it into
a vessel aid clap a thousand of them right a-top of one another, and the
won't squash in, but bear any weight you choose to put on them. Bat, he
continued, but sir, cut the hoops and where is youar barrels ?—(where is the
Jiquor 7 you should say, said Mr. Slick, for that is always worth a great deal
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more than the barrel, by a long chalk, and while you are a-talkin’ about agitati
cooperin’, I will jistso and tap that are cask of prime old Fast Ingy Ma- teams
deira, Captain Ned Sparm gave you.— Do, #aid Mr. Hopewell ; I am sor- they ti
ry I didn’t think of it afore; but doti"t shuke it Sam, or you'll ryleit). - Well, n
eir, where is your barrel? why, a heap of old iron hoops and wooden staves. had so
Now, in time, the heat of the sun, and rollin’ about, and what not, shrinks as it w
a cask, as a matter of course, and the hoops all loosen, and you must drive agrees
them up occasionally, to'’keep all tight and snng. A little attention this way, (and fi
and it will last for ever a’'most. Now, somehow or another, the British ap- one, al
ear to me of late years to revarse this rule, and instead of tightening the bond ¢
{:oops of their greatbody polotic, as they had ought to do, they loosen them, that b
and if they continue to do s0 much longer, that great empire will tunble to
pieces as sure as we are a-talkin’ here.

Now, one of the great bonds of society is religion—a national pstablish-
ment of religion, one that provides, at the expense of the State, for the re-
ligious education of the poor,—one that incujcates good morals and sound
doctrines,—one that teaches folks to honour the King, at the same time that
it commands them te fear God,— one that pireaches humility to the rich,
deference to the poor, and exacts from both an obedience to the laws,—one ¢
that seeks the Iig!)t it disperses to others from that sacred source, the Bible ; penen
and so far from being ashamed of it, from excluding it from schools, says to
all, * Search the Scriptures,””—one, in short, that makes people at once
good men, good Chrigtians, and good subjects. They have got this to Eng- . rose fi
and, and they are happy enough to have it in the Colenies. It's inler-
woven into the State o beautiful and yet soskilful, that while the Church is
not political, the State is religious. 'T'hgir is nothin like their Liturgy in any
language, por, never will be again ; and all good men moy be made better ]
for their Book of Prayers,—a book every Protestant ought to revere,—for far fro
them that compiled it laid down theirlives for it. It was written in the blood
of Martyrs, and not like some others I'could tell you of, in the blood of mis-
erable rictims. Now, when 1 see ten protestant bishops cut off at one fell
swoop from Ireland, where they are so much needed, I say you are loosenin’
the hoops. When I see aid withdrawn from the Colonial Church, their tem-

oralities interfered with, and an attempt made to take away the charter
Eom itscollege to Windsor, Nova Scotia.—when1 hear that the loyal colonists
say (I hope the report ain’t true) that they are discouraged, agitators boast
they are patroniged, and rebels runnin’ about with pardons in their hands,--
when I hear there ain't difference enough made between truly good con-

servative subjects and factious demogogues, I say you are loosenin’ the hoops,: |
and when | hear all talk and no cider, as the sayg# is, said Mr. Slick, who emetic

just then returned with some of the old wine from the celler, I say it’s dry 3t tant
work ; so here’s to you, minister, and let me advise you to moisten them are what ¢
staves, your ribs, or your hoops will fall off, I tell you. Put a pint of that told y«
are good old stuft’ under your waistcoat every day, and see how beauntiful onbea
your skin will fit at the end of a month. You might beat a tattoo on itlike done {
a drum.—Yon give your tongue a little too much license, Sam, said Mr. alwayi
Hopewell ; but, equire, he is a sort of privileged man here, and 'l don’t lovely
mind him. Help yourself, if you please, sir; here is a pleasant voi;a e to has, ar
you, sir. -As I was a-sayin’, when I heard it said to the bench of bishops 18 mad
‘“ put your house in order, for your days are numbered,” I say you are more tractec
than loosenin’ the hoops, you are stavin’ the cask.—There are some things ters ar
I don’t onderstand and some things 1 hear I don’t believe. Iam no politi- what |
cian; but 1 shotﬂdke to go to England, if I warn’t too old, to see into the fact ; |
actual state of things. How is it there is a hoop loose to Newfoundland, an- alterec
other to West Ingies, and balf-a-dozen to Canada, another to the East, and he had
one in almost every colony 7 How is it there is chartism and socialism in asall t
England, secret associations in Ireland, rebellion in your Provinces, and may t
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agitation everywhere ! The hoops want tightenin’. The leaders of all these
teams are runnin’ wild because the reips are held teo loose, and because
they think the state-coachmen are afeerd on 'em.—I hear they now talk of
responsible government in the Colonies ; is that true, sir 7—I replied that it
had some advocates, and it was paturalit should.—Al men like power; and,
as it would place the gevernors in subjection te be governed, it, was too
agreeable a privilege net to be desired by populaf leaderssx—That, said he,
(and few men livin’ knew more nor I do about colonies, fot I was born in
one, and saw it grow and ripen into an independent state,) that is the last
bond of unien between Great Britain and her eolonies. Let her sever
that bond, and she will find she resembles—the barvel without hoops.

CHAPTER XX.
fACl;‘A WOMAN.

Tais was the day fixed for out departure, and I must say I never felt so
much regret at leaving any family I had known for so short a time as I ex-
perienced on the present occasion. Mr. Sliek, I am inclined to think, was
aware of mg' feelings, and te prevent the formality of bidding adien, com-
menced a rhodomontade conversation with aunt Hetty. As soon as we
rose from the breakfast-table, he led her to one of the windows and said,
with a solemnity that was quite ludicrous,—He is very ill indéed ; he looks
as sick as death in the primer: I guess it's a gone goose with him.

Who isill? said aunt Hetty, in great alarm. He is up atree ; his flint is
fixed, you may depend. Wha, Sam ? tell me, dear, whois it. - And he so
far from home ; ain't it horrid? and pysoned, too, and that in minister's

house. Lord, S8am, how you frighten a boéi! who is pysoned? The
8.

uire, aunty ; don’t you see how pale he loo Pysoned, O, for ever!

ell, I want to know ! Lawful hel!m alive, how ceuld he be pysoned?
O Sam! T'll tell you: I've got it now. How stapid it was of me not to ask
him if he could eat them ; it's them presarved strawberries,—yes, yes, it’s
the strawberries. They do pyson-some folks. There was sister Wood-
bridge’s son’s wife’s youngest darter that she had by the first marriage, Pru-
dente. Well, Pruc{o':nce never could eat them: they algys brought
on—,

Oh'! it's worse nor that, aunty ; it ain’t strawberries, tho’ I know they
ain’t good eatin’ for them that don’t like them. It's—. And a mustard
emetic was the onliest thing in natar’ to relieve her. It made her—. Oh'!
it tante them, it’s love : you've killed him. Me, Sam ! why how yon talk !
'what on airth do you mean 7—You've killed him as dead as a herring. I
told you your eyes would cut right into him, for he was as soft as a pig fed
onbeach-nutsand raw potatoes ; but you wouldn’t believe me. Oh! you've
done the job for him: he told me so hisself. Says he, Mr. Slick, (for he
always calls me Mr. he is so formal), says he, Mr. Slick, you may talk of
lovely women, but I know a gall that is a heavenly splice. What eyes she
has, and what feet, and what a neck, and what a—. Why, S8am, the man
is mad: he has taken leave of his senses.—Mad! I guess he is—ravin’ dis-
tracted. Your eyes have pysoned him. He says of all the affectionate sis-
ters and charming women he ever seed, you do beat all.—Oh! he means
what I once was, Sam, for I was considered a likely gall in my day, that's a
fact ; but, dear o’ me, only to think times is altered.—Yes; but you ain’t
altered ; for, says he, for a woman of her great age, aunt Hetty is—. Well,
he hadn't much to do, then, to talk of my advanced age, for I am not so old
as all that comes to nother. He is np gentleman to talk that way, and you
may tell him so.—No, I am wrong, ha didn’t say great age, he said: great
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beauty : she is unaffected. —Well, I thought he wouldn't be so rude as to
remark on a lady’s age.—Says he, her gray hairs suit her complexion.—
Well, I don’t thank him for his impedence, nor you nother for repeatin’sit.
—No, I mean gray eyes. He said he admired the eyes: gray was his col-
our.—Well, 1 thonght he wouldn’t be so vulgar, for he is a very pretty man,
and a very polite man too; and I don’t see the blue nose you spoke of, noth-
er.—And, says he, if I could muster courage, 1 would propose—. Bat,
Sam, it's so sudden. Oh, dear! I am in such a fjuster, I shall faint.—1I shall
propose for her to-——. Oh! I never could on such short notice. I have
nothing but black made up; and there is poor Joshua—. 1should propose
for her to accompany her brother—. Well, if Joshua would consent to go
with us, but, poor soul! he couldn't travel, I don’t think.—To accompany
her brother as far as New York, for his infirmyies require a kind nurse.—
Oh, dear ! is that all? How mighty narvous he is. I guess the crittur is
pysoned sure enough, but then 1t’s with affection.—Come, aunty, a kiss at
artin’. We are %ﬁ,,.good-bye; but that was an awful big hole you made
in his heart too. You broke the pane clean out, and only left the sash.
He’s a caution to behold. Good-bye! And away we went from Slick-
ville.
During our morning’s drive the probability of a war with England was
talked 05 and in the course of conversation Mr. Slick said, with a grave

face, Squire, you say we Yankees boast too much; and it ain’t improbable
we do, seein’ that washave whipped the Ingians, the French, the British,
the Spaniards, the Algerines, the Malays, and every created erittur a’most
that dared to stand afore us, and try his band at it. So much successise’en
a’'most enough to turn folks’ heads and make 'em a little consaited, ain’t it ?
Now give me your candid opinion, I won't be the leastest morsel offended,
it" you do give it agin’ us; bnt speak onresarved, Who do {ou think is the

bravest people, the Yankees or the British 7 I shouldlike to hear lZour mind
upon it.—They are the same peoplg, I said, differing as little, perhaps, from
each other as the inhabitants of any two counties in England, and it is deep-
ly to be deplored that two such gallant nations, having a common origin and
a common language, and so intimately connected by the ties of consanguin-
ity and mutual interest, should ever imbrue their bands in each other’s
blood. A war between people thus peculiarly related is an unnaturalspee-
tacle, that no rational man can contemplate without horror. In the event
of any future contest the issue will be as heretofore, sometimes in the favour
of one and sometimes of the other. Superior dicipline will decide some
engagements, and numbers others ,while accidental circnmstances will turn
the scale in many a well-fought field. If you ask me, therefore, which I
conceive to be the braver people of the two, I shall unquestionably say
neither can claim pre-eminence. All people of the same stock, living in a
similar climate, and having nearly the samne dietand habits must, as a matter
of course, possess animal conrage as nearly as possible in the same dggree.
I say habits, because we know that in individuals habits have a great deal
to do with it. For instance, a soldier will exhibit great fear if ordered to
reef a topsail, and a sailor if mounted on the—

Well, well, said he, p’raps you are right; but boastin’ does some good
too. Only get people to think they can do a thing and they can do it. The
British boasted that one Englishman could whip three Frenchmen, and it
warn’t without its effect in the wars, as Bonaparte know'd to hiscost. Now,
our folks boast, that one Yankee can walk into three Englishinen; 4nd,
some how or another, 1 kinder guess they will—try to do it at any rate.

For my part, [am pretty much like father, and he used to say, he never
was afeerd of any thing on the face of the airth butawoman. Didl evx
tell you the story of father’s courtship 7—-No, I replied, never; your stoe
of anecdotes is inexhaunstable, and your memory so good you never fallin-
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to the common error of great talkers, of telling your stories a second time.
I should like to hear it.—Well, said he, it ain’t an easy story to tell, for
father always told it with variations, accordin’ to what he had on board at
the time, for it was only on the annivarsary of his weddin’ he used to tell it,
and as there was a considerable brag about father, he used to introduce new
flourishes every time, what our singin’ master in sacred melody, Doldrum
. Dykins, used to call grace notes. Sam, he'd say, I have been marriad this
day,—let me 8ee, how many yearsisit? Do you recollect, Polly dear 1—
VJhy, says mother, I can't say rightly, for I never kept a tally, butit’s a con-
siderable some tho’ I estimate. (She never would answer that question,
Eoor dear old soul ! for women don't like to count arter that if they can
elp it, that's a fact).—~Well, says father, it's either eight or nine-and-twenty
ears ago, I forget which.—it's no such thing, says mother, quite snappish-
y; Sam is only twenty-one ldst Thanks-giving-day, and he was borne jist
nine months and.one day arter we was married, so there now. (Ft!f\e:
gives me a wink, as much as to say, that's woman now, Sam, all over, ain’t
1t 7)—Well, your mother was eighteen when we was married, and twenty-
one years and nine months and one day added to that makes her near hand
to fort——. Never mind what it makes, says mother, but go on with your
story, whatever it is, and snmtotalizeit. Youare like Doldrum Dykins, he
sings the words of each varse over three times.—Well, said he, this J will
say, a younger-lookin’ bloominer woman of her age there ain’t this day in
al(SlickviIle, no, nor in Conne’ticut nother.—Why, Mr. Slick, says moth-
er, layin’ down her knittin’ and fixin’ her cap—how you talk !—Fact, upon
my soul, Polly ! said he ; but, Sam, said he, ifﬂrou'd a-seed her when I first
know’d her, she was a most super-superior gall, and worth lookin’ at, I tell
you. She was a whole team and a horse to spare, a rael screamer, that's
a fact. She was a-most a beautiful piece of woman-flesh, fine corn-fed,
and 8how'd her keep. Light on the foot as a fox, cheeks as fair as a peach
and’ hard as an apple, lips like® cherries—Lick! yon wouldn’t see such
a gall if you was to search all the factories to Lowell, for she looked as if
she could e’en a’'most jump over her own shadow, she was so tarnal wirey.
Heavins! how springy she was to a wrastle, when we was first married.
She always throw’d me three or four times at first hand runnin’; in course
I was stronger, and it generally eended in my throwin’ her at last ; butthen
that was nateral, seein’ she was the weakest. Oh! she wasa rael doll ! she
was the dandy, that's a fact.—Well, I want to know, said mother, did you
ever? a-trying to look cross, but as pleased as any thing, and her eyes fairly
twinklin’, agin to hear the old man’s soft-sawder: Why the inan is tipsy, to
talk that way afore the boy ; do, for gracious sake ! bei;ave, or 'll go right

out; and then turnin’ to me and fillin’ my glass, do drin:{ dear, says she,

you scem kinder dull. —Well, she was the only created cfittur, says he, I
ever seed I was darnted afore.—You got bravely over itany how,says moth-
er.—Courtin’, says he, Sam, is about the hardest work I know on ; fightin’
is nothin’ to it. Facin’ ball, grape, or bullet, or baganut, as we did-at Bun-
ker's Hill, is easy when a man is used to it, but facin’ a woman is—it's the
devil, that's a fact. When I first seed her she filled my eyes chock full ; her
pints were all good ; short back, good rate to the shounlder, neat pastern,
full about the .—There you go agin, says mother; I don’t think youn
one bit for talkin’ of me as If I was a filly, and I won't stay to hear it, so
therenow : I believe, in my soul, you are onfukilized—Well, I reconnoitred
and reconnoitred for ever so long, a-considerin’ how I was to lay siege to
her,~—stormin’ a battery orescaladin’ a redoubt is nothin’ to it, I have done it
fifty times.—Fifty times ! says mother, lookin’arch to him, for she was kind-
er gort wrathy at bein’ talked of as a horse.—Well, says father, forty
times at any rate. Forty times ! says mother ; that’s a powerful number.—
Well, d—nit! twenty times then, and more too.—Twenty times ! said she ;
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did our folks storm twenty batteries all together '—Why, tarnation ! says
father, I suppose at last you'l say I warn't at Bunker’s gill at all, or Mud
Creek, or the battle atween the outposts at Peach Orchard 7 —Or
chargin’ Elder Salmon Longstafi’ssheep, says mether.—Well, by the tarnal!
says father, who bopped with rage like a ravin! distracted parched pea; if
that bean’t Pilikilar I dm a punkin, and the pigsumay do their prettiest with
the. Didn’tI tell you, Sam, nothin’ cbuld come up toa woman !— Except
a filly, says mother ; now don’t compare me to a hoss, and talk of pintsthat
ain’t to be thought of, much less talked of, and I won't,jibe you about your
champaigns, for one thing is sartain, no man ever doubted your courage,
and Gineral Gates told me so himself. Polly, says the Gineral, if you take_
Sargeant Slick, you take a hero.—Well, says father, quite mollified by that
are title of hero, Gates was a good judge, and a goed feller too. Fill your
glass, Sam, for I always calculate to be merryon thisnight ; and, Polly dear,
you must take a drop too: if we do get warm sometimes, makin’ up seems
all the sweeter for it.

Well, as [ was a-sayin’, I studjed every sort of way bow I should begin ;
so at last, thinks I, a faint heart never won a fair lady ; so one Sabbath day,
I brushed up my rigimentals and hung old Bunker gy m{ side, and ironed
out my hat anew, and washed the feathers in milk till it looked as well as
one jist boughten, and off I goes to meetin’. . Well, I won’t say I heerd
much of the sarmon, because I didn’t; butI know it was a little the Iongelt
1 ever sot out ; and When we was dismissed, I was e’en a’most sorry iy was
over, I was so discomboborated, and I breathed as short «s if I had a/been
chasin’ of the British all day ; but at last I moved out with the erowd, and
movin' sot me all to rights agin. So I marches up to Polly Styles,—that
was your mother that 1s,—mornin’, says I, Miss Styles, and I gave her a
salute.— W hy, Slick, says she, how you talk ! you neverdid no such a thing:
jist as if I would let you salate me before all the folks that way.—I did tho’,
upon my soul, says father.—I'll take my Bible-oath, says mother, there is
not a word of trath in it.—Why, Polly, says father, how can you say so?
I brought both feet to the first position this way, (and he got upon the floor
and indicated ; then I came to attention this way, (and he stood as stiff as a
poker, he held his arms down by his side quite straight, and his head as erect
as a flagstaff), then I brought up my right arm with a graceful aWeer, and
without bendin’ the body or movin’ the head the least mite or morsel in

hat, (and he indicated again).—Oh, says mother, that salute, indeed ! T-de-
tract, I recollect you did.— That salute ! says father : why whatsalute did you
mean 1—W hy, says mother, colourin’ up, I thought you meant that—that—
that—never mind what I meant.—Oh, ho! says father, I take, I take; talk
of asalute, and a woman can’t think of any thing else but a kiss. It’s the
first thing they think of in the mornin’ and the last at night.—Go on with
yourfstory, and cut it short, if you please, says mother, for it's gettin’ rather
tedious.—Mornin’, says I, Miss Styles, how do you do 7—Reasonable well,
I give you thank, says she, how be you —Considerable, says I. When
that was done, the froth was gone, and the beer flat; I couldn’tthink of an-
other word to say for mindin’ of her, and how beautiful she was, and I
walked on as silent as if I was at the head of my guard. At last, says your
mother,—Is that splendid rigimental you have on, Mr. Slick, the same you
wore at Bunker's Hill 7—Oh, dear! what a load that word took off my
heart; it gave me somethin’ to say, tho’ none of the clearest.—Yes, Miss,
says I, it 1s; and it was a glorious day for this great republic,—it was the
cradle of our liberty.—Well done ! Slick, says her father, as he rode by jist
at that moment; you are gettin’ on bravely, talkin of cradles already.—
Well, that knocked me all up of a heap, and sot your mother a-colourin’ as
red as any thing. I hardly know what I said arter that, and used one word
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for another like a fool. We had twenty thousand as fine gallant youn
lls there, says I, that day as ever I laid eyes on.— T wenty thousand ! sai

olly, do tell! 'Why, what on airth was they a-dein’ of there 7—In arms,
says |, a-strugglin’ for their liberty.— And did they git away ? said she, a-
laughing.—Poor things! said I, many of them, whose bosoms beat high with
ardor, were levelled there that day, 1 guess.—Why, Mr. Sliek, said she, how
you talk !—Yes, says I, nine of them from Charlestown accompanied me
there, and we spent the night afore the ingagement in the trenches without
a blankit to cover us.—They had little to do to be there at such an hour with
you, said Polly.—Little to do! said I ; you wouldn’t have said so, Miss, if
you had a-been there. You'd a-fi und that lyin’ exposed .—I don’t want
to hear no more about it, said she } let’s join mother, and 'l axe her about it.
—Do, said [, and she’ll te)l you they felll on a bed of glory.—Mother, says
Polly, Sargeant Slick says there were twenty thousand galls at Bunker's
Hill; did you ever heer tell of it afore 7—Men, says 1.—No, galls, said she.
—No, men, says I.—T wenty thousand galls, they all repeated ; and then
they laughed ready to kill themselves, and said, what onder the sun could put
such a crotchet as that are into your head —Miss, says |, if I did say so
~——.—Oh! you did, said she, and you know it.—If I did say so, it was a
mistake ; but that put it into my head that put every thing else out.—And
what was that? said she.—Why, as pretty a gall, said I, as—— —Oh!
then, said she, they was all galls in the trenches, after all? I won't hear no
more about them at no rate. Good-by’e !— Well, there I stood luokin’ like
a fool, and feelin’ a proper sight bigger fool than I looked.—Dear heart ! sa
mother, gittin’ up and goin’ %ehin him, and pattin’ him on the cheek,—did
she make a fool of him then ?—and she put her arm round his neck and kiss-
ed him, and then filling up his tumbler, said —go on, dear—Well, it was
some time, afore I recovered that misstep : and whenever | looked at her
arterwards she larfed, and that confused me more ; so that [ began to think
at last it would be jist about as well for me to give it up asa bad bargin, when
one Sabbath-day [ observed all the Styles’sa commin’ to meetin’ except Polly
who staid to home; so [ waits till they all goes in, and then cuts off hot foot
for the river, and knocks at the door of the house, tho’ I actilly believe my
heart beat the loudest of the two. Well, when I goes in, there sot Polly
Styles that was, {our mother that is, by the fire, a-readin of a book. ~Goin’
to meetin 1 says [.—I guess not, said she; are you?—I gness not, said I.
Then there was a pause. We both looked into the fire. ﬁdon’t know What
she was a-thinkin on; but I know what I was, and that was what to say
next. Polly, said I.—Did you speak ? said she.—I—I—I—it stuck in my
throat.—Oh | said she, I thought you spoke.—Then we sot and looked into
the coals agin.

At last she said,— What couple was that called last Lord’s-day %—1I dont
mind, said I; but I know who | wish it was —Who ? said she.—Why me
and somebody else.— Then why don’t you and somebody clse get called then ?
said she.—[—I—I—it stuck agin in my throat. If 1 hadn’t been so bother-
ed advisin’ of m{self, I could have got it out, I do suppose; but jist as I was
a-goin topeak, I couldn’t think of any words; but now's your lime, it's a
grand chance. Arter a while, says she,—Father will be to home soon, I'm
a thinkin’; meetin’ must be near out now.—Likes asnot, says |. Presently
up jumps Polly, and says,—Egtertainin’ this, ain’t it 1 &'pose’n you read me
a sarmgn, it will give us somethin’ to talk about.—And afore I could say a
in’ it, she put a book jnto my hand, and said,—Begin, and threw
herself| down on the settee.—Well, | had’ntread a page hardly afore she was
asleep/ and then I laid down fhe book, and says | to myself, says I, whay
) do next 7 and I had jist got a speech ready for her, when she woke up,
and rubbin’ her eyes, said, »~1 am 'most afeerd | give you a chance of a fogfeit
by Qappin’ arter that fashion ; but, as luck woulﬁ have it, you was tog_bus

. I'll take care ndt to do so agin. Go on, if you please, lir.---VV'ol{l
10
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I n to read a second time, and hadn’t gone on above a foew minutes afore
a little wee snore showed me she was asleep agin. Now, says I, to myself,
arter such an invitation as she gin me about the gloves, I am d—d if 1 don’t
try for the forfeit while ghe is asleep.—I didn’t give no such insjtation at all

about the gloves, says piother ; don’t believe one word of it; it'y jist an in-
vention of his own. en like to boast, and your father is he greatest brag-
er livin’ out of the twenty thousand galls that was at Bunker's Hill. —Pol-
y, says father, it’s matdral to deny it, but it's true for all that.—Well, says 1
to myself, says I, suppose it was the devil or a Britisher that was there, éer-
nt Slick, what would you do? Why, says I to myself, for answaer, says
, I would jist shut my eyes and rush right at it, and with that I plucked up
courage and run right to the settee full split. Oh, dear! the settee warnt
strong enough.—Lawful heart | says mother, what a fib! did youever? well,
I never did hear the beat of that; it's all made out of whole cloth, I declare.
—'The settee warn’t strong enough, said father. It broke down with an
awful smash, your mother, Polly Styles that was, kickin’ and screamin’ till
all was blue agin. Her comb broke and out come her hair, and she looked
as wild as a hawk.—Gloves! says .—You shan’t, says she.—I will, says L.
—In arms a-strugglin’ for their liberty, says her father, who jist, then come
.in from meetin'.—Polly squeeled like a rat in a trap, and cut and run out of
the room full chisel.—Dear, dear, said mother, what will he say next, I
wonder.—And then the old man and me stood facein’ one another like two
strange cats in a garrgt.

An accident, says I; so I [perceive, says he.—Nothin’ but lookin’ for a pair
of gloves, says I.—As you and the nine galls did at the trenches, at Bunker’s
Hill, said he, for the bfankit.-l\'ow friend Styles, said I.—Now friend Slick
said be,—It warn't my fault, says I.—Certainly not, says he ; a pretty if
at home, family out; used to twenty thousand galls in war, it’s nateral to
make love in peace: do youtake 1—Well, says I, it does look awkward, I
confess.—Very, says he. Well, Slick. says he, the long and short of the
matter is, you must either marry or fight.—Says I, friend Styles, as for fight-
in,Bunker’s Hill, Mud Creek, and Peach Orchard, are enough for any one
roan, in all conscience ; but I'll marry as soon as you please, and the sooner
the better.—So I should think, said he.—No, no, neighbour Styles, said I,
you don’t’do me jusfice, you don't indeed ; I never had courage to put the
question yet.—Well, if that don't cap all! says mother; that beats the bugs ;
it does fairly take the rag off —A man, says Mr. Styles, that has had nine
ladies in the trenches with him all night, in arms a-strugglin’ for liberty, with-
out a blankit to cover them, to talk of not havin’ courage to put the question,
is rather too good. Will you marry 7—1I will, says I, and only jist too happy
to——.—You shall be called, then, this blessed arternoon, said he, so stay
dine, son Slick.—Well, to make a long story short, the thing turned out bet-
ter than | expected, and we were spliced in little befer than half no time.
‘That was tho first and last kiss | ever had afore we was married, Polly was
so everlastin’ coy ; but arterwards she nev .—Not one word more, says
mother, to your peril, not one word more, and she'got up and shook her knit-

tin’ at him quite spunky. Most o’.that ure story §v&is an inventiod of your
own, jist a mere brag, and I won't hear no more. *

I don’t mind a joke when we are alone, but I won’t hear nothin’ said afere
that are boy that {emns his respect for his mother the leastest grain, so there
now.— Well, well, says father, have it your own way, Polly, dear; I have
had my say, and I wouldn’t ryle you for the world, for this I will say, a most
an excellent wife, dependable friend, and whiskin’ housekeeper you have

made to me, that's sartain. No man dont't want no better, that's a fact.
She hadn’t no ear for music, Sam, but she had a capital eye for dirt and for
poor folks, that’s much better. No one never seed as much dirt in my house,
as a fly couldn’t brush off with his wings. Boston galls may boast of their
spinnets, and their gytars, and their eyetalian airs, and their ear for musicy
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but give me the gall, I say, that kas an eye for dirt, for she is the gall for my
money.

But to cventuate my story. When the weddin' was over, Mr. Styles, that
was your grandfather that is, come up to me, and tappjn’ me on the sheulder,
says he Sﬁ:k, says be, every body knew you was a hero in the field, but I
actilly did not think you was such a devil among the galle. Nine of them iw
the trenches at one time, in arms, a-strugglin’ gor their liberty, and so on.
You must give over them pranks now you are married. This is all very well
as a joke, says father; but Sam, my son, says he, thgm that have seed sir-
vice, and [ flatter myself I have seed as much as most men, at Bunker’s Hill,
Mud Creek, and Peach Orchard, et sarterar., as the Boston merchants say ;
—veterans I mean, will tell you, that to face an inimy is nothin’, but it is bet-
ter to face the devil that to face—a woman.

CHAPTER XXI.
THE ATTACHE.

THis being the last day at my disposal at New York, I went on board of
the Great Western and secured a passage for myself and Mr. Slick ;" and as
there were still several vacant berths, had the gratification to find there was
room for my worthy friend Mr. Hopewell, if he should incline to accompan,
us, and arrive in time to embark. 1 then saunlfred up through ‘the Broad-
way to a coach stand, and drove to the several residences of my kind and
agreeable friends to bid them adieu. New York is decidedly the first city of
the western world, and is alike] islinFuiabed for the beauty of its situation and
the hospitality of its inhabitants. I left it not without great regret, and shall
always retain the most pleasing recollection of it. In this respect, I under-

stand, I am by no means singular, as no stranger, bringinﬁ proper introduc-
gn

tions, is ever permitted Lo feel he is alone here in g foreign land. Soonafter
I returned to the hotel Mr. Slick entered, with a face filled with importance.
—8quire, said he, I have jist received a letter that will astonish you, and if
you was to guess from J uiy to etarnity you wouldn’t hit on what it'gy about.
I must say I am pleased, and that’s a fact | but what puzzels me is. who sot
it a-goin’. Now, tell me candid, have you beeam writin’ to the British embas-
sador about me since you came 7—No, I replied, I have not the honour of his
acquaintance. I neversaw him, and never had any communication with him
on any subject whatever. ' Wel‘, it s then, said he, that's certain; I
havn’t axed no one nother, and yet folks don’t often get things crammed down
their throats that way without sayin’ by your leave, stranger. I hante got
no interest ; I am like the: poor crittur at the pool, I hante got no one to put
me in, and another feller always steps in afore me, If Martin Van hasdone
this hisself he must have some mo-tive, for he hante got these things to throw
away ; he wants all the office8 he has got as sops to his voters. g;’atriotilm
is infarnal hungry, snd as savage as old Scratch if it tante fed. If you want
to tame it, you must treat is as Yan Amburg does his lions, keep its belly full.
I wonder if he is arter the vote of Slickville) or whether he is only doin’ the
tron to have sunthin’ to brag on. I'd like to know this, for Iam not in the
abit of barkin’ up the wrong tree if I can find the right one. Well, well,
it don’t matter much, arter all, what he meant, so as he does what’s right and
fretty. T'he berth is jist the dandy, that's a fact. It will jist suit me to a T
have had my own misgivin’s about goin’ with you, squire, I tell you, for the
British are so infarnal proud that clockmakin' sounds everlastin’ nosey to:
them, and I don’t calculate in a gineral way to let any man look. scerney to
me, much léss talk so; now this fixes the thing jist about right, and gives it
the finishin’ touch. It's grand ! I've got an appoingment, and, I must say, I
feel kinder prond of it, as I never axed for it. It's gbbut the most honoura-
);
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ble thing Martin Van ever did since he became public. Tit or no tit, that's
the tatur ! and I'll maintain it too. I'll jist read you a letter from Salter Fish-
er, an envoy or sunthin' or anqther of that kind, in the Secretary of State's
office. I believe he is the gentleman that carries the notes and messages.

PRIVATE.

My DEAR Srick,

Herewith I have the honour to enclose you your commision as an attacke
to our legation to the Court of Saint Jimses, Buckin’ham, with an official
letter announciy’ the President's nomination and Senate’s vote of concur-
rence. Martin ordered these to be put into the mail, but I have taken the
chance to slip this into the paper-cover. It is the policy of our Government
to encourage na-tire authors and reward merit ; and it makes me feel good to
find your Eroduclions have made the name of this great and growing repub-
lic better known among Europeans, and we expect a considerable some, that
this appointment will enable you to exalt it still further,and that the name of
Slick will be associated with that of our sages and heroes in after ages. This
commission will place you on a footin’ witﬁ the princes and nobles of Eng-
land, iive you a free ticket of admission to the palaces, and enable you to
study human natur’ under new phasses, associations, and developements;
that is, if there is any natar’ left in such critturs. 'With such opportunities,
the President expects you will not fail to sustain the honour of lEe nation on
all occasions, demnndihf; and enforcing your true place in society, at the top
of the pot, and our exalted rank at foreign courts as the greatest, fieest,jand
n ost enlightened nation now existin’; It would be advisable, if a favourable
opportunity offers, to draw the attention of the Queen to the subject of her
authors and travellers —carelessly like, as if it weren’t done a purpose, for it
don’t comport with dignity to appear too sensitive, but jist merely to regret
the prac-tice of hirein’ authors to abuse us in order to damp the admiration of
Europeans of our glorious institutions.

We have every reason to believe that Captain Hall received five thou-
sand pounds for this purpose, and Miss 'l‘roﬁnpe the same sum ; that Miss
Martineau is Rromised aroyal garter, (it's a pity she warn't hanged withit,)
and Captain Marryat to be made a Knight of the Royal Baths. This con-
duct is unworthy a great people like the English, and unjust and insultin’
to us; and you might suggest to her Royal Highness that this mean, low-
lived, dirty conduct will defeat itself, and that nothin’ short of kickin’ out
her ministry will be accepted as an apology by the American people. You
might say to her ladyship, that the city articles in the Times newspaper are
very offensive to us, and that tho’ individually we dispise such low bla-
guardisms, yet collectively the honour of the nation demands satisfaction.
That her government pays for their insartion there can be no doubt; and
the paltry trick of Mr. Melburne bribin’ opposition papers to let 'em im, is
an artifice that may cover the rascality to ignorant British, but can’t draw
the wool over our eyes. If you have no opportunity to say thisto her, tell
Albert Gotha, her bridegroom, to tell her plainly, if she don't look sharp,
we’ll retaliate and hunt red foxes for her m Canada, as we did two winters
ago. Caution is necessary in conversation in speakin’ of our army, navy,
and resources of war, for the ministers will pump you if they can. oastin’
without crackin’ is the true course. For instance, if war is talked of, regret
the smallness of our navy; for, if they had to contend with France and
England at the same time, the issue would be extremely doubtful. That s
a clear intimation we could lick either, ain’t afraid of beth, and yet don't
say 80. So, in speakin’ of the army, deprecate a war, and say marchin’
one hundred and fifty thousand men into Canada would interfere with in-
tarnal improvements by raising the price of labour. 1Itis this species of
delicate brag that best becomes a high functionary. It is not to be deubted
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you will return as you go, a republican at heart, and that future honours
await you. Your name is now well and favourably known, and, what is
better, is popular, as you may infer, when I tell you that the very pen with
which this is wrote is a “ Sam Slick pen.”

The highest gbiﬂ in the hands of man, the presidential chair, should now
and henceforth be the object of your ambition. We look forward with
much gratification to your delineation of English character, their exclusive-
ness, their self-sufficiency, their strong hold of slavery—lhe factories, their
overfed clergy, overpaid officials, and antiquated institutions, their defence-
less condition, half-manned navy, and radical army, their proud and disso-
lute aristoeracy, their turbulent and factious commons and brutally ignorant
peasantry. Iestimate when they hearof yourappointment they will feel con-
siderable streaked, for they must know you won't spare them. While-yon
are visitin’ among the gentry and nobility, you might keep a journal on the
sly and send it out by the steamers to some leadin’ papers, which would be
killin’ two birds with one stpne, livin’ free of cost, and makin’ money out
of them at the same time. Where you can, give the real names in full:
where it ain't safe for fear orn scuffle, say Duke A ,Lord B Lady
C——, and occasionally the Q told me. It soundswell this, and shows
your standin’ is high and is peak-aunt. Anecdotes of high life sell well if
they are racy. Then collect them together into a book onder some takein’
onpretending title,as ‘“ Mems of a Mum,” or scrawlin’s afore bed-time, or
some such name. The proceeds will enable you to cut a better dash to
court; only don’t tell 'em you are a-doin’ of it to England. No man en-
tertains a spy if he can help it.” ‘“ A word to the wise will always suf-
fice——." This will pave the way well for your progress to the presiden-
tial chair. While on this subject, it might not be amiss to hinta change of
party might occasion a change of office-holders; and that tho’ too strong te
require any aid for ourselves, we hope for your family ticket in Slickville
and its vicinify to enable us to keep you in your present honourable posi-
tion. Without this berth, you would find the first circles as stiff as an on-
greased mast ; this appointment will ile that beautiful, and make you slide
as easy as on well-slushed ways. Avail it. Sustain the honour of the na-
tion, and paint the name of Sam Slick indellibly on the dial-plate of Fame,
that the finger of Time may point it out to admirin’ posterity, to all etarnity.

Yours to command,
SALTER FISHER.

P. S.—I will give you a wrinkle on your horn that’s worth havin’.
Should our great gun be absent, and you left in London, do as the British
do, give noinstructions if you can helpit; write what must be wrote so as
it will read any way, and leave subordinates to incur all responsibility of act-
in’ and readin’. Meet ’em in their own way by referrin’ all home, and put-
tin' the saddle on the right horse in spite of him. Let the shafter do his
own work. Do you take?--S. F.

As soon as the Clockmaker had read thig epistle, he observed in a half
soliliquising, half conversational tone “.An Attache.” Well, it's a station
of great dignity too, ain’tit. It makes me feel kinder nervous and whim-
blecropt, for I have got to sustain a new character, and act a new part in
the play of life. To dine at the palace with kings, queens, and princes;
what a pretty how-d'ye-do that is, ain't it? Won't it be tall feedin’ at
Queen's table, that's all; and I am a rael whale at ducks and green peas.
Lonrd, I am afeerd I shall feel plagny awkward too, with a court dress on.
I once seed a colony chap rigged out in a suit he hired of a Jew, for levee’
day, and 1 am tetolally extinctified, if’ he didn’t look for all the world like
the baboon that rides the pony to the circus. He was small potatoes and
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few in a hill, that feller, I tell you. He looked as mean ps a crittur with
one eye knocked out, and. t'other a-squint. He seemed scared at himself,
as the bull did when he got oppo-it:gle lookin'-glass. Heavens snd airth !

if the dogs had only seed him, they'd a-gin him a chase for it, I know ; the
way they'd a-foxed him and a-larned him fleas ain’t lobsters, would have

been a caution to monkeys to hold up their tails afore they shut-to the door
arter them. A crittur with a good nose would put up some tarnal queer
birds in the long stubble at St. Jimses, that's a fact. Yes, I am afeerd I
shall feel monstrous onconvenient, and as if I warn't jist made to measure.
Carryin’ a sword so as to keep it from sticking at ween your legs and throw-
in’ you down, ain't no easy matter nother, but practice makes parfect, [ do
suppose. Well, I vow our noble institutions do open avenues to ambition
and merit to the humblest citizens too, don’t they T Now, tell me, candid,
squire, don’t it make your mouth water? How would you like Mr, Mel-
burne to take you by the seat of your trgusers with one hand, and the scruff
of your neck with the other, and give ]Zu a chuck ugl stairs that way, for
nothin’, for he is jist the boy that can do it? but catch him at it, that’s all ;
no, indeed, not he, for breeches ain't petticoats, nor never was, except in
Turkey and Egypg and when kissing goes by favour, who would look ata
dispisable colonist. Well, Martin Van has done that to me, and he is a
gentleman every inch of him, and eats his bread buttered on both sides.
Only to think, now, Sam Slick, the Clockmaker, should be a member of
our legation to the greatest nation in the world next to us. Lord, how it
would make poor deariold mother stare, if she could only lift herself up
out of the grave, and open her eyes. It would make her scratch her head
and snicker, I know ; for only thinkin’ of it kinder gives me the peadodles
myself. What on airth do they talk about, I wonder, when they get to-
gether to the palace them great folks and big bugs. Clocks, I do suppose,
must be sunk, and hosses and tradin’ in the small way too ; it wouldn’t con-
vene with dignity that sort o’ gab. One good lhin%, I've seed a considera-
ble of the world in my time, and don’t feel overly daunted by no man.
Politics I do know in a gineral way as well as most men; colonies and col-
ony chaps, too, I know better than any crittur 1'd meet, and no mistake.
Pictur’ likeness is a thing I won’t turn my back on to no one, nor bronzin’
nor gildin’, nother, for tﬁat's part of the clock bisness. Agriculture I was
brought up to, and gunnin’ and trappin’ I was used to since I was a boy.
Poetry is the worst; if the galls to the palace begin in that line I'm throw-
ed out as sure as a gun, for I shall hang fire, or only burn primin’, for I
hante even got two fingers of a charge in me, and that's damaged powder
too; I never could bear it. I never see a poet yet that warn’'tas poor as
Job’s turkey, or a church-mouse, or a she poet that her shoes didn’t go
down to heel, and her stockin’s look as if they wanted darnin’, for it’s all
cry and little wool with poets, as the devil said when he sheared his hogs.
History I do know a little of, for I larned Woodbridge’s Epitome to school,
and the Bible, and th&history of our revolution I know by heart, from Par-
adise to Lexin'ton, and from Bunker's Hill to Independence. ButI do
suppose I must rub up a little on the passage. Music, I don’t fear much,
for I rather pride myself on my ear and my voice ; and psalmody I larned
to singin’ scfxools; so operas and theatres will soon set me right on that.
But dancin’ is what I can take the shine off must folks in. I was reckon-
ed the supplest boy in all Slickville. Many’s the time I have danced *“ Pos-
sum up a gum tree’’ at a quiltin’ frolic or huskin’ party, with a tumbler full

of cider on my head, and fiever spilt a drop ;—I have upon my soul. He
then got up and executed several evolutions on the floor which would have
puzzled an opera-dancer to imitate, and then said with an air of great self-
satisfaction, Show me any lard to England that could do that, and I'll give
bim leave to brag, that's all. Oh dear, I'll whirl them maids of honor to
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the palace round and round so fast in a waltz, no livin’ soul can see me a-
kissin’ of them. I've done it to Pheebe Hopewell afore her father's face,
and he neyér knowed it, tho’ he was lookin’ on the whole blessed time ;—I
hope Lanay be shot if I hante. She actilly did love them waltzes, the wick-
edest I ever did see. Lick! there is some fun in that are, ain't they * It
ain’t ofien they get a smack from rael right-down good genuwine Yankee
lips, sweet fed on corn and molasses, I know. lftber only like them half
as well as dear litle Pheebe did, I'm a made man, that’s all. .
The only thing in dancin’ like boastin’ is to keeg a straight keel. That's .
the rael secret. P’raps the best way arter all is, I believe, at first to lay
mum, say little, and hear every thing, and then do ‘jist like other folks. %eg,
that's the plan ; for liquor that’s well corked is always the best up. An
' Attache! well that sounds dreadful pretty, too, don’t it? Then, as for
dress, I guess I'll wait till I reach London, that my coat may be the ‘real
and up to the notch ; but the button I'll get now, for it would lqok shockin’
hansum, and more like the tael thing. Yes, I'll jist step into the Xamber and
slick up my hair with a taller candle, and put my bettermost coap
ket handkerchief, and take it down to Hellgo and Funlp
nowed 'em to Boston,) and get the legation button put on, for it wil

mand respect on board the Great Western. I larned that from brotherJosi-
ah; he always travels with several trunks ; he says it brings the best rooms
and best attendance at inns always, for they think you must be somebody to
have so much luggage. He told me, as a fact, they paid carriage very well ?
“ An Attache!!"” Wc]l, it’s funny, too, ain’t it. It sounds rael jam that,
I must say I feel kinder obleeged to Mr. Van Burin for this good turn he has
done me. [ always thought he was very much of a gentleman in his man-
ners, and the likeliest man in the States, and now I swear by him. Yes,
locofoco as he is, I go the whole figur’ for Martin Van——that's a 'fact,
Hit or miss, rough or tumble, claw or mudscraper, I'm his man; I'll g'o in
for him up to the handle, and so will all us Slickville folks, for in eleetions
we pull liKe onions all on one string, and stick to our man like burrs to

sheep’s wool. And now, squire, said he, jamping up, and taking me by the
hand ; and now, my friend, shake ﬂiprers along with me, and congratulate

me. When I return from the tailor’s I shall be a new man.  You will then
meet the Honourable Samuel Slick, an ‘“ Attache”” to our Legation to the
Court of Saint Jimses, Victoria’s Gotha. And him you will have as a feller

assenger. You had'gense enough not to be ashamed of ‘me when [ was a
{:oein‘ my way as a tradin’ man, and I won’t go for to cut you now, tho’ yon
are nothin’ but a down East Provincial. All T ask of you is, keep dark
about the clocks ; we’ll sink them, if you(rleuse ; for by gum, you've seen
the last of Sam Slick the Clockmaker. And now, squire, I am your humble
servant to cemmand,

The Attache.

THE END.




