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PREFACE.

i

Tt appears to be the custom to occupy mere or less space, at the end of
a book, for the correction of such errors as may have escaped the vigilant

_eye of the printer. In reading over the pages that succeed this preface, I

find the principal ¢érrors are of my own making, and are those .of style,
volving the rhetorie, as Mr. Bn'ch instructed me to call it, and not the
facts in the narrative.,

I have this proposition to offer to the eritical reader, that he may
always change the language to suit himself when he reads it to his friends,
or makes extracts for any other purpose, if he docs not pervert my mean-
ing when he cannot make out what it is; and also, whien I use foreign
words, and misapply therh, the reader will understand that T picked up
the phrases, had them explained to me, and dovetailed them in as well asT
knew how. I do not pretend that they are good specimens, or grammati-
cally expressed. I am aware of the saying, A little learning,” etc.

As it not unfrequeritly happens in relating an extended story, the same

‘idea will be repeated with a slight variation of words. I apologize for

these repetitions and tautologlcal suggestions.

It is not an easy task to write a man’s life, and to adhere strictly to the
{ruth, particularly when the man’s life he is writing is his own.

‘This is my first attempt; if I ever write my life again, or what may
occur after this date, I will endeavor to improve, and say more in less
words. AsIhave learned, it is much easier to write a long speech full

-of rhetorical figures, than a short speech including only an intelligent

narration’ of facts, and what Mr, Birch.called logical inferences and cone
clusions. What is true of speeches is more true of books. ‘
I have attempted, while rescuing from oblivion historical events of
Cranberry Centre, similar to those of many other towns, to present evi-
dence of the truths of my old friend Dr. Slawter’s theory of the inheri-
tanee of character from ancestry as well as disease. The doctor’s theory
is of ancient origin; the remedy is a8 old; but as, in the present day, the
breeding of fast horses, the improvement of the dog race, swine, and other
domestic animals, are considered more important than elevating, in a
proper way, the human race, I do not-know that the truth expressed in the
matter will be acted upon, s :
o 3




PREFACE.

I hope‘no person will read the last chapter until, in the natural course
of events, he arrives at that conclusion, as it might interfere in the Judg—
ment I wish him or her to make as to the truth of Dr. Slawter’s theory,

which I am happy to endorse, and desire, in a proper way, to be a Pl‘Up‘i.-
gator of.

J. 5. B.

P. 8. Idonot think I have so described myself that T should be rec-
ognized by the reader who was not acquainted with me. I have taken
advantage of the photographie art, not discovered in my eariy day%, ani

placed my resemblance as a frontispiece; my friends sa,y it is a good
likeness, — J. S, B.

DEDICATORY , ADDRESS,

——ootego——

I am somewhat embarrassed as to the direction I shall give to my vedi-
catory address; my first impression was to omit it altogether; but that
bhas been ““ gverruled” by more consideration and thinking. The * ques-

tion™ is, do I wish to do honor to some person, or persons, other than my-

self, or to myself through others? It is now *in the orders of the day,”

. and a decision must be made, and upon my vote, which cannot be decided

in a political sense, although, as usual with me, my opinion is equally
balanced, and requires something from without to turn thé scale. I first
thought, certainly for no political reasons, that I should dedicate. it to my
father, as one of the principal responsible parties for my. existence, or to
uiy mother, equally so, or to Mr. Egathergilt, my father-in-law, or to my
wife, Mrs. Batking. 'Then it appeared to me to be objectienable, as my
readers and other friends might say I was using my patronage too much
in favor of my relations and connections by birth or marriage; that the
credit of writing the life would be sufficient for the family name, and for
postenty in the family line.

" Then I thought of my old friends, Poctor Slawter, Aunt Dolly, the

. minister, Seth Spring, and several others; for various reasons, collec-

tively, it did rot seem expedient, and if either one should be selected the
act would offend the others. So I voted that proposition down in the
caucus of my thoughts. I put the  question” in this way: “Mr.
Speaker, what is the dedication for? Is it to put upon the record my
thanks to somebody, and in addition, perhaps, to assist the publisher in
the sale of the book? Well, it is clear neither -of the parties referred to
could do much in thai direction. Moreover, they would expeet of me a
copy gratuitous, which would in so much lessen the proﬁt to the publisher,
and perhaps myself.” |

This “motion” was withdrawn, no objection having been made.

It is not often, in following the dictates of duty, that our gratification,
personal wishes, and pecuniary advantages are in the same procession;
but on this occasion there is a unanimity garely accomplished.

I therefore dedicate this verbal monument, erected by me, to bo pre-
served until a new series of dark ages come again to -the world; as,

. 5 "'
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.

according to the theory of what has been, may be: first, to my constitu-

ents who elected me.to be representative from ‘Cranberry Centre, and in &

spirit of coneciliation and brotherly love to those who voted against me;
and, further ¢ to amend my resolution,” to their wives and children, and
to their relatives, married or unmarried, and to their heirs forever; with
the request that this be entered upon their almanaes and other records.

Nezxt, to all the members of the House of Representatives of the session
of 1852, and to the survivors of all past legislatures, and to those in the
future and their heirs; also- ]

To the governors retrospective if living, and prospective, to the coun-
cil, the senators, the sergeant-at-arms, and all the persons employed
about the State House, except the unknown individual to whom T paid
the half-dollar for admission to the cupola at the session of 1852, and all
their relatives, friends, and neighbors;

To Mr. Kimball, for -his politeness as a representative of the Boston
members, and for his presentation of a complimentary ticket for myself to
the Museum during that eventful year, and for every season since that time;

And, lastly, to Mr. William Warren, throngh -whose efforts I was fivst
brought into public notice, and all his friends, and, if I am rightly in-
formed, I cannot include his wife or family, and their heirs, as he has not
as yet entered the connubial state ; but if he should, — and I am strongly
impressed to advise him to do. so, — a dedicatory epistle is not the place
to give reasons,~—1I hereby add, to his heirs also, — if any there be.
I advise all these persons and their friends, to place upon the shelves of
their library, or on the table of their best room, a eopy of my life. Take
my word, I shall never regret that I have been so situated myself,

I am fearful, if T should undertake to select a representative lady from
among those engaged in the new political agitation for woman’s withheld
rights, to whom I might apply my dedicatory homage snd respect, I
might be accused of partiality, and give offence to a goodly number. I
therefore desire them all to consider themselves included in this category.
To the female sex I was once, you understand, not over-partial. I have
discovered, and acknowledge my error, and remain their obliged and
gratified humble servant,

J. 8. BATKINS.
CRANBERRY CENTRE, 1871,

LIFE OF

JEFFERSON S. BATKINS.

" CHAPTER L

My ORIGIN.

No oNE will deny that I have been a distingilished‘indiv-id-,
wal. T am about to give to the public, so well acquainted v_nth
me'in an official capacity, an account of my histo‘ry,‘prt?vmus .
to my elevation in the estimation of my contemporaries in. po-
litical life, which, when completed, I trust will be no mean
addition to the list of biographies of American statesmen and
mermbers of the General Court of the Commonwealth, .

I have been perusing some works of a similax: character, in
some respects, to see in what way I can begin ‘wnahl my parent-
age and birth, and not frighten my readers with an old story
on the start. If all men are born equal, none should be ashamed
of their origin in consequence of the otfscm:ity.of their par-
ents, or the humble locality of their first inspiration.

Nor should any one be proud because his parents, one or
both, were ¢ ¢lad in purple and fine linen, and fared sumptu-

ly every day.” . &
Ou;ﬁo not:.Y proiose’ to dwell upon my ancestry, nor the doings

- of my immediate predecessors.

It is enough to say that the Batkins family are of ancient

origin. - |  need
I mustsay something of my father and mother, need
. - 3 . P
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hardly add that my mother was not originally a Batkins, nor
was it known that she had any of the Batking blood in her
veins; not an impossibility, however. The marriage of Abi-
gail Withaspoon to Jethro Batkins, my father, changed the
manner in which that lady had been previously addressed, and
she was, during her life afterwards, known as Mrs. Jethro Bat-
kins, and respected accordingly.

I do not deem it necessary to make any record\ of the date
of this marriage. ! -
< My father never gave any account of his birth ; there were
some people who knew his age; I never asked hnn a question
on the subject. My mother, as I understood, agreed with him
on this point, that is, silence as to the day upon which they
first appeared upon the stage of life. My impression is that
they had both passed the heyday of youth before they joined
their fortunes in the connubial state. As I join with them, I

shall omit to give the exact day of my entrance into their house- -

hold. My mother did not live long after she was called Mrs.
Batkins, and whether at her suggestion or not I am not in-
“formed, but my father carried out their mutual views on this
subject in the arrangement of the tablet erected to her memory.

The stone was considered rather a handsome testimonial for
those times. It had a death’s-head and cross-bones, Time, with
a scythe and hour-glass, cut out on the top part, and an angel
with wings at each corner, to represent, I suppose, my father
and my mother in their future state.

Verses were also cut into the stone, after the following m—
seription : —

“ Abigail, wife of Jethro Batking, lies buried kere,
“ A loving wifo, to me most dear,
Was she that lies reposing here;
She dwelt within her native State,
And died therein, — it was her fate.
Her bereaved husband raised this stoue,
And now he knows that he’s alone,”

. . JEFFERSON 8. BATKINS. .9

‘These lines were said to have been. composed by my father,
—it was thought, with a little help from the school-master.
Tt was thought, also, that her age was accidentally lef; off the

tablet. It certainly did not'appear: Subsequent events, how-
ever, proved that this was incorrect ;- but, whether purposely
or not is not known, it had been cut so'low down on the stone,
that this’ matter of fact was buried 'in the earth out of sight.
This omission had bieen the frequent subject of remark by both
friends ‘and enemies; thougl it was: generally agreed :upon,
among the women folks, that ‘the.old gentleman Batkins had
been liberal in this final erection to her mémory. .. . .-,

I am not djsposed to continue the subjeet of ‘my parentage
further than to ‘say that I, Jefferson- 8. Batkins, am the sole
offspring of this junction of the blood of Batkins and Witha-
spoon. : ,
I think, following the natural order of events, I should in-
troduce, at this time; a person to whom, next to Mr and Mrs.
Batkins, I and my readers and the public are under obliga-
tion, — Dr. Slawter, the physician of Cranberry Centre. It
was by his assistance, you understand, that I was permitted to
enjoy all I have of this world’s rewards and punishments. He,

. a8 I have been informed, released me from my first difficulty.

The domestic traditions at the. time were, that, under Provi-
dence, and the skilful use of instruments, I owed to Dr. Slaw- -
ter my thanks for becoming a living soul, however, Mr. and

‘Mrs. Batkins may.be entitled to all the honors of my being, up
‘to that first crisis of my fate, the natural inhaling process

by which my nostrils performed their functions for the first time.
Ido not think it important to perpetuate the memory of the nurse -
of ‘the oceasion. I believe Aunt Dolly; as we called her, a

life-long friend, though not a professional nurse, did duty at
times; and is entitled to notice, as assisting my mother in car-

? rying me through the perils incident to infantile life. It may

appear strange that I have not given more emphasis to the
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obligations I am under to my mother. T have nothing to say
against her; but, from my observations, I am rather inclined
to believe, that, whatever her merits on general principles- she
was not exactly the right kind of person to be the compajnioh
of Mr. Batkins, my respected and respectable male parent.
When she was removed to a better life, I do not think my father
regretted this dispensation of Providence, but invested the
money involved in the erection of the tablet to her memory

with- a satisfaction, expressed, as I have been informed, in bei
coming language, and did not dispute the 'items in the bills of
the undertaker and stone-cutter, which were paid with more
than his usual alacrity.

I have given the names of the four persons - upon whose au-
thor.ity I might rely to prove my birth and parentage,— my.
earliest associates. I shall now proceed to indicate the loeality
of the great event referred to; and trust this authenticated re-

port will prevent any other town from quarrelling for the honor
of my birth, which belongs solely to

CRANBERRY CENTRE.

JEFFERSON 8. BATKINGS.

3
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CHAPTER IL

WHY I WRITE MY BIOGRAPHY.

NuED I explain-what I mean by a biography? I think not.
There has been any quantity of doubt expressed by speakers in
public, and writers in newspapers and books, as to- what the ex-
pression ‘‘a self-made man’’ means. In a physical sense, the
previous chapter does away with any claim I might advance in
that direction ; but in respect of the mental and moral aspects
of the human organization I do claim that I was not born with
the attributes of greatness, nor, to use the rhetorical figure, |
¢ with a silver spoon in my mouth,”” and that in these respects
I am a “gelf-made man,” I propoese that the events of half a
century, with which my name has been associated, shall not be -
lost, buried in that sea of oblivion which is constantly rolling
its waves over the doings of men, who, in their day and genera-
tion, were parts and parcel of the progress of civilization, and
in some cases, perhaps in mine, its moving powers. . _

I appeared about the time of that stormy period of my coun-
try’s progress, the war with England. Soon after the war T had
matured sufficiently to run about.my native town, my athletic

form covered with jacket and trowsers of home-spun material. I

went to school, to an aged but patriotic spinster, imbibing, with
her teachings of diphthongs and other, to me then, literary mys-
teries, that.love of freedom which the name given to me by my"
father had so well prepared me to veceive. My distinguished
predecessor in name had carved for himself that niche in Fame’s

" temple which is now oceupied by his mental effigy. Jefferson!

A, when I afterward saw this name prefixed to Batkins in my
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copy-book, little did I think how illustrious it was to become !
Ah, then when I heard this great ex-president of our then
young, but to be everlasting, republic called a Jacobin, and when
my respected mistress of the children’s school used to tell us,

if we were not good boys Bonaparte would come over here and-

carry us all to France, — little did I think, that I should be an

American statesman, or that Cranberry Centre would rise into -

a great political power. This is not the place to expand; I
only propose to-give a reason why I at this time appear as a
biographer, and to state that, while I shall give true accounts
of my social, financial, philosophical, and pelitical mistakes and
blunders, I shall, for obvious reasons, reserve the names of some
of my friends and associates, who would not care to have their
delinquencies or shortcomings known, as they now hold high

places in the esteem of their fellow-countrymen, and many of .

them offices of emolument and honor in the federal, State, and
municipal governments, or are employed in .such labors of
unremunerating character, as teachers of Sunday schools,
deacons of meeting-houses, overseers of the poor, or general
missionaries of moral reforms. :
There are others who are entitled to have their names go
down to posterity with mine, and perhaps will assist my
chances of immortality as a representative of the class of
self-made men, T |

I can say, — what cannot often be said by successful poli-

ticians, — I never forget my friends, —those who gave me my

first boost in the political arena, when I was about to step upon
the first round of the Jacob’s ladder leading to the cloudy land
of ambitious mortals. '

To speak of Mr. William Warren, of My, Kimball’s Museum,
and also of Mr. Kimball, seems to me to be among my first
biographical duties; and perhaps I ought to begin the list with
the name of. the author of the play-acting job of the * Silver
Spoon.” Neither of these persons have done anything deleterious

v
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to my reputation or welfare; on the contrary, they have most

generously assisted in making my eharacter known to thousands
of my fellow-countrymen, their wives and children; and no
expense to me. .To be sure, that part of my history as repre-
gented at-the Museum was inaccurate and incomplete; this
biography will supply the deficiencies, and preserve only that
portion for the authenticity of which I am responsible.

Tt is not often that a public man, an acknowledged celebrity,
writes his own life. Sometimes weighty reasons control his
actions in this matter. Usually some friend, after the departure
of the public functionary, collects the sayings and doings of
the lamented subject, and, with the assistance of documentary
evidence, arranges a biography to suit relatives and other sur- -
vivors. B \ : '

As a rule, I think monuments, obituaries, memoirs, eulogies, .
and biographies should not: appear during the lifetime of any
distinguished personage. ‘ ‘ - "

Still more, as a rule, do I think it to be unfair and im-

~proper, no matter how good the motive, to put a man’s actions -

on' the stage of a theatre or a muscum while he is still alive,

‘whether he is the heroic leader of a mi]ita,ry battle, or a

martyr to his country’s cause in the bloodless field of legis-
lative warfare. ° ' o ' o

I have been so placed in just this situation, and in my case
no injury has been done; and if there has been any misappre- |
hension of my character through the personification of Mr.
Warren, this biography will set matters right.

.., How different has been the case of my friend, Mr. Solon

Shingle, who was not a politician, but a very respectable tax-
paying farmer, in a somewhat famous old town of the Com-

‘monwealth ! Qur intercourse in life will not warrant my doing

more than to refer to his being placed upon the stage in his
lifetime; and I am sure if he had over witnessed himself
there, he would not have known himself, and would have repu-

-
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diated such behavior as is represented to be his, in a court of .

justice, as an outrage to any of the family name.

Mr, Shingle is dead. He cannot now change the current
opinion as to his real character, and nobody will probably
undertake the task, unless it be myself or the author of the
Silver Spoon, who knew him well, and who is to assist me in
making my life, although I am not to print his name on the
title-page. This is a condition of the agreement between us.

' He thinks it might injure his practice to be associated with me
in my autobiography. |

JEFFERSON §. BATKINS.

CHAPTER IIL
| cmmnﬁ:mrﬂ CENTRE.

THE spirit of annexation and consolidation, aided by the
broom of progress, has swept from the map of Massachusetts
that ancient democracy known to a past generation, and part
of the present, as Cranberry Centre; although this announce-
ment is gfter the pattern of the style of to-day, as the reader
will discover it is my intention to desoribe the manners and

- customs of its inhabitants at” the time *‘when all that I saw,

and part of which I was,” have passed to things that were.
Its -location was west-south-west of Boston, then only a town,
communication with which ever-thriving, wealthy, philan-
thropic, and moral metropolis was difficult, thongh not without
reward and gfa,tiﬁcation to the sojourner within its limits.
The homestead of the Batkins family for several generations
was not a conspicuous pile of buildings, constructed after the
style of the baronial castles of the mother country, as New
Englanders were woni to call the kingdom of Great Britain. I
shall first describe the peculiarities, and afterwards give the
reader an idea of the other structures, which were comprised
within the bounds of the aforesaid hamlet, or village as some

“termed it, but I, with fall appreciation of the dignity of its

inhabitants, denominate.a town. The main road through Cran-
berry Centre run east and west, over a level plain, at the

- extreme ends of which it was bordered by a diversity of- sand-
" hills and marsh lands, with an occasional sheet of water elabo-

rated into ponds of no considerable depth, connected with each
other by shallow canals. In summer, cattle would slake theiv
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thirst in these natural reservoirs; they also gave shelter to
frogs and some small fish, affording me in my early days an
arena for prosecuting piscatory pastimes, rescuing many of
their pouts and shiners from their watery homes. In winter
it was used as a skating-ground, — being before the days of
rinks and such-like improvements. ~Cranberries grew upon the
marshes and flats that separated the watery domain ; this orig-

inally gave the name to the place, Cranberry Centre.” The

high-lands, or sand-hills, were not prolific in anything. Bar-
berry bushes and wild roses, ifi a natural state, gave variety
to the scene. Savin trees here and there dotted the land-
scape. It is immaterial to the story of my life what towns
were next in contiguity to Cranberry Centre. Of course,
Cranberry Centre was not an oasis in the midst of a desert.
The face of the surrounding country was generally like the soil
upon which stood the homestead of the Batking family. On
one side of the town a succession of rocky elevations diversified
* the scene as towns-people or travellers approached from the
plain. All things are great or small by comparison. 8o these
rocky elevations obtained the name of the mountains, one of
- which wag called Mount Independence, and to this day retains
the appellation. Upon this elevated position fourth of J uly
celebrations were instituted and conducted, with all the « pomp
and circumstance of glorious war.”” Tt was here that I im-

bibed my first draught of the spirit of independence, at one

of thesp patriotic outbursts of annual glorifications, in the
oration of the minister of the town ; —

“ Thy spirit, Independence, lot me share,
Lord of the lion-heart and cagle eye;
Thy stepe I follow with my bosom bare,
Nor heed the storm that howls along the sky,”

. Between these hills a gorge had been cut, in ancient times,
either by an earthquake, a freshet, or some speculating quarry-
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‘men. Science had in vain attempted the sqlution of this geo-

logieal problem. A cave was oneof the resultsof this revolution,
whatever it might havebeen ; this was called the ¢ Devil’s Gap,”
and I don’t believe any couple in the neighborhood during their
courting ‘da)ys failed to visit this wonderful natural curiosity.
As to the original settlers of the town, anterior to the period
of my father’s locating himself therein, I shall not enlarge.
The grand problem of how to improve the race of men has.
been in constant process of solution since the pre-Adamite
days. My limited acquaintance with ancient history is not
sufficient to throw much light upon the shades of doubt in this

" respect. Of course, Cranberry Centre, like most of the towns

in the State,—not excluding Boston itself,— previous to the
arrival of the Pilgrim Fathers, ‘“so called,” was in possession
of the aborigines, ‘“so called”’ by -the learned, and, in this
case, Indians, by everybody else. Of course, where the
Indians come from, in the view that all men are born equal,
is beyond the province of this work to inquire. It is enough-
for me to know that none of my ancestors were Indians.
After the fashion of the noble Caucasian races when they emi-
grate to other lands, carrying ~with them liberty; religion, .
and the fine arts,— and some other artful dodges, — as the

~ precursors and propaganding agents of civilization, they cajoled

the aborigines into selling their lands, and when all the
agencies for the improvement of these heathen were in full

~ action, by wars and laws for the preservation of game, and

other instrumentalities framed for their benefit, there was not
left a solitary aboriginal fellow-creature in Cranberry Centre.
The Caucagian race had.trimmphed ; ~ ¢ivilization was estab-
lished. We shall see ‘what followed this redemption of the
land. I have been reading a l_ittle, in order to be posted as to
this elevating the human race. New countries, it appears,
are usually settled by what we should eall hard customers,—
men and women who can’t stay at home much longer and keep
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free from those institutions which appear to be the test of civ-

ilization, the abundance of which are such glorious testimonials.

of .the success of free governments in our own republic. In
less than one hundred years we have eclipsed all other countries
in our provisions for these classes. I refer to jails, peniten-
tiaries, almshouses, hospitals, and that other invention, the

gallows, which, in a degree, prevents the repetition of the of-

fence for which the candidate for its honors has obtained them.
Rome was peopled at first by thieves and murderers; it did
not reach its proud and imperial position by any mixture of
inferior races; they being of Caucasian blood, the fact of

baving practised robbery and other criminal professions did *

not deprlve them of the power to inaugurate a posterlty equal
to the emergency of supplying material for kings, emperors,
consuls, senators, tribunes, generals, and other important fune-
tionaries required to carry on a government, whatever its name
or location. To be sure, there was some mixing of blood in
this process ; but it was not done on the modern principle of
increasing the nutritive power of milk by an addition of water.

By this time the reader may wonder what this has to do with
Cranberry Centre. I answer much, in the philosophy. of the
thing. It may be forgotten, perhaps, that I have been a legis-
lator, and that I have Leen engaged in making laws for the
benefit of that part of the human race, my constituents. And

as history repeats itself, and as we are progressing so rapidly -

and successfully in elevating the race of Americans, not yet,
with the exception of those who have Indian blood in their
veins, quite entitling it to a national entity, I want to see how
the Romans come out. It may seem singular to compare
Rome, in its days of triumph, when it swallowed up, by war
or by annexation, all its neighboring country, and some over the
seas, with Cranberry Centre, controlled by its board of select-
men under- the guidance of the ten commandments, and the
principles of liberty and justice brought over in the May-

JEFFERSON 8. BATKINS. 19

flower. There is what is called by scientific men the hydro-
static paradoxl I would have had & drawing in this book of
a pieture to prove it; but the printer says it costs money, &nd

~everybody knows what it is.

That shall nét prevent me from explammg it.. It_ma.y be
that not all my readers study books of natural philosophy.
I am sorry to say, a great many legislators do not seem to un-

~ derstand the theory of the paradox, as in no shape or manner do

they practise upen it: It is this: I am not extracting it from

a book, other than ¢ the book and volume of my brain,” and
.maymot hit it. If onebody of water isthe ocean, and it com-~

municates under ground through a small pipe, with an outlet

on any surface of the earth, the pressure will be equal, and N
the little stream will be as high as the great ocean; therefore,

Rome and Cranberry Centre may be ecompared, and the pressure
of human nature will be equal without regard to the hemi- -
spheres, and what could happen to Rome, from excess of great- )
ness, may happen to Cranberry Centre, or any other place. I

. agree to this, that the white seftlers of Cranberry Centro

were no better nor any worse than those of other towns, Whose
pioneers were descendants of the Plymouth colony.

1 shall not be particular as to dates, but the following state-
ment may be relied on. Tn due course of time the following
mst1tut10ns were established : a meeting-house, a school-house,
a pound, a work-house, a poor-house, a store, 2 mill, 4 justice -
of the peace, a cousta,ble, a whipping-post, stocks at a much
later period, a dance hall, a fire-extinguisher, and an oppo-
sition meeting-house. A jail was in the next town. A state

~ prison farther off answered the purpose. I will do justice to

my native town by stating that no one of its inhabitants ever
obtained. the right of domicile to the state prison, for any'act

committed in the ¢ Centre;’’ some fow citizens having been

enticed to Boston with prospects of advancement, I am told, did
disgrace their native soil, and received their merited reward. It

|
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will be percelved with this machinery of government and the
right to send a representative to the legislature to superintend
the interests of Cranberry Centre, the town might operate it,
and contend in the race of rivalry with the other independent
democracies in the county of which it wasa part. There were
roads to the different parts of Cranberry Centre, crossing as a
general rule the main road, and leading to different localities,
some of which have names expressive of topographical dis-
tinction, or of the peculiarities of original settlers; there were
also some more devious pathways, which originally had been

marked out by the boys crossing lots to the school-house, or -

after the cows in the season of pasture-feeding; on the main
road stood the meeting-house, erected after a plan much in
. ] . L
vogue in New England; a wooden structure with a porch, or
weather-shed, doors opened on three sides-on great occasions,
or at the termination of services; a peculiarity not always to
be accounted for in a people so thoroughly church-going as the
“congregation of the house at Cranberry Centre, — upon the

door were posted bills of the tax-gatherer, auctmneer, town

clerk, and pound-keeper.

The poor-house-had a forbidding aspect; a scrupulous neat-
ness charagterized its outward appearance ; the barns and out-
houses were of a methodical regularity, the more chilling to the
observer if he reflected upon the misfortunes of the family of
the town dwelling therein ; during my boyhood, I never visited
the poor farm. The stories I heard of its keeper and its in-
mates did not encourage me to accept the invitations often
given to me on visiting days, by the overseers or selectmen,
The occupants of the rooms in the poor-house were decrepid
old men and women, an idiot or two, a bed-ridden, palsied old
goldier, an insane woman, with an occasional cripple, a hero of
the war, for “sailor’s rights and free trade,’”” as they called it,
whose pension from his grateful government was not suflicient

to supply him with bread and milk, if from any other source '
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he could find clothes and lodging. I did not at the time un-
derstand muech of pauper management; but from what I gath-
ered from those who did; poor-houses, poor people in them,

-and poor-house keepers, dare about the same all the world over.

Gipsey Village was a place-that had a repufation of its own,
on the outskirts of Cranberry Centre proper. Basket-making,

- pouliry-stealing, fortune-telling, and some less respectable prac-

tices, were the. visible means of subsistence of the dwellers
within its boundaries,— a set of rural outlaws of both sexes, and
of all ages, much of a pattern with this class of nature’s noble-
men who are constantly making business for constables, justices -
of the peace, keepers of jails and work-houses, and oceasional .
necessities for the services of physicians and coroner’s inquests.
Our constable, Gideon Bodge, called this place the pest of his
daily life. Tt had various names glven to~it, according to the

whims of different observers 5f its routine of vagabondage and
‘ petty crime.

~In contrast to G]psey Vﬂlage was. the better part of the
town through which a road, called Main Street, had been laid
out at the early settlement of this ancient and respectable -
domain, = The minister’s house, called’ the Parsonage; dis-
played its chimneys, and part of the gable roof, above the
elm-trees which surrounded it; the dootor's homestead,
with its neatly ordered fences, sheds, and barns, and a fine
garden, was upon the opposite side of the way; the law-

yer, a man of note, had a fine mansion, for the times, in the
- neighborhood.  Here were law, medicine, and divinity, in close

proximity. This was considered the aristocratic pOI‘thI]. of the.

* town, the ¢ Centre.” -

About half a mile from this centre - tavern presented 1ts
claim to notice, by a somewhat gaudily painted exterior; before
its door, swinging from a beam across two high posts, was a
sign of Washington on horseback, painted by a Boston artist ;
in faded Ietters underneeth was discernible the name of the
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establishment, partly illustrated by the picture, ¢ Washington
Tavern.”” Down a lane, a few rods from the tavern, were the
blacksmith’s and the wheelwright’s shops.

From this point a good view was had of the houses scattered -

about in different directions, and of the styles of architecture
which give its peoculiar character to a New England farm-
ing town.

I do not suppose that Cranberry Centre differed so much
from many other New England villages of no special note,
that strangers could not have discerned that its inhabitants were
not to be set down altogether of that class that nature turns
out after the fashion of bread-pans and bean-pots, with no

distinctive marks upon them except as to the size and capacity

for their intended uses. I shall append no topographical,
hydrographical, or trigonometrical surveys at this time, nor
make any further descriptive remarks; but I hope to prove
that the people of this ancient and honorable town were superior
in some respects to town and cities in the Commonwealth, of
more ostentatious dimensions,

JEFFERSON 8. BATKINS.

CHAPTER IV. -

MY BOYHOOD.

I REFERRED in a prevmus chapter to the prehmlnary steps
towards my education ;, religion, patriotism, and other virtues
being mixed together at an early age, because, I suppose, it is
thought best to work on the .idea that ¢‘just as the twig is
bent, the tree’s inclined,” and therefore: among , the a-b, abs,
itis a good idea to sandwich in some matters that the oldest

 heads in after life find a difficulty in understanding. About my
‘time of boyhood there was a lad going about doing all sorts of

sums in arithmetic-without slate or pencil ; but I never under-
stood that anything great came out of it when he wasa man. . I

| - suppose, generally, I was like most boys. 'As I grew up I

learned to play the jews-harp, black joke, and marbles, on the
holidays ; in the winter, I used to slide down hill on a sled; I
knew pretty much what was going on about the house ; I knew .

' * where the woodchuck-holes were, and the berry-ﬁelds, and the

nut—trees perhaps I had as much of the boy mischief in me as
was good for me, but I never was disposed to get up any jokes
that would do anybody harm. If there were any barn-fillings,

house-ralsmgs, or funerals, I generally knew of it, and was on’
hand to do my share, which was for the most part eating and
drinking some of the good things provided on such occasions.

I had never any desire for- strong drinks, . contrary to old

women’s prophecies, who, in consequence of the use of gin in

the substitates for the natural aliment not furnished hy my
maternal nurse, said I should be a drunkard. Therefore I did

" mot hanker after the sugar left in the tumblers, on the side-
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board in the best room, after the contents had heen swallowed
by the mourners and friends, as was the custom at funerals in
my boyhood’s days. '
I cannot say I ever saw any of the men or women folks
tipsy at a funeral; but as their eyes were red from weeping,
and their grief sometimes made them nervous and uncertain in
their gait, it might have happened without my knowledge.
Once, at Squire Butters’ obsequies, it was thought the min-

ister was so affected ; and his enemies did say, particularly
" some members of the opposition meeting-house, that he was

fuddled ; his friends averrell that he was suffering from rheu-
matic neuralgia, and the doctor advised him to take Santa
Cruz spirit, camphor and peppermins, before he left the par-
sonage. Ile did so, and the mixture struck to his head; and
if this had not, the rheumatic neuralgia might have killed him.

This is my boy’s recollection of the affair at the time. Two, .

places I was fond of visiting whenever I had the oppertunity,
—the store and the tavern. There were always some queer
old jokers about these places. I -used to listen with delight to
their stories of cscapes and adventures, when, as they said, the
woods of Cranberry Centre were full of bears and catamounts.

I had full faith in these stories, as boys usually have; and I -

was in the habit of repeating”them and their rusty jokes to
eager listeners at the homestead. |

I was always glad to be sent after the doctor, and that was
a little strange, as I was never romarkable for possessing
an extra share of moral courage. Most boys were then afraid
to go into the doctor’s office. I was not. I had not then been

told how much I was indebted to the doctor’s skill, as I have
stated in a previous — question. [Oh, how strange, — there’s -

the future coming to mingle with the past! 1 will not erase the
word, but substitute the correct one — previous chapter.] Wait-
ing in the doctor’s office one evening to deliver a message from

my father, I saw upon his table the life of Robinson Crusoce.
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Thls book interested me. I did not think of running away o

as he did, but the idea did come into my head as to whether my

* life in Cranberry Centre would ever be worth writing. I bor- -
‘rowed the book from the doctor, and was not sa.tlsﬁed until I

had read every word of it. «

T had worked on the farm with my fa.ther had gone along
much as boys do in similar situations. My father furnished
me my board, and clothes; which were never extravagant, and
usually made with an allowance for growth during the time
they were in condition to perform the duties assigned to them.

T had always a Sunday suit, and, by doing chores for neigh-

bors, and the like, I occasionally could jingle in my pocket
pieces of money of small size and value, with a representation
of the copper currency of the times in greater number.

At the age of fifteen I went to a husking. I was natu-

. rally a modest, timid fellow amorig the women-folks, but when

a girl insisted upon kissing me for some reason connected with
the corn-ears, which I did not appreciate, I made & tussle for.
it, and fell down, buried with eorn-husks, and, mixed up as I
was with the laughing hussies, she accomplished her purpose
amidst shouts of laughter and jokes I have not forgotten to thig
day. Next day, I folt a strange sort of ﬁgrvousnéss, as they
called it. . I got frightened and went to Dr. Slawter with my

. cgse, who laughed at ﬁ;e, and said there was nothing. unnatural.
- about it; I did not need any medicine, as the difficulty would

cure ltself as I grew dlder. It gave me, however an unpleasant
idea of women that it took me some time to recover from. I
went to one Thanksgiving ball; the music and the dancing
almost set me crazy; but remembering the affair of the husking
party, I went home and played checkers with our hired man, —
& game I play some even to this day, and enjoy its exhilarat-
ing effects very much. Ihave nothing more to say of my edu-
cation. I went to school some, studied the New England

- Primer, could write joining-hand, and ecipher a Lttle. I
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did not take to arithmetic very well, and studying grammar
appeared to me a useless waste of time. T do not think that
any event occurred which would be of interest at this time to
record, except those reforred to, —my birth, the husking.
party, the Thanksgiving ball, and the new suit of blue cIothegs
with brass buttons, made man-fashion, and given to me as a,,
present on my fifteenth birthday. | |

' JEFFERSON §. BATKINS.
) t

CHAPTER V.

THE INDIGNATION MEETING.

* ENERGETIC men had singlea out Cranberry Centre as a place -
capable of great improvement. Good farms in some localities

- had been cut up into building -lots. It had been proposed to
. run a railroad through Cranberry Centre. This project met

with great opposition. One of the strongest opposers of this
enterprise was my father. -One of the strongest advocates was

- a gentleman who had not a great while before come to the
. Centre, and about whose history and previous habits there had

been some mystery. For reasons hereafter to be given, he
was more frequently spoken of as “Mrs, Simms’ man” than
his real name of Andriss used;when he was spoken to. In the
short time he had resided in the Centre, he had acquired some
repntation as a lawyer, and some people had gone so far as to
‘say that Squire Andriss was ahead of anybody in the State. A. -
young lawyer from New Hampshire was then beginning to -

. make marks, but it was said Squire Andriss was too much for
him in a case which at this time had just been tried.

- In order that my account of the meeting I am about to
give may be undérstood, I will statc how matters stood be-
tween the railroad corporation and the people of the Centre. - |
A charter having been obtained, the question was whether the
railroad corpomtion should lay their track through the old
burying-ground, where reposed in peace the illustrious dead
of Cranberry Centre, who had been tenants of this soil since-
the settlement of the town : — ‘

% There the rude forefathers of the hamiet slosp.”




28 ‘ LIFE OF

When this route was proposed to my father he was in a rage
not controllable by merely persuasive words. I will not under-
take the phraseology of his first loud and plump refusal, backed
by an oath, which, if my father’s wishes upon himself had been
gratified, would have prevented his contemplation of a hereafter
in a very complacent tone of mind. To whoever spoke to him

- with a view to cause hifn to reconsider his expressed deter-
mination of opposition, he repeated his first negative with
such variations as appeared to him best adapted to render hope-

less any appeal to his judgment as between prwa,te rights and

the public good.

I cannot undertake to give his md}gna,nt answer to a com-
mittee of the railroad stockholders who proposed to give the
town land for a new cemetery, and to remove the dead, free of
all expense to the survivors, to the new location upon a hill,
where it was not probable that any railroad would interfere
with their repose at least for a century to come.

After a number- of private caucuses among the leaders of
politics in the Centre, the following notice, posted in the usual
places when meetings were called on town business, may give
the reader some idea of the state of the Centre at this time : —

¢« PUBLIC NOTICE.

“The inhabitants of Cranberry Centre, without respect to party, opposed to the
sncrilegions attempt of & souliess and aristooratic monopoly, composed for the most
part of non-residents of the town, to desecrato and to destroy the ancient burying-
ground by runping n. railroad through its conseerated soil, are requested to assemble
in the meeting-house of the first parish, at four o’clock in the a.ft?rnuon, on Wednes-
day next, if the weather ia fair, to consult as to the best means of frustrating this
odious violation of the rights of the hvmg and the dead.

“ JETHRO BATKINS
“(For tho Committee of Citizens opposed to the railroad), Chairman.”

Attired in my new suitlof blue, with my father I attended
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the meeting, a deseription of which I am about to give. I
take a part of it from the newspaper of the time, and partly
from impressions made upon my memory by an event.
which - agitated Cranberry Centre almost to 1ts founda— ’
tion. _
‘When the day a.rrlved for the meeting, Cranberry Centre
was all alive. On Sunday previous, the minister preéached
about the railroad. I didn’tremember the text.. I thought that
it was a little out of the way, to carry railroads into sermons.
But since that day, politics, life insurance, summer resorts,

~and quack medicines, have each and all had their turn in the

pulpits of some meeting-houses, until the business of this life, and
the occupation of the next, are so mixed up, that congrega- -
tions hardly know where they are, or whether Sunday is different
from other days of the week. What would the people have said if
the minister of Cranberry Centre had had his name put ouf as
the author of novels! How hard it is to keep back where I
ought to be, in writing the events of a quarter of century
or more behind this state of things ! '
Cranberry Centre, as I have stated, was all i in commotmn.
The old farmers turned-out from the extreme ends of the town
and the by-ways; some on foot, some in their old chaises, |
some in wagons, and some on horseback. I shall leave the pic-
ture to the imagination of those people who have seen the gather-

ings at a turkey-shooting, a barn-raising, a voting-day, a wed-
" ding’in the meeting-house, or a Christian revival, a camp—me,et-

ing, a cattle-show, or the day the circus first enters into a coun~

“try town. This ¢ turn out’’ resembled them all put together,

and in fact there were few people left in the houses except
nursing children, cripples, and some old maids, who took advan-
tage'of the absence from home of o many of the men folks to
have a clearing up of places that had not seen mop or broom
since the last time. "I need not fully describe the ingide of




30 LIFE OF

" the meeting-house. It was like most of its kind, externally and
internally, —a platform, a pulpit with a sounding-board, three
rows of pews,a gallery part way round, in which the singers and
the bass-viol were conspicuous on proper occasions, There was
no hand of music engaged, and that leads me to remark on the

- difference since pianos and such-like things were introduced,

Nowadays a band of music is engaged to play between the

speeches. At the appointed hour, an old gentleman — 1did not

hear his name, and I did not put it down —.called the'meeting
to order, and read the notice of the meeting,

My father had taken me with him close up to the pulpit,
and I declare I felt proud of my situation so near the big
people of Cranberry Centre.

There was a proposition to open the meeting with prayer;

this was voted down; one man said it ought to be done, — that
was the way the Declaration of Independence was made, and
he considered this meeting not second in importance to that revo-
lutionary event. Another man said that lie liked to have prayers
said at funerals; but he did not see the need of them at wed-
dings or other meetings. e did not think the feelings of the
people were in a condition, on these occasions, for prayer. He

said he was wilking to have the help of Providence, whenever

he undertook any work ; but, anccording to his understanding, if
you have anything to do with railroad corporations, there’s no
use relying on Providence; all you have to do is to keep your
eyes open, and not let them get ahead on you. I noticed my
father was uneasy, he kind of talked out his thoughts. When
the prayer was first proposed, he said, ¢ That’sright, Jeff.”” After
the last speaker concluded, he said, in an undertone, ¢ Well, I
don’t know. Some truth in what he says.” The large vote

given against the opening of the meeting with prayer settled

my father’s notion of the matter, and he held up his hand in
favor of omission, with courage and vigor, and looking at me
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as much as to say, ¢ That's right.” T may as well explain the
difference between railroad coroporations in the early days of
their introduction and now. * The directors or individuals did
seem to have some consciences, and did look upon it as rather.
hard to tear up the homes and the graves of communities, in
order to imi)rove the public travel, and such other reasons as are
given for changes and improvements now. Although the Legis-
lature gave.the corporation the right, for the public good, to -
destroy a homestead, a graveyard, or- a meeting-house, still -

- they had a desire to smOOth things up a little, and get the con-
- gent of the people, who were not used to the innovation of the
“times. Things are different now. Corporations go through any-

thing, legislatures, courts, treasury funds, people’s rights, to
a terminus not always beneficial to the public or to themselves,
but, to balance the account, prayers are niore frequent. It is not

*_uncommon to open stockholders’ meetings, under some circum-

stances, in this way. Agricultural fairs, boat-races, horse-trotting
matehes and dancing parties, perhaps prize-fights, will be thus
inaugurated as matters improve.

I cannot give all the particulars of the organization of the
meetmg ;. there was a great deal of whispering among the peo-

‘ple on the platform. At length the meeting was put in work-

ing order by the choice of a wmoderator; a tall gentleman
read the following resolutions, — he was the secretary : —

“ Resolved, by the people. of Cranberry Centre, in town
meeting assembled, that'we view with alarm the encroachment
of corporate power upon ‘private rights, and consider the yield- -
ing by the Legislature to such.inroads upon the habits and cus-

" toms of law-abiding people and Christian communities, as open-

ing the graves of the departed dead, and exposing them to the
vulgar gaze of the rabble, subversive of the true principles of
h‘oerty, for which our fathers fought, bled, and died, on Lex-
ington Plain and Burker Hill.”

Upon this bemg read, there was a great cla.ppmg of ha.nds,
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and gome hurrahs. My father expressed his assent to these dem-
onstrations with a liberal display of approving smiles. In those
days Bunker Hill and Lexington were considered among the
great things of the world. Subsequent events have somewhat
damaged their value. They are scarcely referred to now even
in Fourth-of-July orations,

‘The second resolution was then read, as follows: “ Re-’

solved, that we pledge ourselves to resist this new tyranty, and
instruct our next representative to the General Court to use his
influence to have all charters repealed giving any such rights
to corporations as to desecrate graveyards and churches, or that
in any way interfere with private rights. Also, resolved, that our
representative be requested to pledge himself to. oppor .9
spirit of domination, now, henceforth, and forever, and t¢ .nn-~

municate with other friends of the cause, in order to accom-

plish this patriotie purpose.”’

More clapping of hands followed this part of the ceremony.
It was evident that some one, out of the usual course of things,
had framed theso resolutions. My father could never have
done it. It must have been the work of the minister, or Dr.
Slawter, or the lawyer, ¢ Mrs. Simmg’ man.”

No one seemed ready to speak first ; there was a large amount
of whispering, and angular and energetlc gesticulations; but
no person seemed ready to begin. As is often the case on
such oceasions, everybody is waiting for somebody else. Here-
in is the advantage of a band of music, ag is the modern way
of pumping spunk into a dormant gathering. There was a
dreary and dead silence, when, after some pushing and nodding,
the moderator arose, and in a low voice inquired what was the

pleasure of the meeting. In modern times some half-a-dozen
boys would simultaneously have shouted out for a speech ; but

no one, in those dayss had arrived at that advanced state of
“ Hail Columbia’* or * Yankee Doodle inspiration, to make
somebody say something. After a great many evidences
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of embarmssment my father arose. All eyes were upon him.
He opened his mouth, but words seemed to be Wantmg e
placed both hands upon the partition separating the pew from

the one hefore it, and at last there escaped from his mouth

these words: *‘ Mister Mod-e-ra-tof, I move the adoption of
these resolutions, I — I — move that —” He sat down.
Immediately arose ¢ Mrs. Simms’ man,”’ the lawyer, with an.
air of modesty becoming to any man, and quite sarprising in the
case of & man who had the reputation of robbing his prmclpol
and marrying his wife. Whatever might be the”truth in ..the_
case, he looked around, measured the calibre of the meeting,
and in a sweet, winning voice began: ‘ Mr. Moderator, in
matters of this kind it is not/always well to be hasty.  Under
some circumstanees I can,’ conceive that disturbing the re-
mains of those we love, who have been quietly reposing in thei;'
last homes, would be an act of great cruelty, and lacerating to
the feclings of friends who survived. Now I am personally
acquainted with many of the directors of the railroad, and I
am sure, if they had the slightest idea of the objections here
raised, they would sooner gacrifice all their interests, and some
of their lives even, rather than to carry their road through
Cranberry Centre. It is true they have the power, but.they
have too much humanity in them, for merely pecuniary gain, to

" offend the intelligent farmers of this enterprising town. T

need. not state the advantages to you of having this road built,
or the dlsadvantages to you if it goes through Leadenville
and avoids Oranberry Centre altogether .

¢ If the road goes through, this will be the central depot for
produce. It will raise the value of your lands, reduce your
taxes, and bring the necessaries, nay, the luxuries of life to your
very doors, from all parts of the world. Now,as I said, my
friends and meighbors, I have & common interest with yon, and
I should regret if, by passing these harsh resolutions, we should

k force the directors of the railroad to give to Leadenvﬂle the.
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advantages intended for us alone. I think in the course of

time it will be necessary to have a new cemetery, If, I say,

if you should upon consideration give the corporation permis-
sion to grade the cemetery, and lay the track upon it, you would
not desire the cars to run over the cherished resting-places of

your friends. I have no doubt the corporation would, in the-

most careful and appropriate manner, remove the remains of
your loved ones to a new cemetery, and though pecuniary con-
siderations could never alone weigh in the matter to influence
your decision, I feel sure the corporation would satisfy all claims

on that score, for your noble resignation of private rights for

the public good. T hope this meeting will think, and not act
rashly in the matter of these resolutions.” He sat down. More

whispering and putting of heads together ; my father fidgety. .

All eyes were upon him. Fingers were pointed in the direc-
tion of our pew. The fact was, my father was the chicf
getter-up of this meeting, and it was expected that he
would answer any person who should be bold enough to defend
the railroad corporation. His continued silencd™ at last be-
came unendurable. One thick-set, farmer-looking individual
arose, with the hoarse voice peculiar to an obese specimen
of a cider-drinking community, and delivered “himself as fol-
lows: —

““ Mr. Moderator : I have listened to the resolutions and to
the gentleman’s speech. I have not anybody that belonged to me

buried in the graveyard, and don’t expect to be put there myself,~

-—at least,I am not in a hurry to be, Mr. Moderator ; but I should
like to hear both sides.  Ishould like to hear Mr. Batkins’ views
on the question, and I hope he will speak.”” He sat down,
chuckling at his success, and turned square round to hear ANy
father, encouraging him with saying, also, “ Get up, Batkins, and
say something.” ’
~ After many efforts, my father was on his feet. T stood up,
gaz?ng upon him with admiration, — my father going to speak
against ** Mrs. Simms’ man.” Now, I had heard my father’s posi-
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tive styie of speaking about the house, and around the farm to
the men and the cattle, and sometimes down at the store, about
election time. I had heard him talk to the neighbors on this
question, calling anybody hard names, who was in favor of the
railroad. Now I was to hear a reply to evidently a friend of
the outra,geéus association. , ‘ ‘ -

My father’s brow was covered with sweat. He clenched his
hands. ““Mr. Moderator,” were his first words, and these he

- repeated several times, and in different tones of voice. I begém

to think the old gentleman would back down. He, however,
rallied, and using both hands and arms, in various styles of
impressive and exprossive pantomine, — this word hag been put
in since' I copied my ideas from the orignal journal, — he at

- length, in & loud tone, commenced the exordium of his speech, —

this is also added : “ Mr. Moderator, my friends, and fellow-
townsmen, I am well known to you all. When I gay a thing

"1 mean it, unless something happens:to change my mind. 1
~ am opposed to the railroad on conscientious grounds. I came

prepared to answer any man who wants to prove the railroad to
be of any use to Cranberry Centre, anyhow; but, sir, when it
comes to dostroying the ancient landmarks, — the burying-
ground,— I — ¥ S

My father stopped full, and, taking from his pocket, a piece
of folded paper, handed it to me to read, looking in vain
in all his pockets for his spectacles, without which the paper
upon which was written the heads of his objections was en- .
tirely useless. - He spoke in a scarcely audible voice: ey eff,
read me what the paper says about the sacrilege.”” I repeated :
““To-day I despise the wretch who, for filthy lucre, would see
the railroad corporation play with his dead ancestors’ bones as
with a club.”” — “ Yes, yes,” says my father, *“ that will do 37
and he repeated this Shakespearean paraphrase, I carinof say
with good emphasis and good discretion, but with that volume
of voice for which lie was so noted when driving cattle from
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the corn, or the dogs from the chickens, or a suspicious-looking
wayfarer, who might be entering the gate leading to the door-yard
of our homestead. At this time I did not know anything
about Shakespeare, but I thought the minister or the doctor wrote
thig for him when they rgade the resolution. My father rose
in my estimation after this first speech, and he continued calling
all corporations awful names, and this one in particular, which
was to ruin Cranberry Centre by the new enterprise. A few
questions were asked and answered by different persons, none
of them throwing much light upon the real intention of the
corporation. From the speech of “ Mrs. Simms’ man,” which
was a feeler, nothing could be gained as to which side he would
take. After my father’s speech, the general feeling was, Down
with the railroad ! yet nobody seemed ready to push the advan-
tage, and carry the resolutions. My father was surrounded by his

friends, who congratulated him on his effort. His popularity
was established, and at that time he could have been nominated

as Governor of the State, and elected too, if the vote of Cran-

berry Centre could have done it. I need not say how proud I -
felt. I was naturally tall of my age, and I stretched myself -

to my utmost length, at the hazard of the seams in my new
trousers, and bright buttons that decorated my first long-tailed
coat. '

“Mrs. Simms’ man” rose again, and in that winning way
that I before deseribed, said: ¢ M. Moderator, perhaps before
passing the resolution, which I am inclined to favor, we had
better dispense with the formality of the occasion, and talk as
neighbors and friends, so that, whatever conclusion we arrive

at, we may, ag one man, be a solid phalanx in our resistance to

any power that wonld rob us of our rights.”

This appeared to suit the majority, and when it was formal-
ly announced, promiseuous conversation caused such a confu-
sion that it would be difficult to say what opinion had been
arrived at.  After a short time, * Mrs. Simms’ man ” came inito
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the pew where Wéjwere ; he was very polite. Te looked at me all
over : “Mr. Batking’ son, Isuppose.”” I said Lhad s?pposed 80.
« T,o0k like your father, young man; I hope you will one day

£11 his place. *¢ This was very complinientary tome ; but at this
+time my father was so full of enthusiasm, he did not lock upon

the prophecy with complacency ; as he at that time had no idea
of anybody filling his place, particularly if the ','_roa,d was to
run throﬁgh the graveyard, where his wife, my mother, was.

reposing. This appeared to be the sum and substance of his
.- thoughts, judging from the conversation going on between

him and ¢ Mrs. Simme’ man.”’  Something like the following
dialogue took place, beginning in a W.hisP_era a.nd, as thc? people
gradually went away from the pew, the voices mcre:-a,sed in tone,
go that T heard it without putting out my ears to lfsten._
¢ Well,” said * Mrs. Simms’ man,” ““ I agree ’W]thk you, Mr.
Batking, but T can assure you the corpora.t;on_ha\.re no such in-
tention ; if the road does not go through the burymg—ground, it
will go higher up, and through the best part of your farm ; so glm:
see personally you will lose by the operation ; now t?ley have }T _
lot next to yours, by the upper road. If you V\.TIH riot opposc;a % 5e
lower track, they will convey to you, for a nommft-l sum, He ge; 8
piece’ of good land, and purchase all your sand-hills to fill up the
o S o N
maii? fathier listened with great attentioni ¢ Well,” said. he,
¢ that looks fair; why didn’t they say so to.me before we got up
this meeting? Now, after T have called! thgm such har@ na;;nes,
and roused up all Granberry Centre, it will niot do for me to show
i backing out.” - '

an}:‘ ?\}’.{g;? OSfimms’ n:,an’.’ whispered again: ¢ All eagy enough.
I will make a motion to adjourn the fmeetir;g, to be cal.led to-
gether by the committee, gfter,'they have seen‘what_ the\dl'r;czto;‘s )
of the corporation mean to do.” Something had evi c;lt y
changed my father’s mind; either that I heard, or something
else that was said when their two heads were close together.

’
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Without much ceremony, the resolutions were laid on the

table, and the meeting adjourned, to be ‘called together by the
committee, of which my father was the chairman. The meet-
ing dispersed as it came, only with more rapidity of miotion.
It was never called together again. The road went through

the graveyard. My mother’s remains were removed to the -

new cemetery, and for the first time, when the old stone was
taken up, I discovered when my mother died, and her age at
the time of her decease. This excitement made a great impres-

sion on me, and particularly when the addition was made to

our farm, and my father was made a justice of the peace and
a coroner of the county ; and by these two offices I was enabled
to know more of the doings in Cranberry Centre than the
generality of people of my age.

JEFFERSON 8. BATKINS. -

" CHAPTER VI

MY FIRST TEMPTATION.

Apour this time I began keeping a journal. of ‘matters
about the farm and saved up- pieces from the newspapers,
which I cut out and pasted in an old account-book. I think I
must say I was led to this from my continued reading of tho
¢« Life of Robinson Crusoce,” to whose adventures I became

~more and more attached. I used the ¢ 0ld Farmer’s Al-

manac” to record my adventures, without being aware at the
time how useful this would be, as I did not then think of
writing my own life. I shall not suppress any truth;

“my journal accounts were deficient in fulness, and my spell—

ing was not what it ought to have been; but, making allow-
ance, I was about up to the average; and I have since known
a school-committee-man who could not write his name. I had
serious thoughts of leaving loff farm work, as I had no wages, and

. cither going apprentice to some trade, or obtaining a situation

in Deacon Smoothe’s groeery and dry goods store. I understood
his clerk wag about to be married and set up on his “own
hook,” as he ealled it, and that would leave a chance for some
young man, of a religious turn of mind, who was willing to
work. I did not seem to suit the -deacon; but when my
father heard of my movement, he proposed to give me an
allowance,.besides my board and clothes, until I was of age.
He was a pla,usxble man, and he used to bring me over to his
opinions, after a hard day’s work, with the following announce-
‘ment : — 4

“ Jefferson, you are my only son; you look partly like
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me, and partly‘like your mother. You have all our good
peints: you are industrious, frugal, and homnest; when I

am gone all my property will-fall to you; and it depends

upon yourself whether or not you will be the glea.test man in
Cranberry Centte.”’ . .
While events were transpiring which I need not mention, I
was growing older, and increaging in stature; but I do not think
my mental capacity was increasing in the same proportion as my
corporal. I pondered a good deal over things I had read; but
‘“ Robinson Crusoe ” was uppermost in my mind. I read it
so often that I could repeat a great many chapters of it. I
tried-to learn to sing; but the tedicher said there was no
music in me. I was equally bad off in dancing qualitics. In
short, though I was reckoned forward in physique, as Dr.

Slawter called it, I was rather backward in intellect; thig’

did not discourage me. Not knowing the destiny that awaited
me, I was as happy in my ignorance of scholastic qualities,
as in the enjoyment of doughnuts, pumpkin pies, and
cider cake, with a keen appetite for all good things, —a
condition I bhave not yet outlived; I hope I mever shall;
although I must confess, when I loock back, I am-surprised to
find how httle I knew of human nature, which ought to be our
‘study first and last and all the time. I have scen that idea in
a book, conveyed in the following concise and beautiful sen-
tence : *‘ The proper study of mankind is man; ’’ that includes
woman, of course, as a prominent feature of the species.

Time kept going on in Cranberry Centre pretty much as it does
everywhere else. People were born and died; the poor be-
came rich not very often, but the rich not unfrequently became

poor, and that’s a hard case anywhere. I used to think deri-

ously about that when I heard of any poor family going to the

poor farm, who, when I first knew them, held good positions,

and were well-to-do. Sometimes the extravagance of the
wives and daughters, sometimes the misfortunes of the sons,
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" and sometimes the habit of too often going to the tavern or the

grocery, swallowed up all the homestead ; and the poor-house
at last was the refuge of the old folks, and often the orphan
infants of the second generation. My father, I am sorry to
say, was not as' regalar to his meals as he used to be. Get-
ting into office, and occasionally visiting Boston, as he often did
on the new railroad, changed his mode of life, and not for the
better. Qur house-keeper, Aunt Dolly Spooner, used to shake
her head, and say, *“ It was a pity, and it was all from politics ;

-for since the indignation meeting my father was mixed up in

all the movements of the day in this direction.

My father, satisfied with his firat matrimonial eﬁ'ort made
no second attempt, and Aunt Dolly, sincethe death of my
lamented mother, had ruled the house in a most unexceptiona-
ble manner. -She was always kind to me, and before she had
arrived at an age to forbid any h0pe of her being my step-
mother, her proprlety of conduct was acknowledged by the
proper authority of the place, — our neighbors and friends.
Scandal will thrive anywhere, in any soil, particularly where

~ there are women to sow the seed and carefully irrigate the soil

in the encouragement of its development, if such a process is
necessary. S0 there was scandal even in Cranberry Centre, in-
volving my father’s natie with Aunt Dolly’s ; one disappointed
damsel avowing to my father’s faee that if he did not marry
Aunt. Dolly he ought to have done so, to save appearances.
For the motherly treatment given to me, she was credited
with the desire to be the second Mrs. Batkins. She gave me

“good-advice, and while talking with her about my being soon

out of my time, she said, ‘ Jefferson, don’t never go into poli-
tics, and,; if you can help it, don’t get married till ‘you are more
than forty years of age.”” I always believed in Aunt Dolly,
and I do to this day ; but still I must confess there is something
/in human nature, — and the more I study it, the more I find it
to be true, — that when you are told not to do a thing, the more

i
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you want to do it. Now, I confess, T had a strong desire to
go into politics, and a very strong inclination to go into marry-
ing; but though I did both, it was only late in life; and the
reasons for resisting these strong but natural ambitions will be
discovered at a proper epoch of my life. In about a month I
should be one-and-twenty years of age. I had no strong points
of character. Iwas full of resolution when I got roused, but did

not carry out my views with great rapidity. I think one of

my great qualities was caution. Speculations never tempted
me. I was careful with whbat small sums of money I accu-
mulated, and never borrowed a cent up to the time of my
-majority. Folks don’t usually tell of any of their failings;
but I am not ashamed to furnish anything that will give an

idea of my character. * Just as the twig is bent,” and ““ Tall oaks

from little acorns grow,”” are among the axioms of my earliest
g g y

recollections. T have said I was a heliever in Dr. Slawter’ s theory

of inheriting qualities from parents. My father at first had the
reputation of being a mean, close man. After the indignation

meeting, he beeame- generous and liberal, which goes "to show

that the invention of railroads was a moral agent in the im-
provement of character. I really beliéve I was naturally mean
and, inberiting it, -of course I could not help it I did
not like risking money that I could not see any equivalent for,
or any way to get it back. A little of my own human nature
at this time may be gathered from an incident which I am
about to relate. This was put into a paper some time ago; but I
am the man and Cranberry Centre is the place where the fact
oceurred. . -

We had a hired gir], a plump body, about ten years older
than I was. She had lived in Boston, but for some reason pre-
ferred to come into the country. She was full of jokes, and,as

Aunt Dolly said, was always ready to carry on with any fellow ;.

and somehow or other I did feel as if T was in love with her. It was
a plaguy curious sort of sensation anyhow. In a frolic she kissed

[
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me one day. I blushed at the time. I was uneasy except when
she was about. She always seemed t0 appear to me wherever I
was, or whatever I was doing ; if I went to milk a cow, foed the

~ swine, or drive the cattle to pasture. Thad a kind of feeling
"that T almost wished that I was a pair of footings, or any-

thing else that passed through her hands washing-days. She
used to talk a good deal about getting married to different”
fellows, who used to be coming there, and whenever she did
I used to feel as if I would poison any fellow that should dare
to do such a thing; and so I told her one day. She said she
would not speak to any other fellow, if [4vould marry her. She
vowed she loved ihe, and so * bewildered and bedevilled me,” as
Aunt Dolly said, that I agreed to marry her, —so Sarah said.
I suppose this was my first love. They say everybody is bound
to have such a thing. I was not of age, but still I really
think I made some promise to marry her, and after that I used
to go walking round nights with her, coming home a*little late
and entering at a different door. Some folks noticed it; and I
was  bantered a little by my young-men companions. Aunt
Dolly saw it, cautioned me against the Jezebel, as she catled
her, threatened to turn her away and tell my father of my
da.no-er A truce was made, and my fair Sally Trivetts was
urging me to fix the day of marriage. She had proposed a
visit to the next town ; to do this we must go over a bridge, or
take the railroad train. One was more expensive than the
other; but she decided that we should go on the cars, My con—'

‘SCIence troubled me very much. This was a turning-point. T

dressed in my best ; so did she. She went out as usual, at the .
back door, while I went out at the front. I felt as if I had
been stealing a sheep and didn’t know what to do with the mut-
ton, and balf made up my mind not to go; but somehow, with-
out :i’ny real esuse, I was afraid of her. I had heard of men
being put in jail for not marrying girls; but was not, at that

“time, aware of my legal defence, -—— that in law I was ﬁn infant,
4 thourrh in fact nearly six feet high. T joined her, and we walked
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to the station. I went up to the ticket-office, and was about to
give my money for the two tickets. The double price touched
my quality of caution. I purchased one ticket, and when
Sally asked for her ticket I told her that I guessed she had
better pay her own fare, for if we should not get married
could afford to.pay for but one, and lay out the money for
no use to me. She looked at me as if she would kill me, and,
shaking her clenched hand at me, exclaimed in a loud voice,

that could be heard by everybody about the station-house:

¢ Jeff. Batkins, you are the meanest cuss in Cranberry Centre.”’
Well, I said nothing; but I thought Twas. We did not go to
the next town that night; she walked home alone. I followed,

after getting the money back on my ticket.. Miss Trivetts

told Aunt Dolly that she would not sleep another night in’
the homestead, and, without giving any reason, for her con-
duct, received her wages, due, left for Boston in the morning
train, and from that day to this I have never put the sight of
my eyes on Miss Sarah Trivetts. Now, there are not many
men, writing their lives, thas would tell this against themselves,
particularly after they had been elevated in public esteem, and
won the honors as I have. It was a mean proposition, but
just think of it! suppose I had married Sarah Trivetts, what
a change in the history of my life! : '

Not long after my adventure with Miss Trivetts, one night,
my father and I discussed the preliminaries of arrangement to be
made, after I had arrived at that age in a man’s life, when,
thereafter, he has the right to trade for himself, and to sue and

"be sued, and enjoy all the luxuries of independent and free ex- -

istence. My freedom day was approaching. He was to give me
a new and complete outfit, the expense not to exceed thirty dol-
lars, for coat, vest, trousers, and hat ; my boots were good enough,
ke said, and there was no need of extra display, in that direction,
on the occasion. There were to. be no festivities at the home-
stead, though Aunt Dolly, good soul, put in her word in my be-
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half, without effect, however, at the economical resolution of my

T { N . .
father. *Put it off,” said he, ¢ until thanksgiving-day, and

then, if you choose to invite your friends in the evening, I will
pay the bill for refreshments. Iagreed to this. I had a fow friends
among the farmers’ sons; but no one that Ilooked upon as in-
dispensable to my existence. I was singular in this respect, per-

" haps; but so it was. A loud knock at the door put an end to outr

delilc-)erations. Aunt Dolly had attended to the summons, and
admitted Gideon Bodge, the constable of Cranberry Centre.
Gideon was a character of the past; as constable, pound-

 keeper, and tax-gatherer, his time was pretty well occupied in the

service of his fellow-citizens, He led the choir in the meeting-
house, and whatever service he performed, a charge was made, ct),r
ﬂxe money collected on the spot, — his choice always, but not
always adopted. - He was never knowngo do anything gratuitous-

1y, of his own suggestion. e was a yingle man, and though

nobody was ever heard to speak well of him, he performed his
duties faithfully; but always insisted that the laborer was
worthy of his hire, and that the surest way to make enemies
was to have too many friends. < No friendship iu trade,”’ was
h1§ answer, if any person proposed, for any reason of relation-
ship, neighborhood, or previous official” perquisites, ‘that he
should discount on fees; or other pecuniary operations.

He was not liberal, even in the use of words, and spoke only

_ Just 50 many as wonld convey his meaning, and sometimes so

scrin:lped the supply as to render almost unintelligible the drift
of his communications. "

But whenever his' lank bodjr,-covered with a suit of gray

‘satinet, tightly fitting his limbs, and his advanced head partly

h'i,dden by a wide-brimmed brown hat, Showed itself, you might
be sure he meant business; for no other purpose was he ever
known to enter, uninvited, anybody’s. premises. As a rule,
fl‘e never .spoke first, but waited for the usual salutation:
Well, Gideon, what now?”’ and he was thus addressed by -
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my father, who appeared gomewhat astonished at his en-
trance. ’ : o
Gideon replied, ¢ That plague, Martha, hgs come again.” )
My father nttered an oath in addition to an expressive Wis
that Martha was dead. Putting on his hz}t,Ahe wa.lked ~out
with Bodge, saying, ¢ I'll see what's to be done ;.” leaving Aunt
Dolly and myself together. I asked who this Martha was.
Aunt Dolly ‘informed me. I will inform my rea.d'ersA hefce-
ofter of her connection with some incidents of my life, which

ot this time were among the hidden things of a great future.

JEFFERSON S. BATKINS.

CHAPTER VIL '

I KEEP A STORE.

Tug thanksgiving day referred to in the previous chapter”
pessed away much after the style of other thanksgiving days.
1 shall not give an account of our doings-on that particular
occasion, as everybody in New England knows what a thanksgiv-

~ Ing dayis. To be sure, it is a different thing from the ¥eal

old roast-tﬁrkey, plum-pudding, pumpkin-pie, getting-married,
going-to-ball thanksgiving day, of the old times. In works
of fiction that I have reéud,‘ in which -the development of
the character of the descendants of the Pilgrim fathers ap-
peared to be the principal object, thanksgiving day has been
glorified, and its instingtive suggestions duly recorded and ex-
patiated upon. I am not writing the history of New England,
and therefore this is one of the institutions I shall only re-
fer to, leaving the matter to such books as have been written
on ity or leave to the present posterity the task of inquiring
of their predecessors, who may be living, ag to what constituted
the observance of thanksgiving, in accordance with the procla-
mations of the governors of those days. I do ndt aim to in-
struct my readers in morals or religion; but as thanksgiving
day is a different day from what it used to be, so have some
other matters undergone the change consequent wpon, or pre- ’
wous to, all great improvements, ever since the flood, hecause
all that happened before was destroyed, except the animal crea-
tion, including, I suppose, birds, fishes, and creeping things;
and little is known as to the state of science and the fine arts=
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previous to that watery epoch. I perceive how rambling are
my thoughts. -

At the time of which I am writing, my notion of the
flood was vague and unsatisfactory ; at this day my notions
are somewhat changed, and I cannot help thinking that
if the whole world was then destroyed, it would be difficult now
to repeat the operation, relying on the principles of natural phi-
losophy, and the astounding discoveries and inventions of the
nineteenth century. It is an inborn quality of our national
character to go ahead, and I find it again difficult to restrain
myself to Cranberry Centre and the era of which I write.
Under the light of my experience, I am impelled to the con-
sideration of the future at the expense of the past. I am
aware, that at this time it is improper to refer to the telegraph

and ocean cable, exeept as to their being in the brain of the in-

ventor, and yet, when we of this day reflect upon the flood, and
Noah’s arrangements for self-preservation, we cannot keep ont
of sight the fact, that if steam and the ocean cable had been
among the resources of the people of Asia, a trip to America,
where the signs of a deluge are not so manifest, — that is, on
a large scale, — might have saved a great many more than were
gaved in Noah’s specimen of naval architecture, and thus inter-

fered materially with the claim of Columbus and the Pilgrim’
fathers in the discovery and settlement of America. I have read

this over, and am rather astonished at the vast grasp of mind

such a changd of affairs comprehends. Such is the expansion

of human thought. I could not have done this at the time of
which I write, because the brain I had then is not the brain
T have now. Doctor Slawter said that once in seven years

the whole body underwent such a change that there was not a &

particleleft of the matter used, in running the human machine,

‘that was in it seven years before. )
The railroad passed through the town, which was considered

of sufficient importance to be made a watering station. Every
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train would bring passengers, who remained a day or two; some
of these became permanent residents. . The town was to 7be im-
proved generally. . My father had joined agricultural societies
and with his offices began to live ina gentlemanly style. Onc;
- the governor visited our house, and I had the honor of black-
ing a real governor’s boots, who, from perambulating the suburbs’
of Cranberry Centre, had aggregated so much-of its free soil
on his hoots as to compromise his ideas of gentility, 1 broughf

. the boots to the governor myself; he thanked me, and said he

would not insult me by offering me a pecuniary reward. T -
should not have considered it ah insult, though T was the only
son of a jgstice of the peace and'a county coroner, - There
was some talk of making Cranberry Centre a city. It was said
Boston influence defeated the plans. - We had increased largely -
the numbers of inhabitants; not always were the new-comers

of the best classes. We had a fire riow and then ; occasionally

an outbreak among the foreign population that had gathered
about a region of Gypsy Village, known as Skunk’s Misery.
The vagrants who resided in the village proper had a larger
field for the practice of their operations; they had ascended

- from the lesser crimes of robbing hen-roosts and clothes-lines

to the cultivation of a highet style of depredation. Larceny
from the stores was increasiflg, and sometimes a burglary was
attempted, not alwajys with success. There was also an estab-

- lishment near by, — what is now known as a ‘““gocial evil.” At

the ’time of which I write, the particular institution referred
to had not so pronounceable a name.

All these innovations gave extra duties to Gdeon Bodge.

‘ This. in no way disturbed him, as ¢ all was grist to his mill.”
- I do not think T had kept pace with the improvements conse-
‘quent upon the railroad passing through the town. Early in

life T had an idea that I should like to'be rich; but my weak

. Point was a fear to let go what I had for the chance to get

more. I.tried my hand at a little barter trade, and did pretty -
A : o .
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well sometimes. At turkey-shootings, I used to take a chance
now and then; but if the best shots in three took the turkey,
I would sell my chance as often as take my last fire. When I
once got money into my possession, I did hate to part with it,

and that is the truth. The old proverb, *“ A bird in the hand is

worth two in the bush,”” saved me from land specilations, insur-
ance companies, bank investments, and. matrimonial enterprises.
Some time after I was of age, Deacon Smoothe died. His
store and stock was for sale, and my father, assisted by
¢ Mre. Simms’ man,”’ purchased it, and put me in it on wages
and a third share of the profit. A sign was put up over the door.
Ah! Igeeit now: “J.S. BATEINS AND COMPANY, Suecossors
_to Deacon Simeon Smoothe. Dry Goods, W. L. Goods, Groceries,
Medicines, Fancy Goods. Produce bought and sold.” " I thought
the store was larger than necessary, and rented a part to a
_tailor. His sign was added to the building: ¢ Tailoring done
here.”” The room over. the store was let to a. teacher of a

singing-school. and the building had more of the appearance -
gmg, :Z g pp

of business thah in the days of Deacon Smoothe.: I used fo

go over to the other side of the road and contemplate the

change. “¢ J. 8. Batkins,” — that was me, and no mistake ; the
¢t Company *’ was Jethro Batkins and ¢* Mrs. Simms’ man.” The
tailor had no name up, nor the masic-master, and I received
the credit of, as they would say now, running the whole ma-
chine. How often we get credit for more than belongs to” us !

Things appeared on the start to be kind of curious. I was

paying wages to myself and~had partners on my sign. I will

not anticipate here the state of things that came out of my first
attempt at commercial endeavors. The clerk. that had been
with the deacon for some time was retained, as he knew
the most of the customers, and * Mrs. Simms’ man * said it
would be judicious to employ him, ag he had some capital, and
might set up an oppesition store and divide the trade, if not

rob my establishment of its traffic altogether. I had no experi--
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ence in shop-keeping. T used to go to the store for things, and

*in that way knew the method of purchasing at retail. Selling,

I supposed to be something easily learned. Thé purchasing of
stock was for the time left with the clerk, who made freqient
visits to the eity for this purpose, during which time I was in
full possession of our selling department.

I was in business in a store, where, after many years of strict
attention to business, the deacon had secured a competence for his
family. My father and ¢ Mrs. Simms’ man ”* had furnished the
capital, and therefore I was justified in'following their advice
28 to the adminiseration of affairs. I said the elerk remained
upon a small salary, and a percentage of profits, from the silent
partners’ share, always taken in advance. I began to think that
his share was larger than mine. Whenever we took an account
of stock, the nominal profits were considerable; but I could
never realize miore than my salary. I had often heard that
“figures will not lie.” I think that may be true, as to the

~ fignres; but they do bring out different results, according to

the use ma,de of them. Book-keeping was not among my ac-
complishments. '

One of my weak points, at this time, was a readiness to believe
almost anything anybody told me who a,ppear:ed to be friendly.
I began with the idea that the great mass of people were
honest. This notion is a little brewed out of my perceptive
faculties ; still, at times it has had a powerful influence on my |
actions. My adventure with Miss Trivetts had led me to a gen-
eral distrust of women, — particularly if they spoke to me in
that soft way so natural to their sex, rind so fascinating to ours. -

‘I don’t know what to liken it to, unless it be the power the cat
 has over the canary bird, and given to them for the same pur-

pose, — to charm the victim and then destroy him. My opinion
then wasg, that, if a woman wanted to marry a man, there was
1o reason why she should not begin the courting. If the story
of Eve is a true one, she must have proposed to Adam. At
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the time I am writing, public opinion sustains this view, although
it i3 not my intention to enlarge on the guestion of woman's
rights, in this chapter. I had been in the store more thun
two years, when I considered it right to inquire into the affairs
of the firm. Our business had been good apparently; that is,

we sold a large amount of goods; but according to the. books:
kept by Mr. Bean, my clerk, we owéd about as much money

as the stock was worth. On the other side, money was due to us.
But one thing that sarprised me more than anything else was
the large amount of counterfeit bills that was always returned
to us, after Mr. Bean had been to Boston to purchasesupplies.

I was no great judge of paper money, but Mr. Bean pretended.

to be, and yet we were every day receiving more or less of
the spurious kind. I was careful, in taking my wages, to secure
gold or silver money, which I put in a savings-bank of my
own. I made my mind up that I would not lay away paper
money, if I took my share in copper coin. I always did have

_ a dislike to bank bills, though sometimes I did get a counterfeit

bialf dollar or so for real silver,

I am determined, at this tlme, tolet the matter of counterfelt
bills remain, until the sequel of shop-keeping affairs comes up
in due form. ~

Our partnership lasted between four and five years. During
that time there were, of course, many changes, both in the town
and in my acquaintances; but I shall only notice those that
have a bearing on my own life. I was never ubove my busi-
ness. In the store I always put on a green apron and jacket.
over the arms of which I had linen sleeves, which were washed
" once a week or so, and relieved of the different mixtures of
molasses, butter, and other matters which would collect during
a week's work. Mr. Bean, when he was in the store, attended

mostly to the dry goods department, and principally to the

ladies, who called for silks and digity, —— an article much used
in those days,— and for this purpose he was weli adapted. It used
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_to be a saying then, if a fellow was suitoring 0 the girlg, he
“was after the dimity, — a saying I dare say well remembered -
by men of my age, whether they practised in the fashion or

‘not. 1 attended to the women-folks, when they came after

groceries; but, if you have the intention, you can frame your
conversation in the same style with those who came for soap,
glothes-lines, butter, cheese, rat-traps, cider, or rum, as with
those who came for things to make into wedding-gowns, baby
caps, and such-like furmture Although I was the owner of

the store, I did the hardest work. Mr. ‘Bean looked after the

lighter trade, and kept the books. I had not much time to
improve my mind by reading. It used to frighten me some-
times to hear Mr. Bean talk of poets, and poetry, and novels.
I heard him once speaking a piece, as I came into the store, to
some ladies. When they were gone I asked him what it was,
He waid it was from Byron, — Loxd Byron, I think he called
him; a person I had never heard of then: but a little later I
inquired of the minister. e s4id he was a dissolute man, and

- no youth should ever read his works.  That gave a momenta-

ry start to my human nature; but when I inquired the price
of the book I concluded I would follow the minister's advice;
so I went back to Robinson Crusoe, and forgot Byron and his

- works. Since then I have heard a good deal of him ; but now I

am too old to begin to read the book. I do not think a country
store is the best place to develop genius, or to prepare one to’
be a governor, or a president of a ¢ollege, or for any such emi-

nent position.  Still, there is opportunity to do some thinking,

and to see somethmcr of people’s dispositions. I used to be
deceived sometimes; but one thing I can say, if T was cheated

once by any person it could not be repeated in the same way.

The ‘ingenuity of some people is astonishing. In order to .
put a stop to so much trusting [ put up a sign, ** No Trust.””
This Mr. Bean removed, and substituted, ‘“Six per Cent. dis-
count for Cash.”” Nobody took any notice of that. I then pro-

&
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posed to put up, ‘‘ No credit given here.”” Mr. Bean remon-

strated, seid we should drive all our custom to the opposition .
store. After o while, I found, in an old almanac, a piece of
poetry, and hired a painter who owed us, and would never pay,

to paint it out on a board as follows: —

¢ Binoq man to man is so unjust,
I eannot tell what man to trust;
I have trusted many to my sorrow:
So pay to-day, I'll trust to-morrow.”

This I put up in a conspicuous place in the store. - Folks
would read it; but I did not see that it had much effect upon
them to my benefit. Mr. Bean said it was an insult to our
customers, and removed that also. Some of the women had
the most insinuating ways, and invited me to call and see them.
This I was afraid to do, for I remarked this : if you get on
intimate terms with your customers, you can’t so well ask them
for their bills; and no friendship in trade, — Gideon Bodge’s
motto, — after all, had something in it. He was a constable, to
be sure, and to Le obliged to carry your friends to jail does
seem to be not over-pleasant, I confess.

JEFFERSON 8. BATKINS.

CHAPTER VIIL
" 'J-SHE SEA-CAPTAIN’S WIFE.

THERE was & gay woman, whose husband was said to be
gone to sea, who had some relatives in Cranberry Centre,

~and she came up to stay until he came back. "She was
always talking about when her ship came home she would

pay her bill. In looking over her account, on my side
of the store, I found she had a great many almonds, raisins,
wine, and West Tndia goods, such as, in those days, were kept
in grocery stores. She was a smart-looking woman. She cameé
in one day, dressed in a yellow nankin, tight-fitting garment,
trimmed with white cord, and little lumps of something looking
like thimbleberries, if thimbleberries were white; on her head
a broad-brimmed straw hat she wore, which she ¢alled a gypsy;
with red ribbons'and roses all over.it. ¢ Mr.-Batkins,” said
she, ““I have news from my ship. I Bave just come from Bos-
ton, and my unele has made me a present of this new suit. How
much do you think my hat cost?” I told her about half a dollar.

'« Men dollars,” said she; “is it not a beauty ?”” This:set me

back on the thought that was getting possession of me, in case

.she should be a widow. I was dumb; but I was soon electri-

fied by her saying, ¢ Mr. Batkins, I want you to send to me, this
afternoon, a few things,” — she handed me a long list of arti-
cles, — < and bring your bill with you this evening, and T will
settle all together. My uncle i3 going to send me some money

from my hushand, by the last train.”’ Away she flew out of the

store. I busied myself in putting up the articles, and when Mr.

' Bean came. in, I requested him to make out the blll which he
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did, adding to the account the yellow nankin, and the daisy trim- |

ming, which she had from my own stock. I said nothing, but
after walking two or three times across the store, suppressing some
very wicked words which were trying to get out of my mouth, I
resolved I would go with the bill, and tell her in plain words
what I thought of her and her uncle’s dress. I had a mind to
take Gideon Bodge with me; but concluded, on the whole, to
go alone, and act as if nothing had happened, until T saw her
and agcertained if she had received the money by the last train,
I went home, dressed myself in my best suit, having told Mr.
Bean I should not return after supper, and started on my errand.

If T thought it would throw any light upon the subject, I -
would describe the house where this widow lived. I do not .

give her name, because she has relations living, and some of
them are voters; enough to say, when I came to the gate, and
saw the best room lit up, I hesitated, and half made up my mind
to go back, and send Mr. Bean with the bill.. I saw a shadow
move on the curtain, and shortly the front door opened. ‘“The
sea-captain’s wife had seen me, and hastened to invite me in.

“Walk in, Mr. Batkins,” said she in a Joud.voice. T looked -

round to see if anybody that I knew wasintheroad. That was
one-of the times in my life when I would have agreed to give
a dollar, if T could be at home with Aunt Dolly, or in the store

measuring out meal, or even cleaning the oil-can, which fell to -

my share of duty, instead of my clerk’s. I don’t know what I.
said, or how I really gotin. She took my hat, and asked me to sit
down. I did so. ‘¢ Ias the last train come in ?”” said she. I told
her that ithad. The thought came over me, if she don’t know the
train ig in, she has not received the money. ¢ Well, Mr. Bat-
king, then I shall have to ask you to wait a little while. You
brought the bill?”" — ¢ Yes, ma’am.” I handed it to her.
““ Dear me, is it so much ?”” — ¢ Well, I had no idea T was so
extravagant. I don’t know what my husband will say, when he
comes home, do you? - S
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I did not, and so I remarked ; but T thought I knew pretty well
what I should say, if I had been her husband. A knock at
the door was heard ; in those days bells on front doors were not so
much the fashion. ¢ Ah,”” said she, in the most honest way in
the world, ¢ perhaps that is the money. Will you walkinto this
room, Mr. Batkins, until I settle with the messenger, as per-
haps you would not care to be seen, at this time of the night, col-
lecting a bill.”” — ¢ Certainly,”” I said. She rather hurriedly
put me in the direction of the door. I entered the room; she
closed the door after me. What occurred in the best room, for

7 some time I never had any knowledge. When I had recovered

myself from the confusion [ was in, I discovered I wasin.a
hedchamber, probably hers. At first I saw nothing which could
in any way distinguish it to be a lady’s chamber. There
were lots of sweet smells, that made it suspicious, I could
hear voices, but could not make out words. There was a large
mirror . upon a table, in which was reflected as much of my
person as the glass was capable of holding.. I looked as if I
felt uneasy, and I was. It just occurred to me that I had left
my hat on the floor near, the chair, where I sat down. If there
had been a door leading from this room to the road, I should
have run home without my hat. I might jump from the win-
dow. While I was debating what to do, the voices became
louder. One, a man's, was londest: I will know who he
is.””  The door was suddenly opened, and before me stood
Aristarchus Bean, my clerk, who exclaimed, ‘¢ Batkins, yoﬁ are
a villain! 77 All the rest was confusion. I think we had asort
of struggle. I was unconscious of what followed, and the next
morning I found myself in bed, with a contused face, and was

.. ‘informed the ‘doctor had ordered leeches, and express%d an

opinion that I was injured dangerously. My father was much
alarmed ; but when I asked him what had occurred, he said that
Bean said I had been thrown from a wagon, and so it - passed.

- The same story had been told to the doctor, who, in due course
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of time, came to make his second visit. I was not long in recov-

ering from the effects of my visit to the widow of the sea-cap-

tain, whose ship, so far ag I know, has not returned to this day.
The secret was between the three, — myself, my clerk, and the
lady of the nankin dress. This was another turning-point in
my career; hereafter it will appear in its proper connection
when the mystery of the sea-captain’s wife will be explained.

JEFFERSON S. BATKINS.

CHAPTER IX.

AN ACCIDENT.

THE store was kept open, during my temporary illness, under
the sole care of Mr. Bean, who had employed a boy from the
opposition store to assist him in the work which had been usu-
ally attended to by me, senior partner of the firm of Batkins
& Co. As a proof to the correcfness of circumstances as
given by the newspapers, I here copy a statement of mniy
* accident,” as it was published in the ‘‘ County Gazette ”” : —

¢ We are under the necessity of informing our readers of a
paiaful accident, which oceurred last evening, to our friend J.
S. Batking, merchant of Oranberry Centre. He was thrown
from a wagon, in consequence of the fright of a spirited mare,
driven by Mr. Batkins’ well-known partner, Mr. Aristarchus
Bean. We are uninformed as to the business upon which these

" two gentlemen were engaged on the evening of the accident,

but believe they had been attending a meeting of some of the
most influential citizens of Cranberry Centre, in order to ac-
complish the establishment of a bank in that enterprising town.
The scene of the accident was near the house of the wife
of a celebrated ship-master, now absent in China. Mr. Bat-
kins was taken into her house, where every attention was shown
to -the unfortunate sufferer, until the arrival of Dr: Slawter,
who was called. He directed his removal to the homestead,
where he now lies in a eritical condition. We are happy to
hear that Mr. Bean escaped with no serious injury, a few
scratches only remaining in consequence of the disaster. ~The

“horse and wagon have not heen heard from since. A liberal

reward will be paid - for information respeeting either, by Mr.
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- Batkins, senior, or Mr. Bean, to be left at the store of J. S,
Batkins & Co.” S
This account appeared to me to be reasonable, all but the
bank, as I had had no talk with anybody about a bank.
Everybody knew, that knew me, or of my opinion in the matter,
that T was opposed to all banks, and hated paper money, as it
is said the Prince of Darkness hates holy water. I did not
deny the statement however] and when asked for any particularg

I of course could give no account of anything. But, although -

I told no lie, my conscience whispered that I Wag a party to the
fraud ; however, as it was published by that respectable author-
ity, the ¢* County Gazette,”” no one doubted itg truth, and by
the time my face had recovered from the pommelling, received in
o manner I really was unconscious_of, the accident was an old
affair, and other matters crowded it out of the topicd of daily
conversation. The questions asked me by some people, in the

light of the truth, were amusing, One man asked me what the

color of my horse was; the idea of the thing set me a-laugh-
ing, so that I should not have wondered if the man had thought
I had lost my reason. , ’

I was called upon by the minister and other distinguished
people, during my illness; but as the doctor had positively
forbidden anybody seeing me, I was spared the mortification
of Yepeating the particulars of an affair that in reality I knew
little about. The women circulated a report, that, in conse-
quence of the attentions shown to me by the wife of the sea-
captain, my gratitude had taken the shape of a more ardent
and sometimes more expensive sentiment, and had hinted that
if her hushand should be lost at sea, I was ready to make
good the logs to her domestic tranquillity.

My reader, who has been made ,acquainted with the action
prior to my illness, will at once perceive it was a fabrication,
though he is in possession of knowledge beyond that of the
gossips of Cranberry Centre, who never until the day when
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| this book i printed, will be informed of the true state of the

case. T think it proper to add there was but one in:iiwduai
who suggested that we had attended a dinner that &ftGI‘I:;)OtI: an
the County Agricultural Society, and per]:‘mps we hfm ) ilel
overcome by -the wine used on the occasion to drin h
health of the gentlemen farmers, as the members oi'..t 1
society were called in derision by some of the. ‘old—fasd u]))ne
soil-workers. As this scandalous rc?poriz was clx:culate 1 by a
notorious tippler, whom my fa,i?her, in hig cg,paclty of _}uztl_ce
of the peace had once committed to- the Workhousgl, &n as
my reputation as an a,bstemious- man was unassailable, ‘no
damage was done to me by the insinuation. )
My first interview with Mr. Bean, after my Tecovery, wi
an interesting one. He received me at the store in an un-..
usually bland manner. He always appeared to defe-ag to msy
opinions, and yet invariably had his own way. My idea wat,
after the usual salutaflons, to -procged at once to busme:ss, o
demand an account of .business matters, and discharge him on

" the spot from my employ. My resolution in this was a good

deal stiffened by advice given o me by Aunt Dfal.ly during my
illness, when she faithfully watched over me, giving to me1 -Igy
prescribed' gruel, applying oysters to my dlsco}ored ege ! i:
and performing such other fundtions as nurses in the lime o
ted to perform.
dmﬁ (?;Ic.;ide-}::apﬁ:ning, 1\?[1'. ‘Batking,” said Mr. Beanm ‘I hope
irely recovered.”
ym‘l‘ 1;3::1?1 ‘z:attterf’r ) was the curt reply I }nade, '?vith an exiresv-
sion which, if he had been a good physiognomist, would have
" caused in him some apprehension as to the nature of my next‘
question to him. I cannot say what he ‘tl‘mught, but his next
movement with his tongue was suggestive of the- gregi?est
‘amount of assurance and self-possession b'efore or since se{lan
by me. ¢ Mr. Batking,” said hﬁe, f‘waf‘a it the Wh:}?} of the
. wagon that struck your nose, or a stone in the road ?
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I looked at him with amazement. ¢ Mr. Bean,” said T,
“what do you mean? Was I riding with you on that
evening?”  Qur conversation continued: ¢ My, Batkins, T
only ask you what' somebody asked me.” I replied, I

thought it was a stone in the road.”” — ¢ What did Dr. Slawter

think about it?” "I was taken off my guard and gave Dr.

Slawter’s views. ¢ He said evidently the contusion was wade
with some blunt body.”’ .

*“Yes, Mr. Batkins.” He clenched his hand into a pretty

firm bunch of bones and sinews, holding it up close to my eye,

and twisting it about with most irritating flexibility. ¢ Don’t.

that look to you something like the blunt body that came into
collision with your nose % **

‘“That was the idea T had of it, until I read the account

in the newspaper. As I did not know how I got home, I was
willing to think I might have been thrown from g wagon
after my meeting you at the house of the sea-captain’s wife ;
however,” said I, ¢ Mr. Bean, we must close accounts. Give
me a statement of affairs in the stoye, and then I shall dis-
Yense with your services aftor next Saturday night.” :
“ Dispense with my services? You can’t do without me,
Mr. Batkins; you would fail in 2 month. T could ruin you
if I would; but I have none but the most friendly feelings
towards you. Ihave nothing to say about your private affairs,
I don’t care how many people you supply with groceries at
your own expense ; I don’t caré how much counterfeit money
you take ; but you must allow me my share of the perquisites
of my position. Do you suppose, for the paltry salary I
receive from you, I would bury myself up here in this miser-
able one-horse town? No, sir! My relations with the sea-
captain’s wife were of the most friendly character. Under
the pretence of collecting a bill, you visit that lady; taking
advantage of your situation as the head of the firm, you made
infamous proposals to her. 1 found your hat on a table in her
parlor, and you — where did I find you?—in a place I had
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’ : b ow you
never been permitted to enter, — her bedchaxx}ber. Now y ‘

ill disch me, will you?” | .
Wﬂ; tfi(:l aJ‘l:g;;es;  but within me that sha,ky monitor, my

: id ¢ No.” ‘
conscience, said S » nst voge of my
«T confess,” he continued, ““in the fi g

jealousy, I endeavored to c'lisct:wer the o.wrlller- ;;'rth; hsa‘t, Ba:i
when I dragged the villain into the light, 1 _,On;a eyt
kins, it proved to be you.h Intoyou:e ‘::::gies,w one e
; ine i er , we fell.

e?:pe;'a:;gedn:n;oz 2?0:'1ghting Ewas to.ta.lly 'unacqgamﬁ:;%
Zvith,p such as biting and scratchmig, selgmgof;r:;:e Aj(rionis’_ |
hair, which you perceive is of the ﬂowm_lg order o
you had an advantage of me; yours, being cut cfor ;n forte
style. of Brutus, there was then no other way ; e o
than to attack the common sense,_supposedf to 11e residont
your cranium, by a blow calculated fo hit yo

~ between the eyes and nose. It succeeded. I was at liberty

commiserated and assisted

. i the floor
and you were bleeding on ’ innocent, T believe, of all

by ‘the woman who was the cause,
1 1 12
the mischief. : o N
Aunt Dolly’s advice came to me again, an'd as tm” s some-
times well to ¢ assume a virtue if you have 1t no ,t o
well sometimes to assume a courage if you have 1t not;

i ourage
safor the virtue than the courage, as the assumption of courag

| ' i s to have the
-may lead to a fight, if the other party happens

im, ¢ Mr. Bean
tyue quality.- Imanaged, however, to say to him, : Mr e c:
aftor what has happened it cannot be to our mutual com

together in one store.”” . o
e e %don’t know how you feel, Mr. Batkins, but 1b will make

no difference to my comfort. On the whole, I e?;pect 11::;1 pr:ifif
by it; else do you suppose I should have furnished ) ,:3
cums’c’anﬁia,l atcount of the accident for the newspaper
' 3 91 ‘
¢ Did you do that, Mr. Bean? -
«f difl. Mr. Ba,’tkins, for the benefit of us all,‘ th-e
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1

captal:ll’s wife, my esteemed employer, and myself. Thus out
oé' evil, the great mind may work events for good. T covered
the whole thing, and advertised our store into the barcain.”
The customers began to come in, the press of busir?es .
pelled us to attend to the calls in our department. M S](;om—
wag el}g:.mged.in measuring tape and calico, while.I aisr‘usszin
;vas diving into the sugar-barrels, and filling th;'measure;
rom the contents of cider barrels and brandy casks. That
Bean was a good salesman there was no doubt. He };ad us
Ehat flattering, insinuating cast of the eye and pﬁcker‘ fJILSt
hpl, that wher} he projected soft words at your objectignstts
g:lcfﬁ;):dzgality of goods, it hit your opinion, and rather than
et iz:n ;:: jg:li i(;f; ii'(;ur conguered prejudices you felt
r e you of your mistake; and
:)’{;iiollxlxml'n;xce;sofl; el;:;s Iﬁtsiing bhisb_long fingers throuéh his ?I;r-l
all the barbers I ever s i
zevertbeless 1 pondered over his abilita;v :c;t ;;?;;WO;;I;
thqr;ctef, among my fellow-citizens if he let that ¢ cat out of
e bag™ into which he had put her; the more I though
;f; Lt, tlljie mor; nervous it made me. As to the captain’s vl:ri'et
oulda not dare to look into her face again; and what {
Dr. Blawter say? My father, when I said m Wo?ﬂd
about the store affairs, wjtr)uld onl_’y repeai‘,’e‘ll J:Eaﬁijlsin aﬂizh:;i
;E:jia,:ssnabl;; you get your wages, and you are lea,r,ni{;g the
o has: . ou must not expect to have everything go smooth. -
. ups and downs. I have had mine.”
Slr}ce thfa days of gingerbread and peppermints, and otk
zzza}s]n:inalhms;almlents of old-fashioned confectioniary,-l h:;
ad what I call any of the ups of life; and so, in my r |
:;enlxgs fztclig; Ift surﬁyaed up all my bits of hard iuck, gve(:lpg
be l d ) W ich, not to make an anachronism, T named
the *“upset,”” which had compelled me to take a new interest
in the conduct of Mr. Bean, and rendered necessar;y the ::i—-
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vices of Dr. Slawter, for the first time since the days of mumps
and meastes. I think T did not lose anything by my sickness,
in an intellectual point of view, for the doctor ingtructed me -
considerably in the anatomy of my frame, as he was explaining
to me the phenomena of a pair of black eyes, and the probable -
effect of oysters in reducing the inflammation. The oysters were

~ expensive, as they came from Boston ; it did seem a pity, if any-

hody was fond of shell-fish, to throw them away after they had
performed their mission upon my dilapidated organs of\visiou ;
and that reminds me of one thing, in the proper choice of words ;
and T might as well give the doctor’s views here. When
T said dilapidated, he said, that although my gyelids and

. contignous parts were in a bad state, they were not dilap-

idated, — because lapis' meant stone, from which came dilap-
idated, — and could not be until turned to stone, — a thing
not known in his reading or his practice. I asked him what
folks meant when they said a person was stone blind.

t A figure of speech only,” said the doctor. ¢ Figures aro
never to be used in speaking of the science of pathol-
ogy:” ' : ‘

When, in the course of time, the doctor presented his bill for
payment, my conscience twitched me in consequence of the
precision with which the charges had been made, reminding me

~ of my part in the deception practised upon my friends and the
‘public by the ingenuity of Mr. Bean. It was the doctor’s prac-
tice, particalarly in surgical cases, to put on the record the
_cause and manner of the accident, which he faithfully fran-
S geribed in the bill. 1 put the doctor’s bill in, because it was
the first bill I had ever paid for medical services ; and becauso
it is documentary evidence as to the origin of my tumefied
~ and digcolored visual organs.’ . ' "
5 .
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CrANBERRY CENTRE, March, 18—, -
to ApowiRaM SnawrmR, M. D, -

For professional services, dregsings, visits, consultations, and advics,

from March to April, 16 visits, at 50 conts eaehy . iiii it ene ... 88 00
Modieines,

New York oysters, for eyes,

- MRr. JeErreERSON S. Bargins,

His injuries being eaused by being thrown from a wagon, a4
deseribed by Mr. Bean.

Reo’d payment, -
- Apormay Stawrer, M. D,

- Everybody will agree with me that this Wag a n:\toderate hill,
and I commend it to the consideration of the physicians of the
present day, and for their stady. DBut, moderate ag it was, ag it
had to be drawn from my savings-bank, it was like pulling out
my teeth to take as much from my stock of money, particu-
larly when it brought vividly to my mind thé picture of the
whole affuir, including the bill for groceries and nankin, which
the wife of the sea-captain had not liquidated. I was sitting
behind the counter, revolving over in my mind how to extri-.
cate myself from Mr. Bean’s power over me, when who should
enter the door but Aram Andriss, the lawyer, proprietor of
“Simms’ Folly,” known as *“ Mrs. Simms’ man ”’ to that portion
of the peoplé of Cranberry Centre who were morally and re-
ligiously inclined. He said to me, *How d’ye do, Mr. Batkins?
I am glad to know you have recovered from your accident.”’

I said T was better. He then inquired if I had found the
horse and wagon. I replied I had not. He said he Was sorry

for my loss, inquired after my father’s health, and wished to
know if Mr. Bean was in the store. I said I thought he was,
and asked him if I should call him. He said he would not
give me that trouble, but would find him himself Mr.
Bean at this moment was in an apartment divided by a parti-
tion from a part of the dry goods division of the store, — an
arrangement made by Mr. Bean, which he called the counting-
room, by which title the place was always spoken of when any
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‘primte business was to be attended to, and was often the scene

of discussion by parties who did not care to express thei{' views
on politics in the.store among the promiscuous gathering of
cusiomers, 7 | -

As “Mrs. Simms’ man’ left the counter, over which he
had held the conversation with me, he said, ¢ Mr. Batkins, I
have heard it stated as a probability that the horse and wagon

- had gone into the river from the bridge, a large portion of the

yailing having been discovered to be brokgn, on the‘mlornmg
after the aceident. The town' is liable for the damage, and
it you will give me a description of the property, the value

) i action against the
of the horse and wagon, I will commence an gain ‘

town of Of:mbefry'()entre, if they deeline to .give you satfs-
faction.” I told him I would think about 1"1.:, and let him
know. Jle passed into the counting—roop}, leaving me tofg:ltll-
sider his proposition and to estjmate upon the value o : e
horse and wagon, which from the knowledge tbe reader has
of the case he can judge how easy it was for we to‘do. o
The reader might ask, if the horse and wagon did 80 1'11130
the river, why it never had been founq,; but, by r;ferelnce
again to the facts, he will percei.\re, as both horse an wa,goE,
existed only in the imagination of Mr. Dean, searc

would be unnecessary and fruitless, even if made by those

‘who had read the account of the accident in the  County

.. - * - Or
Gazette.” - Of course I had no idea of bringing a suit, ‘

even of asking the town authorities to pay Dr. Sla,wt_;li:s
bill. One of the scarecrows of my life was the law. e
‘meve idea of it, in the case of Miss Trivetts',- alm:)st maﬁ.e me
suffer o fit of sickness. Whilé f‘.Mrs. Slﬂ:.lmﬁf mau1 was
engaged with Mr. Bean, I continued to wait on such cus-

tomers as came in, and then to ponder over my situafion.

After some time had elapsed, ¢ Mrs. Simme’ man’’ came fr(fbm
the counting-room, followed by Mr. Bean. They passed. y
me without noticing me, and after a few words of converga,tlon,
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both making reference to me occasionally by pointing with
their hands reversed, the thumbs extended over their shoul-
ders, ‘Mrs. Simms’ man”’ walked away, and Mr. Bean
re-entered the store, beckoned me to him with a most mysterious
. air, and said he had something important to communicate. I
reminded him that I had not yet seen what he termed the
trial-balance of the books, and asked him if he would be good
enough to finish it, as I had agreed with my father to bring it
home with me, in the evening, that we might come to an un-
derstanding how we stood. T

Mr. Bean said it was not quite completed, and if it were, he
could not meet Mr. Batkins at Mr. Batkins, senior’s, house on
that evening, as he had made an engagement for us hoth to he
present at a meeting of citizens, at Mr. Andriss’ house, at the
time mentioned, namely, this evening at eight o’clock.

I had never been inside of this man’s house, though my
father had, and was rather glad of the opportunity; but notw
there appeared to be something to my mind suspicious about
it. I asked him, however, in a manner not calculated to let
hila see my condition of mind, what the mecting was for.
“To arrange the preliminaries for establishing a bank in
Cranberry Centre, to be called the Grocers’, Producers’, Far-
mers’, Traders’, and Mechanies’ Bank,’” was Mr. Bean’s reply.
I ventured on a joke, —a dangerous thing to do with Mr.

Bean. Bays I, ¢“Mr. Bean, this is not the meeting we.

were going to attend when we were upset in the wagon, is
it?"” I supposed he would laugh; he did not even smile,
but, running his long, slim, white fingers through his Hes-
perian locks, he said, * Certainly, Mr. Batkins, and it
was adjourned until thiz evening in consequence of our acci-
dent.”’

I looked at him; he never changed his countenance, but ve-

marked that I had better go home and dress myself to look like
& gentleman, and, if my suit I had worn on the occasion of my

- views.
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t to the sea-captain’s wife was not damaaed by,"the fail
from the wagon, I had better appear in that. But, ” sayi I;
¢ My, Bean, I am not in favor of ]?zmks, you know. :;_— o
is for your interest to’ be ; | vsta,lt until you l«attc,n the
meeting ; you foay hear something that W'l,ll change yh.l
" T will remain here and finish the trial-balance, while
péfre for the meeting.”. S

The promise that he would finish the trial-balance m‘z 1:;3
me to assent, and L may as well state here that thoug - 1;:
document appé'ared to be necessary to settle ma,tter§ a ¢
d no idea really what it was, an(.i looked 1nto' t he
oid Bailey’.s D‘ictionzu:y of my father’s in vain forha deﬁtmt(;oil{;
I, however, left the store, and proceeded to the homes ga

dress up for' my visit to ¢ Sipams’ Follyf”

visi

you go home and pre

store, 1 ha
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CHAPTER X.
MY FIRST VISIT To SIMMS® FOLLY.

Iy giving a brief sketch of Cranberry Centre and its strue-
tures I purposely omitted a famous assemblage of buildings
known f.'o? many years as Simms’ Folly, in consequence of',
a supposition, never objected to, that no person‘in his right mind
would put so much money into buildings as these cost, il a
town c.)f 1o more pretensions than Cranberry Centre. J

so 1t was; and as my personal history and'exploits are not
easily separated from this magnificent pile in some respects, I
shall- endeavor to make my reader acquainted with its éxter;or
an.d.mterior, as he will in time know more of its builder and
original occupant and his successors. ‘

I find, in writing this history, a difficulty, which at this time I
d? .not find a way easily to overcome: at the time of my first
visit to Simmis’ Folly I was ignorant of matters that after-
wa:rds I knew more about; and yet I cannot refer to them in
this chapter, as it would disclose events and evidence that did
not come to my knowledge for a long space of time afterwards
If I had then been thus informed, much that did happen woulciﬁ
not have happened at all. -
I find myself in a dilemma. I must write as if T was in the
same state of ignorance as I was on the memorable da
on the evening of which I first entered over the princip);i

threshold ?f‘ this celebrated place, or else — There can ho no else
I cannot, in justice to my story ‘ ,

; let the reader know an
than I did at that time. ' 7 Y

I can only add, I write veritable history, and if this chap-

o
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ter does not fulfil the general expectation, I hope the fajlure
to interest my reader will not be attributed to the subject it~ .
gelf, but to my inability to give full force to the powers of
language used in its- development. It is difficult to restrain
the speculations of my mind, as I record the past; hence oc-
casional digression will, perhaps, in part, suspend the march
of events. ‘ : ‘ o T
These obstacles to a straightforward progression can only
be properly appreciated by those persons who have been in my
situation, and to those I appeal for a general consideration of
all my errors in this new field of labor. ; N
Mo write of myself is no easy task, under the 'cireumstan-
ces sarrounding the attempt. Feeble, indeed, would be the
style, if it at all resembled my intellectual capacity as the events
transpired, as I stated before on this memorable occasion. From
-all that I can gather as to the use of any descriptive statement
of places in words, it is that by such happy selection of phrases,
and such proper adaptation of them, an object constructed thus

- will appear before the vision of the reader, as if it were pic-

tured out on paper, and actually before his eyes in painted
colora. L - '

This may be true of some word-paintings, ag T have heard
them called ; but Fhave things in my mind, that I donot propose
to put in as against this idea, that I do not think could be de- .
scribed faithfully inwords, or by painting either, though some
other sense than hearing or vision might be able to recognize
thiem if present for inspection. \

‘I did hear of a picture of a battle, where everything was so

- perfectly done that a friend of the artist said he could hear the

noise of the cannons, and the groans of the wounded men. If
that is so, I am afraid that my picture of Simms’ Folly will not
do to bang up in the same collection.
Here it is. Suppose, my reader, you had been at that day
travelling on the main road from Cranberry Centre to the next

L%
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town, on its western boundary line, after a New England sunset
which varies somewhat according to the season. The ﬁrs;,
thing perhaps, after a glance at the clouds, that would claim
your notice, would be a stately edifice, rising high above the
fohage of a surrounding forest of trees. I caunot describe the
architecture of this mansion-house. It was erected in imita~

tion of a chateau near the city of Paris, the property. of a

nobleman, but not so extensive as that the plans of which
had been imitated. About the space of ten rods from the road,
an expanse of greensward, nicely trimmed in the summer sep-
arated the first line of oaks and elms from the common tra\:elled
way. This was enclosed by a wall of masonry; a large gate
in the centre, supported by two decorated columns, when opened;

permitted the passage of carriages, over a smooth road, to the -

grand piazza, — a principal entrance to the house. On either

side of: the gate an opening was left sufficient for the accom-
modation of visitors on foot. '

Barns, stables, lodges, hot-houses, aviaries, and other usefal

appenda_ges and accompaniments of luxurious life occupied
appropriate situations, at proper distances from the chateau.
In the gardens all sorts of flowers flourished ; rare exotics

and more humble, New England wild growths, transplanted t(;
beautifying, but enervating soil. Some of the finest specimens of .
froit-trees then known, were cultivated with great care: I shall
not t.ire the patience of my friends with any deécrii}tion of the
Interior of this American palace. According to reliable ac-
counts,.no private residence, even in the cities, could be found
surpassing Simms’ Folly in internal finish, or decoration. The
apartments were furnished in aceordance with a princely style
of foreign’splendor. Few of the inhabitants of Cranberry

.Centr.e hadl any truo idea of the place, or of the doines within -
its aristocratic walls. -

_ I did not think when I began to write my life that I ;should
notice every article of dress worn by the people I met, or
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with whom I had business, or friendly aequaintance. It
appeared to me to be of no great consequence as fo the color-

‘of the cloth; and as to the fashion, that changes so often I

could never keep the run of that. I do not intend to desecribe
my own costume at all times. . '

I notice among the women-folks, whether of the kitchen or
parlor;if you speak of any particular person, the first ques-
tions géenerally ave, What did she have on? How did she

" look?

- Sometimes I shall depart from my intention, when T think
it proper, or when there is as much or more in their dress
than in any other characteristic, or when the people do not
wear such clothes as are becoming to their sex, or age; in all

. other cases, unless I make a different statement, it may be

taken for granted that those T mention are decently elad.

So about chairs end tables in folks’ houses. I do not
desire to have my reader too often remindedﬂ of a catalogue -
of articles for sale by a vendue master, when a person breaks
up house-keeping. o ' o

I think, with a little imagination, after the pictare I have
written, any person might have a good sort of notion as fo how
things looked in the best room in Simms’ ¥olly on that occa-
sion, A | L

I shall not call the hired help in Simms’ Tolly by their
names, nor shall I endeavor to give any ingight into their
modes of life, or personal peculiarities. ) ‘

My curiosity was excited to see the inside of this enormous
homestead, or palace as some people called it; yet I told my
father dot to be in a hurry, for as to the business we wele on, -
—the raising of a bank, — it went against my grain to have
anything to do with it; for even at my age, at that time, 1
believed in consistency. I thought it was a jewel equal to
diamonds, if it had not the same market value.

My father said, in his younger days it was a hard thing
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a i ‘
to undertake to get into Simme’ Folly. Tt was the head-
quarters of aristocracy ; the man who built it being of immense
wealth, growing out of his financial operations, which some
said were no more nor less than robbery. On this point I
have to state that I have been unable to rid myself of an idea
- then formed, that financiering was an invention of somebody to
cheat the honest part of the world’s people, under some
mysterious pretence to make money out of figures on paper,
until at last some people’s houses, lands, and eattle, gold and
silver, changed owners, and those knowing ones divided the
profits, while some handsome printed pieces of paper certified how
many ghares they were proprietors of in a bursted financiexing
scheme ; and that is why I had no desire to go into this new
plan of * Mrs. Simms’ man " for a bank in Cranberry Centre.
We were walking up one of the handsome gravelled paths,
edged on each side with little stones of different colors, as my

father was telhng me about the stories of this palace, and the

high times they had when Mr. Simms was alive.
He said, the fivst time he went in, he went as far ag the

kitchen, in consequence of assisting one of the hired men, that

he knew, to get a pipe of wine into the cellar. In those days
people who could get a pipe of wine were not ashamed to put
it into their cellars, or to keep a decanter full of old cogniac,
Santa Cruz rum, or Holland gin on the sideboard in their
parlor or dining-room. I never knew whether Mr. Simms was

a member of the General Court, or not; but I did know a -

member who kept good liguors in his closet, who went his
whole heft, voice, and vote for the prohlbltory la,w—-clder
and all. ‘

- We had arrived at the front door. A man-— I believe he
was called John —stood ready to receive us. IHe asked whom
he should announce. My father, in a firm tone, replied; Mr.
Jethro Batkins and his son Mr. Jefferson 8. Batking. Jobn
took in our names, and returned to show us the way. We
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followed him. I hed-left my hat outside; I did not know
what to do in such an elegant place ; I was afraid to step upon
the handsome carpet. ‘‘Mrs. Simms’ man’ came to meet us,
shaking us cordially by the hand, invited us to be seated, and
rather awkwardly, I have no doubt, I deposited myself in one
of the handsomest chairs I ever saw before or since, close to a'
table of the most curious kind of marble on the top, and with
legs that looked more like serpents than anything I ever
looked -on hefore, only they had wings and such other marks
on them as I never knew any kinds of snakes to have.

‘As I sat looking at this table and the papers that were on
it, Doctor Slawter came in. He was very polite, looked side-
ways at my eyes, not yet entirely put to rights, then joined i in
our conversgtion. - A little later Mr. Dovedrake, thie minister,
was shown- in.

¢ Mrs. Simms’ man ”’ received the doctor and the minister
in the same affable manner as he had welcomed us.

I thought the minister bowed, or, as>we used to say in
sehoolma’am days, made his manners a little too much like a
dancing-master for a minister.

We all. ta.lked as folks usually do when they have nothing
particalar to say. As yet nobody had mentioned the subject
of the bank, any further than to refer to a subseription book
lying upon the table. There was another printed book that
we all looked at. On_the cover was pasted a piece of paper,
on which was printed the name of a distinguished lawyer of
New Hampshire, who afterwards made his home in Massachu-
setts. I shall withhold the name of the owner of this finan-
cial volume, while I state the title of the book. It was ‘‘ Gouge
on Banking.” There ought to be a book, in my opinion,
with the name Banks on Goucrmg, ertten square up to the
meaning of the title-page.

At this time there entered into the room the 1lon. Seth

. Spring, the member to the General Court from .Cranberry
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Centre. Little did I think then I should ever say he was one
of my predecessors in the State IHouse of the Common-
wealth. .

I apologize in advance for a digression. What comes to
my mind now I must write. Although it is of the future, I
hope to be excused, you understand, if I anticipate the
announcement of the “ County Gazette’ some years after-

wards, as follows: ¢ QOur townsman, Jefferson 8. Batkins,
was elected yeste1day as representative, in opposmon to Seth
Spring, Esquire.” :

What a difference between then and now ! — tho then pres-
ent and coming future face to face. What a scene! Then,
as the saying was, I did not- know my own shears. The

Batkins of the then and now! My contemplation of the

change astounds me.

¢ Seth Spring, - Esquire!” on that oceasion I had the
honor of my first introduction to this distinguished and cele-
brated personage.

It will not be supposed that I had not known my learned
predecessor before. At sight I knew him well; but I had never

“been before introduced to him. He had dlways been an object
of admiration to me as he walked through the streets of Cran-
berry Centre, in my boylood’s days, when lawyers, doctors,
and clergymen, appeared to me to be above all other men in
the ordinary walks of life. I somehow got my idca of gen-
tlemen from these classes, as their clothing and general man-
agement of their ways were so different from the faurmers,
tradesmen, and mechanics that made up. the bulk of our rural
population.

"I shall deseribe Mr. Sprm or Squire Spring, because his
manner and style was somewhat out of the runof the rest of
the gentlemen “‘born and bred,’”” as Aunt Dolly designated
these favored specimens of eréated things. I am not the biog-
rapher of Seth Spring, and shall not go back to his parentage
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and birth, I shall only give the stamp of authority to his

doings, while my fellow-citizen in Cranberry Centre. He
was one of these people who looked older than his years. IHe.
had what was termed a resemblance.to-a hawk; but I should

' say that a little change would be necessary in the build of the

front of the house ‘“ he lived in,”” as" Doctor Slawter used
sometimes to call a man’s body, to cover that ground. If the

" hawk’s face was lengthened a little upwards, and then flat-

tened to give the whole a somewhat triangular or flat-iron
look, imagination, vivid enough, might do the rest. Ilis skin
was dark ; his hair thin, a little whitened, was brushed up
from his ears, over a partly bald erown; he allowed the
growth of so much beard as would permit a portion -called
whiskers, to be cultivated into a point at the edge of the jaw-
bone under the ear. .

All this information I give, that it may be seen Wha.t care
he gave to his personal appearance at that time. When he
was.in his best shape, on Sundays, or when he attended the
courts, or on other public and important occasions, he was
clad in cloth cut and made up in Boston, by one of the then
celebrated firms of merchant tailors, who had his sign over the
door of his shop, then known as the * emporium of fashion.” I
never saw the place, — that was my father’s evidence on the
subject. The locality of this fashionable tailor was in the
vicinity of the old State House. '

- Mr. Spring’s stature was somewhat at variance with the
rule of proportion in laying out man’s structure. He was
one of those persons who, at all times, could not be said to be

_either tall or short. Ile ‘““sat high,”” and ‘‘ stood low; "’ that

is, his body was longer than his legs, you understand. I sup-
posc. the matter will be readily enough understood withont.
further attempts at explanation.

Those now living who may have seen the late sta.tesman,-
Webster, may remember his style of dress, and thus form
’ PR . .

Is
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some idea of how Seth Spring, Esquire, looked, when covered

with the blue coat, buff vest, with bright buttons, and dark

trousers furnished by the Boston tailor, who, for all I know

to the contrary, had the name of Daniel Webister on his books,
and made his clothes. Iis white cravat, double-banked rufiled
shirt-bosom flowing in the wind like a drift of snow, over the
high and stiff collar of his coat, with the jaunty twirling of a
bamboo cane always carried in his right hand when walking,
distinguished him as a man of consequence, as_ with nlmble-
footed gait he moved to the place of his destnmtmn

If ever a person’s step and way of movement of the head
expressed the idea, ““I am the man,” Seth Spring’s, at that .

time, did it to perfection. It used to be said of him by the
“common people that Seth Spring “felt his oats.” About
election time he knew almost everybody that voted, and used to
call them by name when he met them at the stove, at the tavern,
ovin the road. He used to ask some of the women folks how
their babies did, and carry candy in his pocket for the habies,
some of the mothers said. I only report it; I do not know it
to be a matter of fact. After election he would get to be a little
close-fisted with his money and aristocratic in the selection of his
company. Ile was considered the smartest man in Cranberry
Centre at that day. A judgment may be formed of the esti-
mation held in Cranberry Centre of his sagacity, shrewdness,
and general mental ecapacity, frem a saying, never objected to
that T ever heard of, that if anybody could get ahead of Seth.
Spring that one could get ahead of Beelzebub himself. - Now,
I believe, in the nature of things no man can be perfect ; every.
one has a tender spot; it is only necessary to find it. L.am
not sure where mine is yet. I have been cheated, and expect
to be again, and I am aware this is not the place to.allude to
what happencd thereafter, when the Ion. Seth Spring and

Jefferson 8. Batkins came to be better acquainted. 7
I am to state here that I looked upon him as a ¢ Magnus
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Apollo.” Thi's'ﬁwure of my idea I discovered afterwards, for
at that time I had no knowledge of heathen deities and the
demigods of classic days. I had the feeling, nevertheless of
a kind of man-worship, and I wag proud to think 1 should now
be introduced t3 this great mon of Cranberry Centre.

Many w1ll vemember, in the deportment department of the
schools in country towns, kept by school ma’ams of the old

pattern, politeness was vigorously taught, and we were obliged .

to practise the bow and serape with the hand held to the
mouth, and dropped with a curve, at the end of the salute, at
the side. I was awkward in this respect; but I went through
the motions often enough not to forget the prmclple upon
which the movement was' planned this stuck to me through

my life, and I put it into operation after my best pattern on
the oceasion referred to, when the following introduction took

" place : ¢ Mr. Batkins, sir, I hm{e the pleasure to introduce

you to the Hon. Seth Spring.’” Though Mr. Spring was tall,
T was taller. I made my bow, held out my hand, and said,
T am happy, sir, to make your acquaintance.”” — ¢ Happy
to know you, young man,”” said he; and when I was abouit to
seize his hand, supposing he meant What he said, he withdrew
it after simply touchmg mine, with an air as if I had some
awful catching humor, and he was afraid of the poison. My
father, being ap old acquaintance, he, asked him some questions
about winter grain, and a horse he wanted to trade with hnn
for, and then began a conversation with ¢ Mrs. Simms’ man.’

T had the opportunity to watch his motion with his arms, when
something important and emphatic was . escaping from his
mouth, I suppose, as he did when he was debating with the
lions of the Massachusetts General Court. I wished I was at
home with Aunt Dolly, for, to tell the truth, T felt gmall
among the assembly at this time. I tried to talk with the doo-
tor, but he seemed to be desirous to join'in with Mr. Spring
and ¢ Mrs. Simms’ man.”  After a while I thought I would
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try what my father would do to keep me from appearing so
like nobody ; but he also was not inclined to continue to ?alk
with me, and went over to the minister, who sat looking
gravely into the fire, and, I thought, thinking perhaps of the
sermon he was to preach the next Sunday. But though my
father had a pew in the meeting-house, and paid his taxes
he- was not a constant attendant at meeting time, and thoughf;
‘“ justice of the peese”” (as he sometimes wrote it at the end of
Jethro Batkins, or an official paper), he could hold a conver-

sation longer with the blacksmith, the cattle-drovers, and the

horse-jockeys than with the minister. He could joke the
doctor some; but the doctor was too much for him. After a
W?lile my father left him, and I thought I would try my hand
with the minister. They all got together round the table. As
I gathered from a word I heard drop now and then about the
¢ bank 7?7 — ““making of the town?”” — *“secure the trade ’’

‘¢ pay good interest,” they were busy in the matter of the
new bank.

I thought I would sl about the bank to the minister.

Seating myself by his side, with my feet upon the fender, I -

asked him if he was in favor of the bank. He said he was
inclired to be, but did not understand much about .bankiné.
t_l.‘hat was my case, of course, but I had no idea of confessing
it to him; so I began to enlarge upon specie and counterfeit
money. I thought I would say something from the Bible
that would apply to my notion of such matters. He gave
me the opportunity, by saying he could not invest much in
the institution, though Mr. Andriss had thought it would be.
~well to have his name on the list of stockholders, and he
added, ““He has kindly agreed to loan me the money to pay
.m the first instalment.’” — ¢ Well,” says I, “that’s friendly.
I suppose you prefer to lay up your treasures where moths
will not corrupt nor thiéves break in and steal.” L« Yeg,”
he said, and looked at me in a very equivocal manner, &;ld
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asked Iﬁe if I had recovered from my accident. 'This startled \
me so that I lost my balance. My feet slipped from the -

fender, and I was measuring the floor with the whole length.

of my body. I recovered myself with the help of the min-
ister, who, in his sudden surprise and effort to assist me, also
met with an accident. Either the dye-stuﬁ' in the cloth out
of which his trousers were made, had rotted the fabric, or the
friction between his body and the chair in which he sat”to
write his sermons, had. made it too thin to stand extra pres-
sure, or some other cause had permitted them to split, with

_the usual noise attendant tpon such a fractare, placing him

at once in a most unclerical predlcament For the moment it
disturbed the deliberation of the party at the table, who upon
discovering we were on our feet returned to the animated dis- .
cussion our mishap had interrupted. * I had torn nothing, — the
minister had; and I then made a resolution that if I should
ever be 2 mlmster I would never wear black trousers without -
having another pair underneath, in case of accident. After
an apology the minister, moving in an oblique line, left the
room, as- no one offered to supply him with a substitute for
the damaged trousers. - Again I was alone. I resumed myy'
sitnation at the fire, when, unannounced, who should come in
but Mr. Aristarchng Bean! e paused and ‘inquired if Mr.

" Batkins was here, then pretending that he had not seen me

he walked up to me, placed- in my hand a bundle of papers,
saying, ‘“Here, Mr. Batkins, is the trial-balance and other
papers necessary for the settlement of our affairs to-morrow.”

I commenced looking at the papers, he offering to explain to
‘me their meaning and use.

At this moment the party at the table arose as if something
had- been settled. Mr. Andriss seemed in great. spirits, and
said, ¢ Gentlemen, it is all rlght and if the Hon. M. Sprlng
will present the petition for the charter at the next sessmn of
the Legislature there can be now no doubt of its success.’

-




82 LIFE OF

“T will do my best,” sa,id'thie Hon, Seth; “bui I have fio
doubt it will be opposed by the member from Leadenville and
all the interests he can command.”

For a moment, as if by general consent, the consideration
of the bank ceased, and inquiries were made for the minister.
When I had related the particulars of the mishap, there was
a general smile, with great expressions of regret at the ab-
sence of the minister. I do not know how it is, but a certain
sort of accident is always a source of merriment to the looker-
on, and the kind of individual who may be the subject of it in-
creases or docreases the degree. I don’t know why there
should be anything provocative of laughter in the fact that
two gentlemen fall together, and the broadcloth or cassimere
of a clergyman proves too weak for the occasion. Mr. Bean,
- after I had expressed this opinion in an audible tone, and Wlth
a countenance indicating my sympathy for the minister’s con-
dition, and some show of anger at their want of it, came up
again to me, and said he thought the parson, as he called him,
would recover from the effect of* the accident to his trousers
sooner than I'should from my fall from the wagon. With
this speech he gave me one of the most tantalizing and mali-
cious stares possible, saying, somewhat smothering it between
his teeth, *“ Batkins, I've got you for always.”

The doors leading to another apartment were opened; a .

table loaded with delicacies and luxuries appeared. I had never
seen such a sight before, and rarely sinece. I shall not describe
the articles of food. I cannot remember them, and of course
I kept no catalogue.  All I have to say is that, at the invita-
tion of ¢ Mrs. Simms’ man,” we sat dowi at the table, — the
Hon. Seth Spring on the right side of ¢ Mrs, Simms’ man,’’
my father to the left, Dr. Slawter next to Mr. Spring; three
gentlemen whose names I have forgotten, who came in late
with Mr. Bean, had ‘seats assigned to them; the chair
intended for the minister was unoceupied I sat opposite
to Mr. Bean, who -I thought purposely served me very
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shabbily in the division of the ﬁesh and fowl that were
so liberally placed at our disposal.

I wish I could give an account of what was said and done &t
this supper, or dinner, or whatever it might be cfmlled lfesules
eating and drinking. I drank no wine myself, neither did Mr.
Bean. I wished the minister bad remained, for'I should like
to have seen what effect wihe would have had upon him. He
did partake, I believe, on certzin social occasions with his .
parishioners. It was not con31dered out of the way for cler-
gymen to imbibe in veason. If it had the same eﬂ:ect upon
him that it did .upon Dr. Slawter, who was not intoxicated of
course, only a little exhilarated, the minister would not have
been safe in his seat without two or three pairs of trousers,
unless made of canvas or some other unyielding material.

- Toasts were given from one to the other, many of them allud-

ing to what the doctor called the embryo bank. The Hon.
Seth Spring, being called upon, rose with such a sinile, —any
painter that could make that smile on canvas would be immoz-

" talized. . The allusion made to the representative of Cran-

berry Centre was the cause of this smile, and if a smile could
be expressed in words, I would describe that on my face as my
pen traces the words “represeni:a,twe of Cranberry Centre.”’

At this moment. I almost arose from my seat as I remembered
how in the days past — days then to come — I smﬂefi when I
responded to that call; but I must curb my enthusiasm and
keep back until the proper time. It was wonderful to me to
see how the wine had taken down the aristoeratic top-loftiness
of Mr. Spring. e referred to all present in somo “eompli-
mentary way, except to me. I was dismissed with a phrase
addressed to my father, who had been putting the sugar to
him, as Aunt Dolly used to have it: ‘ Your son, when you
are gone, Mr. Batking, will undoubtedly do as much as you
have done for Cranberry Centre.”” My father could never

make a speech off—hand but now, as he ‘had put down occa-

|
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gionally strong potations of brandy, in addition to the wine, his
powers of volubility were materially. lessened. Mr. Bean
made a very neat apology for a speech, and to have heard him
you would have supposed that he was studying for the minis-
try, and expected to preach to a congregation principally com-
posed of ladies, so fine and nice were the few sentences he
uttered, his lips always appearing to be in condition for kiss-
ing somebody. He had the most effeminate manner of speak-
ing, with the most positive and determined method of enforcing
his views, of any man or woman I ever saw. Women “who

have this way, 'tis said, are the most dangerous antagonists a -

man can have, no matter what the subject upon which they
become belllgerent In the midst of our, or their, glee, — for I
was rather serious and was thinking of the task I had in hand
on the morrow, namely, the dissolution of the commercial firm

of Batkins & Co., and closing partnership of any kind

with Mr. Aristarchus Bean; I was also anxious that my
father should get home before the effects of the strong drink
should be manifest, which mastered him when away from
home carousing late at night, ~— ¢ Mrs. Simms’ man’

rose to make the closing speech, and had commenced by
thanking us for the pleasure we had given him by calling to

see him. He said he had no ambition te gratify, did not de-

sire public station, but in the present, and in the future, as in
the past, his designs were only for the good of his fellow-
townsmen. His soul, he said, was alive to the interests of
humanity, and his heart beat with no malice towards his fel-
low-men. He wished the minister were here to say for him
to the parish at the next meeting that he intended to join the
worshippers in that ancient temple, devoting his means to the
preservation of justice, morality, and charity. His good
name had been assailed, but he defied any human heing to

prove him -guilty of any injury to his fellow—creatures either -

in thought or deed.
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When ¢ Mrs. Simms’ man’ sat down, there seemed to be

nothing else to be said. All rose at once, and notwithstanding

the invitation to remain, the party gradually left the supper-
room; in the parlor there was a general shaking of hands. .
John assisted us'to find our hats, and amidst a general expres-
sion of hilarity we left Simms’ Folly for our separate homes.
I hope I have not been tedious in my description of my first .
appearance among distinguished persoms. It was a great
matter to me. How can I ever forget my first introduction to
the Flon. Seth Spring?  Here I sat, with my feet under the
same table with Dr.-Slawter ; and but for the accident which
deprived us of his sociable qualxtles, the minister of Cranberry
Centre would have furnished me with sufficient evidence of the
difference between a minister among his flock on Sundays, and -
the minister at the incubation of a financial and worldly egg, —
the Grocers’, Producers’, Farmers’, Traders’, and Mechanics’

" Bank of Cranberry Centre.,
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CHAPTER XI.
DISSOLUTION OF THE FIRM.

Mz. BEAN had had some talk with Squire Andriss, I sup-
pased upon the subject of the store, and the settlement of the
accounts of the firm; and as he was a lawyer, and his friend,
and interested in the business, I did not think much of the mat-
ter. I had understood they both came from the same town. - I
asked Bean once if this was so, but received some evasive
answer, as T usually did when I asked for any special information

as t0 his antecedents, As we walked down the avenue on our

way to the road, I was about to speak to Bean without having
my father hear my question. My father and myself were
walking arm-in-arm together; in an attempt to approach a
little nearer to Bean, by dropping my father’s arm, I discov-
ered my father’s inability to stand unaided. Bean passed on,
gaying “Good-night, Batking; to-morrow will prove a busy
day.” I returned his good-night. My father attempted it,
but failed. With some little difficulty, I assisted my father
to the homestead, gave him in charge of Aunt Dolly, and re-
tired to my room. I could not sleep; that nightmare, Bean,
was my constant companion all night, that is, in my dreams.
With him I was riding in a wagon, or trying to get away
from the Bea—captam s wife.

As Tincreased in years, three things had been constantly
presented to me as temptations, and as constantly was I en-
gaged in resisting their influences, fending to weaken my
intention of resistance. I repeat them here ; — politics, mar-
riage, and the principal weakness of my father, — interoperate

« . ' - N ‘
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use of stimulating drinks. Thus far I had been successful,
and I had passed one of these dangerous periods of a young
man’s existence. The more I thought of Dr. Slawter's notion
of inheriting qualities, the more resolute I have been in my
own case to upset the theory." My father was a politician : he
was married, but did not repeat the ceremony when he had the
opportunity ; and as to the use of ardent spirits, if I were not
writing a true history, I would leave that out for my father’s
sake; and yet, bear in mind, I am afraid I shall be a victim
to the first-named temptations if I succeed in avoiding ‘the last. -
That dinner did not startan active movement in my brain for
wedlock or for brandy ; but the speech made by the Hon. Seth |

. Spring, I confess, made the idep steal over me that if a day.

should come when I should represent Cranberry Centre, as he
did, I should have to wear stronger trousers than:the minis-
ter’s, or I might meet with the same. accident that sent him

_ home without the pleasuré he came to enjoy. When I awoke,

I found myself in the attitude of Mr. Spring, at the table,
actually making a speech to myself. I was alarmed by a

. knock at the door. Asking ‘“ Who's there ? "’ Aunt Dolly, in’

a trembling tone, mqulred “J eﬂ'erson what is the matter
with you?”’

“ Nothing, Aunt Dolly,” I rephed ““go to bed, tha,t’s a

- good soul, do.” -

‘ Hefmng the natural sound of my voice quiete& her. She
went down to her room, and secured the balance of her sum
of sleep, which I had subtracted from her in speaking 2 piece
to imaginary fellow-citizens, This showed in the main that -
Dr. Slawter was right. "I did not return to bed, but dressed
after shaving, and to fill up the time to the breakfast hour I
turned over the papers given to me by Mr. Bean, and was
endeavoring, with all the arithmetical powers invested in my
not a large fund, to understand the meaning of this mysterious:
trial-balance, Whlch was to prove how accurately the books of
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the firm had been kept, and exactly what my share in the

profits of the business would be after a partnership of five

years’ limitation. At the usuwal hour I went to the store,

carrying the papers in my pocket, with some sheets of figur- -

ing, upon which I had traced my views of the result, partly
from memory, and partly from private memoranda in my
almanac, or other parts of my journal of events, and. with
what I could understand of Mr. Bean’s trial-balance. The
store wag closed; upon it a piece of pasteboard, upon which
was printed, in the style for which Mr. Bean was peculiar:
‘“Taking an account of stock; open to-morrow with new
goods.”” This he had placed there when he left in the even-
ing for promiscuous visiting, as he termed it, to terminate at
Simms’ Folly, where on. time he arrived. I opened the
store-door and one shutter, to let in light for the stock-tak-
ing, and other duties in the direction of the day’s work.

Mr. Bean’s books were specimens. of neatness and elegant
penmanship; his chirographic practice, as he called it, was
~truly wonderful, totally different from my efforts with the pen.
Notwithstanding I had the assistance of good teachers of busi-
ness hands, and running hinds, with ornamental and fine
hands, the only result was a mixture of the bad qualities of
all with none of the good of either. I confess I am a bad
writer, and that I was nat allowed to write in these books,
and scarcely to look into them; a sort of order-book, made of
brown paper, was the only ﬁeld of book-keeping I was allowed

to make a mark upon. Ohne of the conditions of his engage-

ment, besides the general one of-instructing me in the myste-
ries of buying and selling the commodities we dealt in, was to
make me perfect in a new style of book-keeping by double

entry, with all the rules of banking and exchanges. I took

from the case the large and handsomely bound book marked
AL Ledger " for the purpose of seeing a statement of my own
account. Kor this favor I had agked him once a week all the
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time wg had been in business together; his answer invari-

. ably was, “ It is not posted,”” or, ““ It is not balanced.”” -Now

I determined to see for myself. I opened it, looked at the

~ alphabet, and found on the first page ¢ Batkins, J. 8.7

While in the act” of turning the leaf, the shutter was closed ;
my gentleman clerk entered, and took the book from ‘my
hands, asking me what the devﬂ 1 was doing W1th his account
books. ' ‘

. 1 plucked up courage to reply that I thought I had as
much right to examine the books as anybody, being the prin- -
cipal in the firm of Batkins & Co.

“You think a great number of things, Batkins, and so
long as you keep your thoughts to yourself, they will harm
nobody.. Have you told anybody what you saw last night at
the Folly ? -

“I have not seen anybody but Aunt Dolly and yourself
how could I tell anybody ?? said I, losing my courage some-
what. ' ‘

~“What is it you are putting down in a hook you carry in
your pocket every day ? :

“ That is my private journal, Mr, Bean.”

“ Do you put down anything to my debit?” -

¢ To your debit ? — what’s that? ’ I asked him.

“ Why, against me. I saw you occasionally writing in it
last night at the supper.” : ; ,

““ Yes, the speech Mr. Spring made.”” I had done this.

‘ Let me see that book, Mr. Batkins.”’ ' ‘

‘“ No, Mr. Bean,” said I;.fit is a private journal I keep.
It has nothmg to do with the store or the firm.” ‘

“* Do you want to be thrown from a wagon again, Mr. Bat-
king?”” and here he clenched his hand, putting it close to. my.
eyes,-as he did on a former occasion, in reply to an inquiry

I made as to what was the cause of the contlision to my face.

I had made some remarks as to what I thought of Mr. Beanin
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the case of the sea-captain’s wife, and I refused to give him
the book. ‘

““ Well,”” said he, I don’t know as anybody could read
your stupid serawl. So this time I let you off; but be care-
ful you don’t put anything I say or do to you, on any piece
of paper, or I will send you off the bridge to look after the
runaway horse and wagon.” He went to the back of the store,
lit the lamp in the lantern, and came back to the counting-
room. J '

‘“ Now we will look over the books, Batkins,” he continued.
“You mean about right; but you are the greenest man of
your age I ever saw. Why don’t you get married to some
smart woman, ahd let her put you up to a thing or two?
Now I am ready-——go ‘ahead; What will you. do first??”
He pulled down the great ledger again.

¢“ Mr..Bean, first I want to know how ‘we stand; how much
my share of the profits of the business ig, and then I want
you to pay it to me in hard money; and, if there is anything
due to you, I want you to pay yourself, and leave the store to
me. I will settle with my father and *“ Mrs., Simms’ man;”
thatis, your friend, Mr. Andriss.”?

“ Yes, Mr. B&tkms I see; I have cloged the ledger on the
account of the firm. 1 hzwe prepared the statements. of
ail our accounts, joint and personal, with the trial-balance
sheet, all ready for your examination, and here they are.”
He laid the papers on .the desk. ‘1 don’t suppose you can
understand much about. it; but this iz about the way the
thing stands: Stock cost originally six thousand dollars;
profits, nominally, say about one thousand dollars per year,
to be divided into three parts, — Mr, Andriss, Mr. Jethro
.Baiking, Mr. J. 8. Batkins, bave each a third for four years,

nine months, eighteen days to date, April 1. The other part-

ners have drawil up, besides, their interest on capital invested,
and fifteen per cent. allowed for depreciation of stock. f

-
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““There’s your account, Mr. Batkins, and heré is mine.
When these are settled to your satisfaction, there will be no
trouble about Mr. Andriss or Mr. Jethro Batkins.”

I opened the paper, and read as follows: —

J. B. BATKINS,I Dr.

To balance of salary account, . . “ . $2;375 00
“ ¢ counterfeit money account, . 3,600 00
“ bills guarantesd by J, '].‘. B., as per doferrcd

account betweon, . . . 650 00
“ bill Mrs, , eharged to J. 8. Batkms, . 600 00

¢ balance due Mr. Bean, as per account, . 2,00 00
o . —~—— 8, 620 00

PER ConrraA, CR.

Sewlces to date, at $500 per year, four yoars, nine .
months, eighteen days, . . . . . . . $2,307 50
Bhare of profits, not, . . e e L. . . 1,666 67

One-third value of stock.at vmluation . . 86000 00
Less 13 por cent., . . RO ]} 900 00 } $1,700 60

For expenses of sickness in servico of firm, as per Dr. .
Slawter’s bill, . . . e . . . 19 50
For a liat injured collecting o b111 . . . 3 00

LRepairing boots, ete., . . . . 75 -
' ‘ ’ e’ $5,778 42

Balanco dulc J. 8. Batkins & Co., . - . | $2,846 58

I rémarked ¢« Mr. Bean how is thls‘f' You make it out

~that L am in debt to the ﬁr

~ “Yes, Mr. Batkins, that appeatrs to be ‘about how. it is.
Upon examining my aceount, you will see how we stand.”
I opened the paper, and read as follows : —

Mg. J. 8, BATKINS, To ARristArcnus Beaw, Dr.

April 1. To advice and instruction at sundry times, book-
keeping, and mercantile transactions, . ., - $500 00
To damages done to alady, compromised by Mr,
, Bean, ., v . [T .. 500 00
To eoncealing the eause of hig accident, . . 500 00
$1,500 00
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I looked at Bean and at the papers. I was as if thunder-

struck. My breath nearly left me. ‘I do not know ahout

these accounts, Mr. Bean,” I said. It appears to me there

is something wrong in all these figures. I do notsee, as [ have

only drawn my salary, and you have handled all the money,

how I can owe you, or the firm either.”

“ There are the accounts, Batkins. You wanted s settle-
ment ; you wanted to close the concern, and get rid of me.
This is all the way you can do it. No use of talking. My
books are torrect. You can pay buck your salary, redeem
the counterfeit money in cash, and I will take your note for
my private account, endorsed by your father, at six months,
with interest.”’ ‘

“I shall do no such thing, Mr. Bean. I am the head of
the firm, and you are ouly my clerk. I shall talk with Mr.

Andriss and my father before I settle. You are trying to

cheat me, Bean.”

¢ Batkins, if you say a “word to Mr. Andriss or to your
father, before we settle, there will be another job for Dr.
Slawter, and perhaps for the lawyers too. I will advise the
sca-captain’s wife to bring an action againgt you, as sure as
you are born.”’

I said, ¢“ Mr. Bean, I have bcen deceived in you.”

e whistled, and wrote in his book. I had no idea of
paying back my sulary, for the fact was I had expended a part
for my expenses; not much, to be sure. I had signed no
paper that bound me to pay any losses. I had no property
except the cash, and I felt like standing up in my boots

against paying, until I knew more about it. To be sure, my

father had endorsed some notes for me; but Mr. Bean said
they were all paid but two. I had known gome of our neigh-
bors, who had been ruined by signing for other people, but I
did not object when Mr. Bean asked my father to sign for me;
for, as we weretmaking money all the time, I did not see that
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my father was in any danger of loging his farm while I knew
what- Was going on, and \I supposed he didy I told Mr. Bean -
that we would not go any further into the matter, and if it was

all right, there would be no difficulty in settling,

Mr. Bean was angry. He said to me, ¢ Mr, Batkins, there
are the accounts ; pay back the salary, settle the counterfeit
money charge, give me for the creditors the stock and lease of
the store just renewed, and I have no more to say; but if you
offer to take any legal advice, I will publish in the ¢ County

" Gazette " a full account of your intriguing amour with the sea~

captain’s wife, with the contradiction of the wagon accident,

~which I will say I put in at your request, and also show by

the books the extravagant supply of merchandise furnished by
you to this lady of the nankin habit and Zypsy hat ”

‘T furnished her, Mr. Bean? *’ :

“Yes you. Hele it is; just look at the amount of the
last charges which you pretended you were going to collect.
Here it is in the book, sir, copy from your 'erigina,l entry :
‘ Mus. , 8ea- cmptains wife! T told you, sir, T did
not think it was safe to give her so large credit without an
order from her husband; but you. said you thought she was.
an honest woman, so tlut the firm would not lose by the oper-
ation, There it is, charged to you, J. 8. Batkins, and so
carried through all the books. Now, you go to law, if you

like; the books sir, are not to he dlsputed I kept them, sir.

1 kept them.”
Although -I did not understand book keepmg by double
entry, I saw clearly this fellow bad me at disadvantage.- I

did not at that time understand fully the meaning of ** intriguing

amour.”  When I went home I asked Aunt Dolly. She
could not inform me. I did not care to ask my father; but
by searching in old * Bailey’s Dictionary >’ I made it out.
‘Now, as the reader knows, his story-was all false; but that
terrible idea of documentary evidence frightened me into a
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capitulation. T attempted a laugh, to convince Mr. Bean that
I saw through his plan; and so I did, far enough to seo that
he intended to cheat me, and would probably succeed. Mr,
Bean muttered between his teeth, ¢ You will not laugh that
way, but out of the other side of your mouth, when you get
into juil for your frolics. The captain is expected home in a
month or so, .md if this gets to his ears; I would not give
much for you.’

This did put a bad sort of look upon mattels although,
for T have told the whole trath, anybody could se¢ I was the
vietim instead of an cvil-doer. I made another attempt to get
a fair settlement, and said, “Mr. Bean, I have a preposition
to make. I will leave this out to three honest men to settle
the whole concern.”

““ Certainly, Mr. Batkins, but what will you gain by that ?
We shall have to show the books to the referees just the same.”

““Well, then, let Mr. Andriss and my father, who are part-
ners, settle our accounts.” , "

““They are not partners; they furnished the stock; their
accounts are made up,”’ said Bean, playing with a pen held
between his. lips, and whistling occasionally through the
feathered edge of his financial sceptre.

I asked him who received the other two-thirds profits.

« Unless we get them from you, there is nothing to divide ;
if there is any, the amount would belong to me, as the manag-
ing pa‘u-tne'r of the firm of Batkins & Co.”

““1 agreed to give you a salary for your services.”

“I know you did, —a small one, five hundred dollars a
year.”

¢ Well, that was all I had, and my name was on the sign as
the head of the firm.”

“That was more than you were worth. I have named the
terms of settlement; you can bave until to-morrow night. to
decide. I intend to shut up the store, according to the notice
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on“the shutter. You can go home. and work on the figures,
and perhaps, with the light T have given you, you will see it
all right; but, Batkins, don’t you go to any lawyer; don’t you
bother Mr. Andriss; don’t disturb your father with any idea

* that there is any scrow loose. Mind what I tell you, or you

will see in the next issue of the ¢ County Gazette’ an account
of the failure of the firm of J. 8. Batkins & Co.; and when
the true state of the affairs of the sea-captain’s wife is made
publie, the cause of your bankruptcy will be clear to your
friends and creditors.”

L believe, when he had finished, my han' pothely stood
up like a brush. I was stupefied. He put on his hat, jostled
me to the door, put me outside and locked it. ¢ Excuse me,

_Batkins,” said he; I am busy; I will call up and see you

in the course of the evening. Don’t you open the store to-day
with your key. - Good-moxmng _

Away he went, whistling, across the road. Seth Spring
met him. After a fow words of conversation, they walked
together, arm in arm, I suppose, to the new bank, for they
were going in that direction. - I watched them untila turn in
the road shut them from my sight. - Lest I shounld forget some
of Bean’s remarks, I put’.them down in my pocket-book, put

‘my papers in my coat-pocket, and was about to return to the

homestead in a véry uneasy state of mind. A gentleman came
up to me. I bad not seen him until he was at my side. He
said, *“ Good-day. Mr. Batkins, I believe?” .

¢ Yes, sir. You have the advantage of me. I do not re-
member to have had the pleasure to meet you before.””

¢ No, sir; but I was sure it was you. - My name is Reedy.
I am from Boston on some business for the banks. Your
father, I believe, is a justice of the peace?” 4

I said he was, and a coroner too. I thought I would glve
the old gentleman another lifs on the offices. Mr. Reedy ap-
peared to have a smart way with him, as most of the people
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did, who eame from Boston. I continued: *“Did you come
to see my father on justice business, or on coroner’s l?usiness,
Mr. Reedy ?7”’ '

“I do not know yet, M. Batkins ; perhaps neither, and
perhaps both.”

I said, ““ Are youa lawyer? 7

¢ I am not.”’

I put further queries to him: “ Do you understand bbdk-‘

keeping by double entry 77’

“I do,” he replied.

“ Well, sir, what do you want of me?”’

¢« A little private conversation, Mr. Batkins, for which, for
convenience’ sake, if you have no ob_]ectmn I should be ha,ppy
to go with you into your store.’

I explained to him, briefly, the state of affairs at the store;
that my clerk had the key, and unt11 hls return I could not
get in.

‘““ Well, anywhere hut the street will do,” gaid he. ,

The idea came to me that if he understood book-keeping
by double entry, he could explain to me about the trial-balance,
and perhaps advise me how to get ahead of Bean, without the
books, or knowing anything about the sea-captain’s wife; so,
without any further ceremony, I invited her to the horhestead.
He accepted the invitation, and together we walked home.

JEFFERSON S. BATKINGS.

CHAPTER XII.

THE HOMESTEAD,

' Tur homestead of the Batking’ fam.illy was well known to
the people of Cranberry Centre. The house was two stories
high in that part fronting the highway ; the roof descended to

the rear to within six feet of the ground. It was after the pai-

tern of many wooden structures erected in the country a hun-
dred years ago, with, as usual, a heavy stack of brick chimneys
in the centre, up the flues of Whlch mixed with the smoke of
hundreds of cords of hickory and pine wood, had been carried
the vapors of many a savory dinner eliminated in the process of
cookery and upon which the Batking’ family and their friends
had thriven and waxed fat. My grandfather’s vanity had been
a large barn; this was preserved, as had been the old cider-mill
and well Wlth the old sweep and 1ron~hooped ‘bucket. 'These,
I have no doubt, in the season of cider-making, had been used
to agsist the yield of the pomace when put under the press, after
the fashion of the day, forming that stimulating fluid resident .

-in the juice of the apple, so welcome . to the farmer during a

hard day’s work, or at the fireside gathering on a winter’s even-
ing, where the past, the present; and sometimes the future are
discussed as the mug of old orchard passes from hand to hand.
This beverage has since been made contraband by legislation.

- From time to time additions had been made to.the old house; a \

considerable space of soil was covered by new buildings of various

~ shapes and dimensions, until that composite style of Yankee

architecture, 8o frequently seen in New England villages, had
been arrived at, illustrative of the different phases of rural life,

o
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as wealth and family had increas!ed,' sineé the original founder
ventured to marry and invite his neighbors to the raising of
the little mew house, in which were enjoyed the festivities
usually closing such occasions. a '

We had no carpets on our floors; here and there were ovals
and squares made from braided rags of different colors and
patterns, sewed in circles and other figures, —some by my
grandmother, a few by my mother, and the more modern

styles by Aunt Dolly. I do not think it necessary to deseribe .

overything in the best room, or to give a list of our rooms and
household furniture. .
Hanging over the fireplace in the best room was a picture
in o handsome frame, said to be the coat-of-arms of the Bat-
kins family. Written on a pieco of paper and pasted on

L W/fi”' 1775

R

the back of the picture-was an explanation, partly in Latin,
partly in French. The doctor gave the meaning one way, the
minister another, the school-master another. Above is a copy
of the picture, which may explain itself.
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Upon a peg in a beam, opposite'i;he fireplace, near the wall, .
was suspended by the collar a military uniform coat, worn by my
grandfather —a military geniug —in the Indian skirmishes
and in the Revolutionary war of 776. Attached to the breast
of the coat was a leaden bullet that killed one of my distant rel-

. atives who had been in the fight of Bunker Hill. My grand-

father had a gold ring put to it, and fastened it to his watch-
chain with his keys and seals, as people now wear different
ornaments as keepsakes. The coat-of-arms and- the bullet.
were the objects of pride to my father, and discoursed upon

~when strangers visited the homestead. Here a race of Bat-

kinses were born, reared, and died. ‘Weddings, births; funer-
als, and other family meetings and merry-makings -bad been

| ~ celebrated and talked of for years. We had-chairs and tables,

a clock that struck, kept the day of the month, and to my
surprise, when I was a youngster, it had a moon ﬁhat changed
through the quarters and came out full as regularly as the
moon out-doors did, and does it to this day.

- - On the way from the store I had given Mr. Reedy. some

account of our family. When we arrived at home I walked

~ with him into the best room. and introduced him to my father, -

who, as he termed it, was a little set up, — not having quite
recovered from the effects of the strong wine so liberally pro-
vided at Simms’ Folly, SR A

My father was glad to see Mr. Reedy, as he was anybody
from Boston; and althowgh the delivery of words from his
mouth .was not as rapid as usual, he still managed to inquire
for some-of his 0ld friends, who made Boston their home. As
Mr. Reedy’s visit was upon business, I retired, that their con-
versafion might not be interrupted. .

At this moment’ Aunt Dolly entered the room; seeing that
my father had company, she was about retiring. But my

father requested her to remain, and introduced her to Mr.
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Reedy, saying, “Miss Spooner, this.ls Mr. Reedy, from
Boston.”

Aunt Dolly hoped Mr. Reedy was well, and inquired how
- all the folks did in Boston; said she ¢ had -just come from the
kitehen, and was not fit to be seen.’

Mr. Reedy complimented Aunt Dolly on her appearance.
My father said, ¢ Mr. Reedy wants to inquire something
about Marthy that used to live here,”” — his way of pronounc-
ing Martha, — Aunt Dolly did the same, saying, “I never
kuew any good of her.’

My fatler, Aunt Dolly, and Mr. Reedy were hard at work |

with their tongues. After a short time Aunt Dolly deft them,
saying, ““I wish' you good-day, sir,” as she passed me at the
door repeating to herself some kind of left-handed blessing
upon Martha, in her expressive judgment “ a good -for-nothing
hussy !’ thus finishing her somewhat excited speech.

Many of the neighbors visited Aunt Dolly, and not a few
of the young women consulted her about the mysteries of
knitting, cake-making, and other of the household fine arts.
I never had much talk with them, and I did not exactly then
understand the way the girls manceuvred when they waunted
to give a young man a chance to do a lictle coultulo' if his
faney ran that way., Looking back, 1 see where I missed the
chances, and if Aunt Dolly had not figured against the girls
when they were round the house, I dare say I should have had
a chance to kriow more about it. T did catch myself once feel-
ing after the fashion I did with Sally Trivetts ; a little more re-
spectable kind of emotion, I do think, but still mueh of the same
sort. It wasabout Miss Pike who had relations in Boston ; some

of them went from Cr :mberry Centre, and settled there. J ustas

I entered the house with Mr. Reedy, Miss Pike was going out.
She was none of your airy and flaunting girls, but as prim ag
o minister’s daughter. The nearest she ever came to saying
anything that T thought showed an interest in my welfare, Was
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- just before she Wént to- Boston,  She said, * Mr. Batkms%

Aunt Dolly is getting old; if your father don b get married
pretty soon, and bring home somebody - to look after things,
you will have to get married, or hire a new house-keeper; *’
and I really thought she looked as much as to say, “You can
have me for the asking.” ' I do not know but I did her injus-
tice. I know she refused good offers, and left Cranberry
Centre with the reputation of being a nice old maid.

My father left the room, as he said, to look over some doca-
ments connected with Mr. Reedy’s business at the homestead.
I thought I would now get Mr. Reedy’sopinion as to Mr.
Beaq’s book-keeping by double entry. I then explained a
part of Mr. Bean’s propositions, and how matters stood between

Mr. Bean and myself. Tie looked at me with a very curious
~ twinkle of his eye, and a good-natured twist. of the mouth,

then at- the papers which I had placed in his hand. He in-
quired of me how long Mr. Bean had been in Cranberry
Centre, and what had been his character. I gave him all ‘the.
information in my power. Something scemed to amuse him,

My, Batking, this appeits to be the work of some adroit
person, who would cover up his intentions of makma a false .
account. Where are. your books? ”? :

1 replied, * They are at the store.”

“ Without an examination of the books, I can give you no
assistance in discovering the errors, if there are aany. I
notice here you are charged with an amount of counterfeit

‘money. Was deahng in counterfeit money any part of your'

business 7’ : :

“Not at all.” I then explained to him Mr. Bean’s views
on that point.

“ What have you heen. ‘doing to displease M. Bean, Mr.
Batkins ? 7/ . -

I replied, * Nothing; he has been doing many things to
displease me. I never did anything that I ought to be
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ashamed of, but Mr. Bean threatens to say I have; and, if
he does.as he says he will do, I shall never dare to show my

face in Cranberry Centre again.”” I related to him the affair

of the sea-captain’s wife, wagon story and all, as far'as I was
concerned, in what I should now call an allegorieal way ; that
is, I asked Mr. Reedy to suppose it was somebody else who

had been in such a scrape, and that Bean said he would give

an affidavit, if necessary, that I was the person.

Mr. Reedy gave me a sort of a droll look all over, from
my head to my feet. ¢ Mr. Batking, I do not desire to
inquire into any secrets of yours; but unless you have the

courage to face Mr. Bean in a court of law, I think you had

betier make some settlement with him; and I should like to

be concealed somewhére, with -the opportunity to witness your

negotiation.’

I said, ¢« Mr. Reedy, do you advise, after losing my share
of the stock, that I should pay him back my salary?”’

Mr. Reedy said, I do, Mr. Batkins, if you cannot make
better terms.’

“ May Iask you, Mr. Reedy, why you want to be concealed
when we make the settlement? ”’ _

‘I desire to study the character of Mr. Bean,” :

I asked him if he saw anything -peculiar about me, why I
should be selected to be so dreadfully imposed upon by Mr.
Bean. o

He put on one of those droll squints, and said, *Mr.
Batking, you have a countenance expressive of great honesty
and timidity, and I should judge you were a person of very
confiding character. I do not think you were intended by
nature to engage in business of a very complicated kind, and,
to be frank, your education has not improved you sufficiently
to enable you to compete with such an able financier as Mr.
Bean. I do not know what I may hear at your interview
with Mr. Bean. My presence concealed can do no harm, and

-
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may be productive of good. If I might suggest a time and
place to close this settlement, I would name th1s evening, and
in this room.”

I said to h1m, ¢ I will follow your advice; if you will take
dmner with us to-day, in plain farmer-faghion, I shall be
pleased to have you.” ‘ ,

T have promised as much to your father, who was polite
enough to anticipate you in the matter of invitation; if my
business here permits, I will accept your hospitality. Good-
morning, Mz. Batkins,”” he said pleasantly.

¢ Good-morning, Mr. Reedy,” I gaid, with a blue look at
the papers he handed back to me as he left the room.

I went upstairs to my sleeping apartment, where all my
treasures were kept, and examined my stock of specie; I did not
require any .rial-balance to prove the state of my finances.
Al T received was on one side of the days in the old almanac,
and what 1 spent on the other. Everj month I footed it up,
and there was just what I was worth, with the exception of
my interest in the store, some sheep, and other little matters
about the homestead. As I looked at my savings, I did hate
dreadfully the idea of their going into Bein’s hands; and I
am not going to deny, at -this day, that I felt somethipg be-
sides the loss of my money whispering into my ears that Mr.
Bean would be served justly if he was hung to death or
killed in some other unpleasant way. If I was drawn on the
jury, I would not convict a man of murder, who should be
tried for killing such a snlpe as I thought Bean wag, under
circumstances similar to mine. ; '

I made up my mind as to what I should say to Bean when

~ the time came. After 3 Iong ““gesgion,”” — I did not think it
“was a ‘‘session’’ then, you understand; that word creptout

of my mind on to ‘the paper, in consequence of my future

- position, which need not be further explmned and I shall let

the word *“ stand ” as ‘“reported,’”” — there it is again !
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I went down fo the eating-room; Mr. Reedy had returned.
Aunt Dolly had roasted a pair of fowls, and boiled a hand of
pork, with such trimmings as she ¢* knew could not be had out of
a thrifty farmer’s house,” as she said, “for love nor money.”
There were puddings and pies, nice pickles and jams, with all
the nick-nacks that go in to make a country dinner inviting to
those who are more fond of something to eat than the sight of
handsome platters and gewgaws, with no substantial proven-
der. : , : ‘

Aunt Dolly, in her best ““bib and tucker,” sat at the head
of the table, while the “hired help,” a buxom girl of twenty
years, ﬁxed up for the occasion, waited on us, not perhaps
exactly in the fashion of a Boston tavern, but with alacrlty
and good humor.

Mr. Reedy praised Aunt Dolly’s cookery, exhibiting the
sincerity of his compliments by the quantity of fowls and

-pork he removed from his plate to his. own interior man, in
obedience, as he said, to the fine appetite a Walk about the

town had given him,

My father’s cating activity, as usual, was not in proportion
to his drinking; but at this time, as it was only cider that he
caused to disappear from the ample dinner-pitcher, to be sure,

in long “swigs,” as he termed them, I had no fear of his

tongue, or, in fact, of his behavior in any form., -

It was observed that I.did not appear to have a good appe- |
tite. I excused myseclf in the best way I could. The cur- |

rent of my thoughts was discovered, but not remarked upon.
In a partially abstracted state, to Aunt Dolly’s question, if I
would have a piece of pie, I replied, *“ Not a bean.” That
was it, — Bean was in my mind. He stood upon every
platter on the table. I saw his head pop out from the cider

Jug; Iswallowed him at every mouthful I attempted to take. -

The dinuer was finished after a while, and I waited till the
arrival of Mr. Bean, which was not long after the candles
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were lighted. Mr. Reedy walked into-a closet that led from
our- best room, through to the great entry, as had been agreed
upon, just as Mr Bean had entered the door of the house. I
was prepared for him at tlic table, in the drawer of which I
had deposited the papers which were to be discussed. The
knowledge that Mr. Reedy was to wjtness the interview gave
me some courage, ind I had .determined not silently to be

" abused by the overbearing Mr. Bean. I assumed an erect
attitude at the table, and in reply to Bean’s salutation of

“ Good-évening, Batkins,”” I mixed up as much defiant expres-

~ sion with my invitation for him to sit, as was possﬂ)le His

keen eye had observed the change in my address to him from
the morning’s timidity to the evening’s scornful indifference.

. “Who's been here, Batkins??’ I answered, «Nobody that

need concern youn.” — ¢“ Well, Batkins, short stories.
Where’s the m(‘)ne} ? I have no time to waste; hand it-over.
When that is in my hands, here’'s your discharae, with ‘the
notes and bills.”

He laid the package on the table, neatly folded and tied
with a red~mpe string. ~ I objected to having the bad debts
charged to my personal account. I objected to the charge of
the sea-captain’s wife’s bill. Bean stopped me, and said that
was all right. When I mentioned that I thought, even'if it
was so, I mlght offset my sickness, loss of time, and suffering,
he stopped me again. ¢ Batkins, you have been taking legal
advice. Such a thing would never - have entered your stupid
head. Lock on-the eredit side. I have allowed you the
doctor’s bill, for the hat you 'spid you had lost, and for
repairing your boots. Go on to-the next.”

T said, “ Well, Mr. Bean, I am not satisfied, but I will go
on to the next.”” I then inguired about his bill which I held

" in my hand, and L asked if ‘these charges against me were en-

tered in the books of the firm. Te sa,ifl “Np‘; that Was &
‘private account.”” I said, ““You never taught me book-keep-
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"ing by double entry. I never did anything but write in the
paper blotter.”” DBean said that was not his fault. I had no
genius for book-keeping or commercial pursuits, and when he
agreed to teach me business, he did not think the understand-

-ing was that he'should furnish me with additional brain-com-
prehensive powers, He took the bill from my hand, threw it
upon the table, saying, ¢ That bill is right." Go ahead, Bat-
king! I'my in a hurry,”

After a moment’s consideration I separated the papers,
singling out the trial-balance sheet as the basis of operations.
“Mr. Bean;” I remarked with all the coolness I could com-
mand, “I don’t quite understand this. I want & little more
explanation.” ‘

Bean started up. ‘I thought all was settled; that all. I
had to do was to come this evening and take the balance. Do
you think [ am a fool, Batkins? Come, hand over.”” e sat

down, throwing his feet upon the table-top, repeating in a .

slower tone, “IHand over the balance, Batkins, and we are
quits.” 7 - - -
“Mr. Bean, I have changed my mind as to this matter a
little. I am willing to do what's right; but I shall not give
up all my salary. I will go to law first, captain’s wife or
no captain’s wife.”’ _ :
Down went his feet from the table. He rose from the

chair. ¢ Batkins, somebody has been talkmg to you You

have been mng legal advice.”” -

“1 have taken no legal advice, Mr. Bean; but I have i in-
quired of a friend of mine from Boston as to the items on
your bills, and he says the charge for counterfeit money

should not he made against my part of the account; if it wag =

charged to profit and loss, one-third would come from me, and
‘that is all.”

“I .did not come here to open these accounts agam Bat-
kins.”
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«Tf T have to pay for the counterfeit money I want it, Mr."
Bean. I never took any of it.”” . ‘ S

“That is destroyed, of course. You do not suppose 1
Would permit 1t to be circulated agai, do you? Come, hand
over,’ . 3

“Well now, Mr. Bean, put it in another manner. I can-
not afford to settle in this way.” :

¢ Batking, I always knew you was a fool; but I did not
think you was a sneak. I rather think T shall lot things go _
ti1] the sea-captain comes home, and let him haunl you over the
coals. What a pretty story for the *County Gazette’ !
‘The ancient, injured mariner versus J. 8. Batkins, —the
smooth-faced, double-dyed villain!’ How would you like

* that kind of talk about you? ¢ Not the first of his villanies,’

will be the editorial comment, and I the witness of your prof-
11o~acy, ‘bring down the 'gray hairs of your father with

" gorrow to the grave.’ How do you like the sound of that,
" Batking? 7

I was horrified, and Mr. Reedy was llstenlng to this all. I

" thought I must do something to make it appear that I was not

completely a coward. ““Bean, T tell you I don’t care any-
‘thing about the storics. I am determined not to be swindled ;
but if you will take five hundréd dollars and make it square
all round, I'll give as much as that to settle, and be clear of
you forever.”’

“T can’t afford 11; Batkins ; for five hundred dollars I will
give you the papers, and sign- oﬂ' for 2ll demands ; but unless
you pay the whole, I’ll follow you up on the sea-captain’s wife.
I advise you to make a whole thing of it, and I give you my
honor that I will be shady on the wagon story forever, unless
‘you play some trick with me.’ |

¢ Well, Mr. Bean, give me the receipt; there’s ; the money.”’

" From a drawer I took a bag with exactly five hundred dollars,A
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~ and placed it on the table. He was busy writing. I want
the books of the firm, Mr. Bean,” I added.

“ Certainly, that's fair, you shall have them. We will go

down to the store this evening, and I will deliver them to you.
There’s your green jacket and apron, with the canvas sleeves.
I don’t suppose you will go into the store business again; but
you may, and if you do, they will be useful to you; they are
yours freely, or any other little matters of personal property
that may be valuable to you, to remind you of the happy.days
you passed in the firm of Batkins & Co.”

I did not want to go with him, and yet I wanted the books.
The jacket, apron, and sleeves I had already brought home.:
I took the papers, gave him the gold, and thus the bargain
wag congluded.

As he™played with the money-bag, he gaid, Batkins, you
are not the worsff fellow in the world, after all; but I will give
you a little advice. You belong to a kind that were made to

be beat in everything. - T have had one chance at you, and T

don’t want any more,’” he contmued counting the money as
he was saying so. g

I thought he had beat me out of almost my all, and I could
not help telling him so.

He continued : * Batkins, if you do not interfere with me,

I will not interfere with you. My books are all square, and I _

know where the money ig. ~ If you do ever say anything to
‘mortal man about me, to my injury, you know where I am.
The fall from the wagon will not be a circumstance to the
way I will be revenged on you. Now, come down to the store,
got the books, and we will part friends.”’

1 put my papers in the drawer, and followed Mr. Bean into
the road. We walked to the store, not a great distance. We
entered. He was full of jests-and merriment at my expense.
As he lit the lamps, I discovered in the store a new sign
painted jn flaming colors : —

JEFFERSON 8. BATKINS.

" Amsmncntrs Beaw,

Dealer in Produce, Grrocenes, and Dry Goods i

© “What do you think of that, Batkins? That's a little

. ahead of the old one, — don’t you think so? It'is going up
. to-morrow. Won’t you come along? At seven o’clock to-

morrow down will go the Batking’ concern, and up go the Bean’s.’

I remarked that I thought it was a handsome sign. Ie
took the books from the case, and piled them up for me.
As ‘the reader may suppose, they were quite a load. I bade

~ him good-evening, and in a short time deposited my books in
. the entry of the homestead. Mr. Reedy was in conversation
“with my father. He smiled at the load of books, and said

perhaps Ishould find amusement in contemplating the contents
during my leisure hours. I left my father and Mr. Reedy in -
conversation, and went to my own room with a part of the

_books, and- after looking through a few of the columns of

charges and figures, I made a.resolution  that I would never
again go into a partnership in business with man or woman;

‘that I would never purchase anything but with the money ;
- that I would never sign a note or anything else, for myself or

anybody else, where money was concerned; that I would

" never borrow money, nor lend money, hereafter ; that I would -

never have a paper dollar in my possession over night, if I -
could in any way change it into money. With the papers of
settlement in one hand, and my: other on the pile of account-
books, I solemnly said to myself, I will not depart from this
resolution so long as my name is Batkins. I made _sundry
notes in my journal, counted the remainder of the money I -
had in my bags, and, after disposing of several little matters,
retired to my bed, and slept quietly, suffering no longer from
that nightmare of the previous night, Aristarchus Bean.

Thus was closed the partnership accounts as I thought, of
the late firm of “ Batkins & Co 7
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'CHAPIER XIIL

CRANBERRY CENTRE PROSPECTS.
As T walked about the town, the principal topic of conver-
sation was the new bank.. There was quite an emulation among
the women-folks, to put down their names as stockholders.

Fifty dollars was the price to be paid for a share. There were -

quite a number of old maids, or spinsters as they called them,
who had stowed away, in stockings, and other odd places,
about that amount of money, in pieces of gold and silver.

The minister preached one sermon about worldly matters, and -

touched a little on the bank question. This had an effect, it
was thought, on the female subscriptions, ladies generally
doing about as their ministers say. For myself, I had made
up my mind to have nothing to do with it.

By report, I learned that my father had signed- for somé -
shares, On my return from down town one day, in conversa- -

tion with Aunt Dolly, I discovered that she had caught the
bank fever, and, as the house-keeper of the IHon. Seth

Spring’s mansion had put down for one share, Aunt Dolly -

thought, for the reputation of the Batkins’ family, she
would ‘“ go and do likewise.”” So one was put down for Miss
Dolly Spooner. A

The bank was set a-going, Hon. Seth Spring was chosen
president. Mr. Peter Feathergilt, who had removed over

from Leadenville, was chosen cashier. He was in the shoe

and leather trade, and had been a man of considerable impor-
tance. Mrs. Feathergilt, it was talked among the women-
folks, had been elevated to ‘the control of the domestic affairs
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of the Feathergilt .establishment, from a humble position in a

' neighboring State. She held no situation in the bank. She

was a stockholder. There was a Miss Feathergilt, and a Mr.
Horace TFeathergilt. The coming of the Feathergilts to

‘Cranberry Centre introduced, it was said, a new social era,

creating, as it were, wealth, beauty, fashion, and an aristoc-
racy of trade. ‘

Thebank was considered the first great step sowards brmo-'
ing Cranberry Centre into the line of progressive villages, or
towns ambitious to be cities, and to keep the people from too
close understanding of their own government affairs. What
was it to be one of the selectmen? To be an alderman or a
councilman was another matter. I did not then seeit; but I
have somewhat modified my opinion.

For sonie' time the open land near G'rypsy Village had

‘been divided into building lots. Streets, avenues, and

squares had names both sonorous to the ear, and of political
significance; as Washington - Street, Independence Square,
Jefferson- Park, Madison Avenue, Columbus Road, Spring .
Place, in honor of the Hon. Seth Spring. " These names were -
painted on' neat mgn—boards posted in conspicuous situations.

My father and myself were urged to join in the speculation.

‘We declined for the present; and, to tempt us, I think, to go
into the enterprise, the narrow passage between two of the

grand avenues was called ¢ Batkins’ Lane.” I often strolled over
to this part of the town when I was in a contemplative mood,
watching the progress of some small buildings being erected

- upon -parts- of this' land by the Feathergilt people, for their

operatives and families to dwell in when the Feathergilt inter-
ests were entirely transferred to Cranberry Centre.
It was, proposed.- to-make Cranberry Centre productlve as a

shoe town, as also, in course of time, to change the character

of the vagrant dwellers in Gypsy Village b:;r} the example of

industry constantly before them in the persons of the shoe-
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makers. The immigration from Leadenville and other places,
© of those leather-working families, made that part of the town

bugy. Carpenters and masons were in demand. Iere and

there a new store set up its sign and temptations to purchasers;
The bills of the new bank were circulating freely ; everybody
appeared to be set in motion by some new power, and some of
the most sanguine predicted that at no distant day Cranberry
Centre would be t{le great commercial rival of Boston; pos-

sibly the State House would be erected on the hill known as
Skunk’s Misery, if the State would make a ship canal from

the river to Boston Bay'y and some argued, whoever lived to
see it when completed, ev)ar,;' metropolitan New . York might
find no contemptible rival in Cranberry Centre..

I must confess I did not share in these delusive prophecies, .

But I could not be blind to the progressive steps following the

incoming of these shoemakers. . A rise in land was now upon
every tongue. OQur homestead, our farm, wds in a superior

position, though far away from the prospeeted'State House, upon
the hill of Skunk’s Misery. Attempts were made to persuade
my father to cut up some of his farm acres into two-thousand-
feet lots. These at that time had no effect upon any of the house-
hold. Aunt Dolly consideréd a Hock of shoemakers coming
into a farming town as no better than an army of locusts, and
as destructive to green trees, garden fowers, and other of her
rural delights,

It was considered judicious to have a vendue of some of the
lots at the new city, as some called the place. Plans of the
grounds were printed, with handsome pictures of the eleva-
tions, as they were called, of some of \the buildings to be
erected. The public good was to be liberally considered. A
Lyceum building, with a front of columns, and statues of
Greeks and Romans a church with a higher steeple than the
old meeting-house. Through the large windows, an organ was
seen. Already a congregation had been found to £ill this un-

built temple, in consequence of this prospective organ in the
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perspective of the plan. Some people said the Railroad Corpo- -
ration was at the bottom of the speculation ; some said the new
bank ; others named * Mrs. Simmg’ man’’ and the Hon. Seth
Spring as thé movers of the scheme. I was very certain that
Mr. Bean was let into the secret, as ho had engaged in distrib-
uting plans, and talking it up wherever he had the opportunity.
At last the sale day was announced, the catalogues printed,
and free tickets on the railroad from the neighboring towns
could be had at the station-houses. | '
In what was to be the fashionable part of the old town
changes were also going on;. old houses were being remodelled,
and new structures erected. Some of them, particularly those
for the Teathergilt family, were - expensive, and combined the

faults and beauties of the French and American styles, mixed

in different degrees, adcording to the want of taste in the archi-
tect, or builder, or_in compliance with - the amount the parties
were willing to abstract from other investments to apply to
this. Such was the state of public matters. My own affairs

-were not yet changed much by the activity of the general mind.

One incident is worthy of note, as it suggested to me a course
of reading which could do me no injury and mlght be benefi-

- cial to me in many ways I received a letter as follows: —

“ Mr. BATKINS t— My muther o’d ua dolar; which here it is. It wasfor part
bred for us and part rum for father, which is ded, and a string of beads for baby,

- which is named for w, Mr. Batkins. We are gone to-Liv in the eity. Muther is

oblige to u. Her name is Lukus. - ) “ ARTEMUS HER SUN.”

I gwe & copy of the bill,on the next page.

®

The appeamnce of this letter, with the enclosure, induced
me to search for the charge in the books of Batkins & Co.
Tt is a go6d thing to have the mind engaged in the pursuit of
anything. As T had no clue to Mrs. Lukus’ account,I begun at
the beginning of the first book, and continued the search until
I found it in'my own handwriting in the brown-paper blotter,

.
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as it was called, among those items never destined to a double

| entry. I duly marked it paid, and thought I would employ

that bill, thus received from an honest woman, in the service of

- some other honest woman, poorer than Mrs, Lukus-— she
having lost her husband — was now supposed to be.

"There was instruction in reading over these books, as the
accounts, settled and unsettled, in some measure, I thought, in-.
dicated the character of those persons whose names were filling
the pages of Mr. Beun’s well-kept “journals and ledgers. I
markéd those I considered inevitably bad, those I thought
doubtful, and those that I thought, with a little persuasion

' from u good collector or a-lnwyer’s letter, might be paid. It

was curious to observe the evidences of economy in those who
‘paid their bills regularly, and the. extravagances of those who
were slow, or did not pay at all. If a book of my life were
the proper place, I would insert the bills of some persons who
are still living, to show them how they were fed and clothed, at
the expense of Batkins & 00 during- the five years of my

commercial life.
" - If the law were not such a strange combination of blunders,
justice, and wickedness, as administered in some countries, I
‘would print the items for a month or so on- the debtor side of
the sea-captuin’s wife’s account. The items on the credit side -
would do no harm to anybody. But she may have descend-
ants; they may be voters; I maybe up for office, and this -
.' Would be bmught against me as a breach of confidence, and
might assist in my defmt \ '
I often have observed it, and my book will prove 11: that
obliging some of my friends by furnishing their families with
groceries ot dry goods, converted them into enemies whenever
I asked for the payment of the bills ;- they not only spoke dis-
. paragingly of my establishment; but bought their goods for
cash of persons who would not give them credit for a row of '

_pins.  This is the old story; I put it in here because it i3 part
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of my experience. The bill of the Grocers’, Producers’,
Farmers, Traders’ and Mechanics’ Bank, 1 kept in a frame.

Ever y oue who called on me read the names of the two

distifguished officers. M. Aristarchus Bean’s name, as the
creditor of the bank, was a good advertisement, and assisted in
bringing business to his store. I have given my opinion of

this gentleman. Ile was always polite to me in the streets -

when we met, ande although, from my own experience; I
considered him as great.a scoundrel as any out of prison, in
the State, I rcturned his salute, and did not dare to make
known the manncr in which he had cheated me. Ever y. day

- he was gaining in popularity, and was constantly seen with Mr.
Spring, Mr. Feathergilt, and other rising men, of similar
position. I gradually contented myself with the superintend-
ence of the farm. Another lawyer had come into the town,
and my father was less disturbed than formerly by applications
for his services as justice of the peace or as coroner. I was
still undecided, as to myself, and the way of laying out my
money, amidst the temptations to double my investments, ag
some others had done.

My father had some of the bhank shzues and had just re-
ceived a dividend with the rest of the shareholders.. It was
a little nearer eleven o’clock than usual, — that was his hour
of imbibing, frequently enough to keep him ! set up 7 for all
day; but still he was firm on his feet, — I was at my books,
or rather at Mr. Bean’s books, studying up my lisi of bad
debts, when he came in with a handful of the bills of the new
bank, just issued to pay dividends. ¢ Jeff,” said he, ““do you
see these?” Ile spread them about as skilful cmd—players
handle cards. ~ |
T looked at them, and remarked that they were handsome
bits of paper, and, if I ever bet, I should be willing to lay a
dollar on it, that the time would come when they would not
be worth more than pieces of sha,vmn*-paper of the same size.
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e P1 ejudice, J eﬁ' ! - I have had a tallk with Mr. Spring and
Mr. Feathergilt about you; they say you must get into the .
ring, and if Ishould judge by what Mr. Bean and Mr. Feath-
ergilt say, you might have the assistance of Mr. F eaﬂler-
gilt’s only daughter, who, no doubt, wants to be married.

I smiled, and said, ¢ Let her.” T had seen the young lady
on the street, and at church but- I had not thought of matri-
mony. ‘

“ Tt is about time, J eﬂ' for you to set up for somethmg
You have had commercial experience. 1 understand from Mr.
Bean that )ou are perfectly natlsﬁcd with the settlement made

with him.” . |
I winced a little. L rgcovered shortly from this reminder

of Bean’s talent, not believing he had revealed the truth to
my father. I simplysaid I was not aware that that affair h&d
advanced me'in public opinion.

¢ Oh, yes,” said my father; “the few da,ys you were con-
fined to your room, there were more inquiries after your health,
Aunt Dolly said, than there would have been if I had dled
gome nice young ladies, too, Jeff.” | .

¢ Yes A | remmrked not displeased; ¢ our customers, L
suppose.”’

o Well, Joff, thele is onie thing about that accident I never
understood, — whose horse and wagon it was you had on the
night of the upset. "

I could safely say I did not know. I am sure I did not.
That is precisely what I did say.

“ What was the color of the horse, white or black ? i
¢T have no recollection,”” was my reply. 1t was dark,
—yes, T was in the dark, —‘“‘so dark you. could not tell

whether the horse was white or black.”

¢ Tf it had.been me, the people would have said the old
fellow had been drmkmg There’s one thing you must re-
member, — was you driving, or Mr. Bean??”
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“ My impression is, I was not driving.’

““That’s what I thought; that’s what I told Dr. Slawter.

Says I, Jeff could not have been driving.”

Now, I had really told no lie, but I had permitted wmy
father to be deceived. I had a great impulse to tell him the
truth ; but my good intentions were overpowered, and L al-
lowed the deception to continue.

“ Well, Jeff, my advice is, put ,the profits of the store in
the bank stock, not keep it idle in your trunk; or, if you
want to put it in the soil, they say the new city lands will be
worth double in a year. Salt some of your moncy there.”

I said, ** I will think of it.”’ '

I will give up the working of the farm to you, if you say

the word; but my advice is, rise with the town; get to be
chosen into some office, if it is only pound-keeper. I really
would like to see a Batkins governor of the Commonwealth,
Jeff. Well, what do you say?”

“T'1l think it over, father. T’ll think it over.”

He went to put his bank bills in the drawer of the old sec- -

retary, where the carliest Batkinses kept their money: Some
of the old continental congress money was still there and is to

this day. T used to look at these paper-mill apologies for

money, and that’s how I got my ideas against any currenc
¥, g y S Y y

but gold, silver, and copper. My father was right ; I should

do something. I did not really like to put myself between
the handles of a plough, after being engaged in trade. I

thought some of going into the butchering business ; but Ihad

not the nerve to kill animals in a cold-blooded, dollar-and-cent,
business way. My father had touched the string that always
played a tune in my brains, — I mean the idea of politics,
and that was the thing 1 was endeavoring so hard- to avoid;

for T had an idea it would make or break me. The fact is, I
wanted to go in, and yet I did not dare to say 50, even to my-
self; and then the hint that Miss Feathergilt was at my dis-
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‘ posal for a wife, — both fhese topics acting on my mind at the
_ game time, one pushing one way, and one pulling the other,

had the effect to drive me into the road, where I revolved the
matter over in my mind, without coming to any conclusion.
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_CHAPTER XIV.

THE LAND SALE.

'WHEN the day arrived for the vendue, Cranberry Centre

was all astir. I have before remarked, in the case of the bank,
the people seemed to carry in their countenances the idea of
increased wealth, and some of them did not seem able to keep
their feet on the ground long enough to walk, but absolutely

danced, skipped, and almost flew during the busy hours of the -

day.

The gathering at the place of the vendue was promiscuous.
Four red flags had been planted at the four corners of the lot.
This was my first sight at a vendue. I wish I had the power
to describe all there was to see and to hear. The gathering
at the ¢ indignation meeting” was small in comparison, for
the number of inhabitants had 1ncreased, and the free tickets
on the railroad brought visitors from the neigh’oring towns.

I did not attend this land sale with o view to buy land. 1In "

my own name I did not hold a foot of soil in Cranberry.
Centre. I was there to assist by my presence the success of
the scheme. I preserved one of the painted plans of the new
city, and have had it copied. As one of the documentary
proofs of the truth of my history, I have marked the spots

where I stood at different times during the sale. The eleva~

tions, as they were marked by the surveyor and architect, 1

also preserved. I shall annex them to this hook, so that any -

person who doubts the veracity or the correctness of my state-
_ ments can visit Cranberry Centre at his own convenience and

expense, except he happens to be a government official ; then, -
P pt 0e happ g - »
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in that case, he can make out his bill dnd charge it to the ae-

counts of sueh committée ag he thinks can best afford to liqui-
date it. This advice may appear -as if somebody had given
me an idea — I admit it — and this infor mation may be of im-
portant use to’ committees on public buildings, who are about:
inaugurating plans and projects for the public good. A list
of the original estimates for the buildings can be seen, and those

“interested will discover how far short the actual expenditure

was, compared to the estimated cost. I believe this method

ig improved npon, the rule now being, low estimates and ‘high
. expenditures. I shall-attempt no explanation.

In addition to this, there was handed about to some people a

bird’s-eye view of Cranberry Centre, with the residences of

prominent citizens of the town marked in red ink, public
buildings in yellow ink, sites sold in blue ink. In red and

green ink the names of the prominent citizens whose houses

and villas were thus displayed, were placed on the margin of

the map, with reference figures upon the houses. I do mot-
suppose that any of these arrangemeunts are new to land spec-

ulators, or to my readers. They were new to the people of

Cranberry Centre, and as connected with this epoch of my

life tust, have a_proper representation here. It may be dull

work for the present day, but, as I remarked before, this is my

life, — and also in part a history of Cranberry Centre.

I heard, as I walked among the different parties on the
ground, various opinions as to the prospects, as also the criti--
cisms upon some of the ¢ well-to-do ’” folks, of whom it was
remarked of one: ¢ It is not long ago that my father saved
the whole family from the poor farm. Now I am mnot good .

. enougl for them to speak to.”

Wlnle I was thus engaged in observation upon the general
gmtbemr. I saw my father coming across lots, and bebk(}ﬂlnﬂ'

‘me to him. He had just come from a house, around which
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were wagons, ca,rma,o"es chaises, and other vehicles, some with

 finely dressed ladies lazily leaning from -the cushions' to chat

with the better-dressed’ people who were about them.

" Before I arvived at the house, I distingnished Hon. Seth
Spring, the Feathergilts old and young, Gideon Bodge, * Mrs,
Simms’ man,”’ Dr. Slawter, the minister, and sundry other
people to whom perhaps, as yet, the reader will not care to he
introduced. Mr. Bean was talking to a gentleman I had
never seen before. e was thé auctioneer, who had been gent
from Boston to conduct the sale, — our auctioneer, Mr. Slow-
kall, not having been thought. competent for zo extensive an |
affair. Mr. Bean left the auctioneer, and came fowards us.

~ Speaking to me very pohtely, taking off his hat, he said : —

¢ Batkins, Tam glad to see you. Buy, Batking, — there 8
money in this land, — buy it.” ‘

To my father he said, *‘ Uncle Jethro,” — many people ad--
dressed my father by that tile, though so far as we know, or
the town records show, he could not be uncle to anything of

“ the human kind, — ¢ Uncle Jethro, Mr Spring and Mr.

Feathergilt have something to say to you.”

My father left us, and Mr. Bean inquired if I had a plan
of the lots. I told him I had.

¢ Perhaps not the right one, said he; let us see > it

I took from my pocket the pla,ns and the notice. He looked
at it, shaking his head. '

‘“That's not it. Have you not seen the blrd’s—eye view,
Mr: Batking?”’

I told him that I had not.

“ Well, walk in, Batkins, before the sale begins, and got
one of those bird’s-eye views. It makes a very handsome
picture, —— handsome enough to ha,ng ‘up in anybody’s
parlor.”’

He took me by the arm, and led me along, mtroduclng me

_to some gentlemen whose names I scarcely heard, and hurry-
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ing me on to get one of the bird’s-eye pictures. Beckomng,

as he went, to another smartly dressed gentleman, who had
Just almved asking him the same question, — if he had seen

the blrd’s-eye plan, — we entered the house. A table was set

with decanters, bottles, tumblers, erackers, cheese, cigars, and
other evidences of what some people call hzwmg a good time,
-On a table were the bird’s-eye-view plans. I was invited to
drink, — I declined ; to smoke, which I declined also. T took
a piece of cracker and cheese, and my friend, — as he called
himself, — Bean, handed me a bird’s-eye plan.

Those who have attended land sales I dare say understand
what T at that time did not. I asked no general questions,
but my good friend Bean explained to me the idea of the
luncheon to which some had been invited, while a great many
had not. Tt was an object to have a large attendance. Now,
as 1 have stated, the town was divided on the temperance ques-
tion, and those who were known to indulge in mixed beverages
were invited to see the bird’s-eye plan, or those not committed
against the use of liquor. It-was known that I was a temper—
ance man on prineiple, and from choice, with no desire to in-
fringe upon the rights of my neighbors. I regretted that my
father did not take the same view as I did; but Mr. Bean
wanted me, as he said, to be in with the right smt and therefore
I was invited to see the bird’s-eye plan, as has been described.

The people were now moving off, and it was said the sale
was about to begin. There was a good deal of whispering and .

going to and fro from one to another; Mr, Bean, as usual,
being the busiest man of all.

The auctioneer at last left for the platform with Mr. Slow-
kall, and his clerk, with pen, ink, and book. e mounted -a
chair upon the platform took off his hat, looked about him,

- up 2t the sun, and round the town, flourished a white hand~
kerchief, and begun his speech’: —

“ Gentlemen, we are upon the eve of great events. Some- '

‘ : ' 4
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‘tlmes when the serenity of the certilean arch above our heads -

is undisturbed by & cloud, there lurks the whirlwind, the hurri-*
cane, and the devastating tempest. - For the first time I find
myself in thig ancient town, Cranberry Centre, gentlemen,
heard of in my infancy. The desire of my manhood is at last
accomplished. Iam hiere to assist you in a great work, a glorious
work, — to expand your capablhtles to make your fortunes, to
enrich your heirs. This soil, virgin from the days of creation,

will soon be made to teem with the products of your industry.

I come to sell it, sell it, gentlemen, to the highest bidder;

‘not as a whole, — the company would not so dispose of it, —

but to give all a chance. You have seen the plans, the ele-

vations, gentlemen;, and many of you have seen the bird’s-eye

plan, which shows the hbemhty of -the land company, Whose
representative I am to-day.”’

Here the doctor and T exehanged a smlle, which the auc-
tioneer seeing, discoursed upon as follows :

My friend, here, smiles, and I don’t’ wonder at «it. The
ladies smile upon us and cheer us with their presence. - Nature |
smiles, —a good omen; you have seen the plans; you know
the terms of sale,’”” — which he here repeated. When he had «
finished, he said, ¢ We aro at your merey. What is the bid
for lot No. 127

‘Nobody seemed inclined to say anything. —After the usual
invitation to bid, from the auctioncer, somebody said, ‘ One
cent a foot.”

Well, now that sounds small, I dare say. My father said
he had seen the time he could have bought it all for ten
dollars an acre; and when an acre of land is qold for one
cent a foot it counts up something,

The vendue master kept talking, and nobody oﬂ'ered to
~give more. Mr. Bean came to me. Said he, “Buy it
Batkins.” I told him I did not come to buy.

“Two cents from the gentlemm‘?” pointing to me; the
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auctioneer repeated the sum. ¢ Two cents a foot, — going.
Your name, I think, is Batkins?” : |

I nodded my head.

¢ Shall I have three??”

“ Yes, sir,” said I; ‘“my name is Batkins.”

““ Gone to Mr. Batkins, for three cents per foot.”

“ No,” says I; “Ididn’tbid. You. asked me if my name
was Batkins; I said yes.” '

“You will never be sorry for your bargain.. Mr. Jefferson
S. Batkins, I believe?” and the clerk put down the name.

Bean came up to congratulate me. Says he, in a quiet way,
“ Don’t back out, Batking. I will take it off your‘hands.”

“ Which lot do you take, Mr. Batkins? From one to
twenty, you have your choice.”’ o - _

‘“He takes the whole twenty,” said Bean; ‘“in’all about
fifty thousand feet.”’ ' ’

All I could say was useless. The auctioneer put up other
lots. Some were knocked off to Seth Spring, some to- Mr. _
Feathergilt, some to Mr. Bean, one lot to Mr. Sully, one to
Milksay, one or two of the smaller lots to two shoemaking-look-
ing men, — these bringing from one to one and a half cents
per foot. Then suddenly .appeared a cloud, indicating a
shower. The vendue master thanked the company for their
attendance; said the sale would be postponed, and proper
notice would be given. The prices were too low, but he
thought next time they would be higher. Might he ask M.
Batkins if he would give a bond a month hence for a part of
his purchase at five dents per foot? Ile had been offered that
price privately and refused. He supposed the man had
missed the train, or that range of lots would never have been
sold so low. He made it a rule never to bid himself at a
public sale, or Mr. Batkins would never have had the bargain
he had this day made. ' '

The crowd had begun to disperse. I was invited by Mr.
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Fé&tbergilt to take a seat in his chaise with his daughter, as

" he wanted to have a little talk with Mr. Spring, and was

to ride home with him. I could not say no before so

going ; : .
- I walked with him to the carriage, was put 1,

many people. -

~ with a compliment for my sagacious invesiment.

Mrs. Feathergilt was in Mr. Spring’s carriage. Mr. Feath-. ‘
efgilt had driven his daughter to the sald, and she W.as now
under my care. A gust of wind, blowing up the sand into all

kinds of shapes, for the moment blinded my eyes, as well as my

fair companion’s ; thus I avoided a discovery on her part .of my
embarrassment at finding myself with her in such a conspicuous
-position, about to drive her through the streets of Cranberry

. Centre. And now again the whirling columns of dust were
* flying about, lit up by the light of the sun into a sort of
' yellow snow-storm, putting dust and gravel for snow. I took

the reins, gave a sort of eluck to the horse, who started
with ‘spirit on his homeward road, my father appearing to.

be much pleased.
_ e
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CHAPTER XV.
CAUGHT IN A SHOWER.

In reply to my father, who occasionally expressed his
opinion of my neglect. of instruction upon -matters which a
study of some popular works would give me, I stated — what he
already knew — that 1 was averse to reading books, not having

a very high idea of learning. I told him I preferred to study’

human nature, in men and animals. I had been studying the
faces of the people at the land sale, and among the rest the
members of Mr. Feathergilt’s family, who were considered in
Cranberry Centre of that class called by those of less preten-

sions, the “* upper erust,” which, as Aunt Dolly explained to

me, had some reference to the top piece on the mince pies. I
was making my own estimate of these people, when I was so
unexpectedly introduced to the young lady. I dare say ‘I
may get my ideas somewhat mixed, as I endeavor to give an
account of this ride, growing out. of our being caught in a
shower. Showers are common enough, and almost everybody
has, at some period of their lives, been overtaken by that nat-
ural display of aquosity and noise, called a thunder-storm.
Matters so common would hardly seem of much importance in
the life of any individual, unless he had been struck by lightning,
Itis true, I had not. Many persons have dated much of their
happiness or misery from some accidental cause, not unfre-
quently from being caught in a shower,

When I was quite a lad, I confess I was afraid of thunder,

and, if in the night, crawled into Aunt Dolly’s room for pro-
tection. I afterwards discovered that thunder was only a
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noise, and harmless; that the lightning was.like.yh? firo and
ghot from the cannon, and did like mischief, if it h.1t. I
cannot say now that I have the same fear at an .exp}gsmn of
this natural battery during a thunder shower, as Dr. t‘Slawter
called it, while one day explaining the philosophy of it when
caught in a shower at the homestead. T am not asl.mmed: to
confess that T am not entirely free: from apprehensions, if I
am on the road during a severe thunder shower. 1 have
heard that some of the bravest men in battle ha,\te been so
frightened at thunder storms as to hide the;msalves in a cellar -
during.the passing of a shower. -No one 13 to be blamed for
moral cowardice in such matters. | |
On this occasion I was not to be alone ; still I was not with
Aunt Dolly, the friend and protector of my yp?.thful days.
1 managed pretty well to conceal my trepidation, if I had any,
aithough I had the responsibility of driving a lady,.to be sure
not a very young lady, to whom I had just been 1ntrodurfed,
who was; or if not now, had been, quite a belle in Leadenville.
I was simply an individual, who in a horse-trade perhaps
might prove, _tha.t.my eye-teeth lhad been cut, a Well-tf)-_do
farmer’s only son, and an ex-storekeeper, as Bear.l‘ sometimes
called me; and besides driving in a shower, I might btf ox-
pected to entertain in conversation a lady, who had visited-
Saratoga, Boston, and other popular and fashionable resorts

~ of the time. T had seen her-on the streets swinging her para-

sol over her shoulders in a gay style, and walking along with
an air as if either she or her.father owned pretty much all -
creation. _ .

I regret that I cannot describe this lady to my friends ;
she was rather short, and while her face was slightly yellow
and thin, the rest of her person appeared to be pretty plump.
I don’t think I could say her hiair was exactly what I have
heard called gold color.- It had, like her face, & sort of yellow
complexion, only a shade or two darker. I did think bher noso
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naturally was a little red. I would not be certain, but there
was just such an appearance of the skin as I have noticed on the
neck of a turkey, before Aunt Dolly put it to roasting, after she
* had been shaking the flour-box overit.” She had a sharp-looking
eye, on each side of her nose; one appeared to be looking at
the other, just as I have seen a rat when he was corneréd,
with a dog on one side, and a man with a clib on the other.
She did not look unlike a rat, —L/ that i3, a good-dispositioned,
well-fed, handsome rat, when her features were in that condition
expressed by writers as being in repose.
1t is often a good illustration of the character of a person,
instead of deseribing the features in detail, to simply state that
this one looked like a fox; that like a dog; that like a lamb ;
that like a lion; and so through the list of quadrepeds. It is
the same with beasts and fishes; and you will find, upon com-
parison among your friends, where they have this physiognom-
ical likeness, the characteristic qualities will be found in the
same proportion. I have not much to say about how much
cultivation and intellectual gymnastics, religious impressions,
or other emotional machinery may have to do with concealing,
sometimes, this natural reflection of mere animal instincts. I
believe this,— and in this opinion I am sustained by Dr. Slaw-
ter and other physicians, — that under the influence of certain
passions, all that goes to make the social distinetion’ between
lady and gentleman disappears, and the individual develops so
much of the animal that there can be no doubt that all the
education, all the reason, given to man and refused to theé
~brute, will not always obliterate the nearness of relationshfp,
and, in many cases, that is nearer and more demonstrative than we
.are willing to admit. So Isay Miss Feathergilt looked like a rat,
Mrs. Feathergilt not unlike a seal ; that .is, her fucial expres-
sion and her movement, so far as the human face divine is
concerned.  Yet there is no relationship, that we know, exist-
ing between the rat and the seal. One is more amphibious

: 1
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than the other, although ¢ there be land rats and water 1‘9::1:3il
Mr. Feathergilt in likeness might be said to partake olf-t e
characteristic expression of a horse and a fox, — the large,

intelligent. eye, the massive forehead of. the first, with the |
~ pointed nose, sly and knowing action of the mouth of the

distinguished representative of .sa,ga,city,. cunnmgd, gndfa%?:;,
tering way of putting his opinions, as 111ustrzx..te { blos
that have done justice to his character a8 % d1p10ma (;s ‘a;ed.
natural-born thief. Now I admit your mind must be educa

to see the counterparf of these portraits in the faces of your

friends. So say many doctors, and I agree'wibh the res.ult:l
of their scientific observations, though I. argived ab lzny 'vxelvf
in a praetical way. If you could enlarge a rat tot ;sgﬁzﬂ
Miss Feathergilt, change its style of movemenfi 311 o Syé"
form, and put it into just such costume itk ady o .
Feathergilt’s position would select, Fhe lllfeness hwm.l L
more complete. So in the case of t%u’s lady’s mot e; : .lt’gé
over a seal’s head a wig resembling Mz:s. | ?‘eat ergland
hair, with a cap- and ruffles, a’ proper quantity oh gree]:lhm‘r1
yellow ribbons, or flowers and leaves, with a casd,mel_"e sould |
enfolding the form, so’ that 1t was concealed, an by;u Yvrof
admit the similarity. Those who have W;.ttche:d th(? e aVIOtion
. Jearned seals, dogs, and pigs, will perceive, ']ust.: mhp?op?rnta‘l
os their artificial education has proceeded, so will £ ellx;trie]zl e
oxpressions be more or less like the person WEhO taugh : 19;3
Whoever doubts the fundamental basis of .thlﬂ a,rgument', o
him study the faces of his friends and relatives, and so}xlne 1mnd
his own in & mitror, and after that I shall be glad to hear a
is objections. _ .
am’g:v,h :: ma:]y be asked here, what is ?;he founda,t;on-ffor ;3(1;1‘1?
a theory, admitted perhaps to be plau_m!ole, yfat on yh ancb'ec;;
1 willanswer. I have no doubt my opimons will be ¢ .e sx{ _1]; :
" of comment, if T am so fortunate as to hz!.ve them circu :11 e ,
and I would answer conjectured objections as I go along,
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but I think the printer would object.) I do not consider my-
self capable of giving the best shape to my own ideas, but if
it be admitted that the original man was the last living thing

created, — woman included, of course, — would the instincts

given to other animals, for their preservation and com-
fort, be taken from man, simply because to these instinects,
necessary also to his preservation and comfort, there had been
added the power of reason to control, but not to destroy them ?
" Brain action impresses the features. The superiority in
intellectual expression of such persons as have been favored

~ with individual culture over those whose companions have

been for the most part dumb animals, or men scarcely a grade
above them, and recognizable only sometimes by the gift of a
human voice, may be thus understood.

Much of this was in my mind as I took my seat in the

chaise, with the little', rat-like Feathergilt, as in no offensive

sense I have designated her. I had studied the group as they
were together, though, if I then had been asked to give my
opinion in writing, I am free to say I could not have done it
with the same facility as now, thanks to a little more experi-
ence, and not.a few conversations with my friend Dr. Slaw-
ter, and others, ag I have stated before. With all my short-
comings, I could drive, very well, a horse, or a pair put to
anything on wheels, a yoke of cattle, or a double team
attached to a breaking-up plough, a load of hay, or a

tree necessarily requiring this aid to move it. So that I .was =

not so much out of place at the side of Miss Feathergilt, with
the reins in my hand, as some people might imagine. -I

will not say I was at ease. I was not. Driving to mill, -

Aunt Dolly to meeting, or my father to a cattle-show, I was
used to; but with a tolerably young, fashionable, and unmar-,

ried lady that I had never spoken to before, at my time of

life, was another thing. Then the chance of being shut up
- almost from public view, by the boot of the chaise, was not,
in view of things, a matter of comfort to me.
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My conversational powers with ladies were quite limited.

- If questioned on some subjects, I might answer.

The distance to Mr. Feathergilt’s villa was a trifle more
than s mile and a half from the new city. I hadin hand a
fine specimen of horse-flesh. If I had been alone, I should
not have objected to the drive. At the start, I remarked that

" the horse was speedy. Miss Feathergilt said he was; t'hat he
belonged to her brother Horace, and asked if | kne\z\r him. I
said T had not the pleasuve to know him. ~ She said Horace
was a good brother, but he did not take her to ri(jle; and that
all the girls were in love with him, and that his ways were
very fascinating. T listened. : o

« Mr. Batkins, please don’t drive too fast; 1t gives me the
headache, We need not be in a hurry. We are safe out of
the rain.”’

I said, **We are.” ,

““ You met with an accident, I believe.””

I said, ¢ Yes.” ’ B ,

‘“We were very much alarmed when we read the account

" in the newspaper of your being thrown from your wagon.
Were you much hurt?”’

I said, “ Not much.” :

¢ Pather said at the time, you could not always tell how
much a person might be hurt; when the external apPeara,nces’
are trifling, there may be an interngl injury that will Jast a
very long time.”’ :

/ I said I was not hurt internally. This reference to the

accident did not jmprove my disposition to aid in the conver-
sation by any lengthy remarks, and I rather fidgeted with thel
reins; the whip touched the high-spirited horse, WITO began
jumping and rearing, requiring. considerable coaxing. and
pulling, before T got him down to a steady trot. -During tl}ese
manceuvres Miss Feathergils screamed, womanlike, and seized
my hands, interfering somewhat with their . free. use, en-
abling the horse to resist my efforts to restrain him, begides

' 4
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convincing the animal as I thought, that the reins were not
managed in the most skilful manner.,

Just where the road branched to the nearest way to Feath-
ergilt’s villa, the horse was at his highest point of restiveness.
I did not dare to turn him, so kept on the road leading in a
different direction, and towards the next town. I said : —

“ Miss Feathergilt, I will turn back directly ; we shall not
lose much time.”

She apologized for her fright, saylng she had never seen

Prince —the name of the horse —act so before, adding, “

think the shower is over, and if you have no objections, as we
appear to be on the road to it, I should be pleased if you will
drive me over the bridge.”

Of course I could not refuse, so I said, “W:th pleasure,,

- Miss Feathergilt.”
¢ Thanks, Mr. Batkms, but it does sound so odd to be
called Miss Feathergilt, when I am riding.. To be sure, . I
only ride with pa and brother Horace. They always call me
Amanda ; that is my given name, Mr. Batkins.”
I smd it was a very handsome name indeed, and I did not
know any lady in Cranberry Centre, of that name,
‘I am glad it pleases you, Mr. Batkms That is a name
I shall always keep, though X do not think it sounds bad with
Feathergilt.”
 “And that is the name you do notintend to keep "I
replied, with a smile.
‘ Well, I do not know, Mr. Bathns pa and ma think and
say that I do.”
I said nothing.
“ Are you married, Mr. Batking?”
“Iam not,”” was the prompt reply. .
I never did undertake what I considered a smart thing, or
a joke, without being sorry for it.. This pleasant hint a,t
the probability of her changing her name had started an
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idea in her mind that I was making a kind of indirect at-
tempt to bring her out on that subject. Some time after, I
learned the reason why the little eyes sparkled at my answer,
and the next questlon followed with rapidity and evident grati-
fication on her part. .

“ Are you engaged, Mr. Batkms? I thmk that is what
‘Horace said, that you were engaged Of course I knew you
were not married.” - g ’

T am not,”’ was the prompt reply. .

t« Well, that’s just the way folks will talk. There was a
report that' I was engaged to Mr. Bean. The idea that I
should be engaged to Mr. Beani! Father thinks everything of
Mr. Bean; but then he is too young, too fascinating. By the
way, do you know how much Mr. Bean thinks of you? He
says that though you do not show out much, you will some
day be one of the greatest men in the States N

T said I was much obliged to Mr. Bean for his good opinion.

“ He said he felt dreadfully when you fell out of the
wagon.’

" 1 said, ¢“He ought to have expressed some_feeling; that
“but for him the accident would never have occurred.”

We had by this time reached the bridge; the sun had
emerged from the dark clouds, shining with full force on the
water, which caused Miss Amanda to go into an ecstasy of
delight, exclaiming,  ““ How splendld' ‘What a beautiful
scene ! 7 The toll-gate was closed. I pulled up the horse;

the tollman received his money, opened the gate, and we were
rattling over the bridge.

~ She said it was getting warm, and -she thought, if I had
no objection, we had better have the weather-cloth rolled up,
and put the chaise-top down, the air was so refreshing. I had
no objection to rolling up the cloth, as my legs, none-of the
shortest, were uncomfortably situated in respect of freedom of
motion, I said to her, after we had crossed the bridge, and .
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while the horse was walking up the hill, T would secure the
boot of. the chaise, as I called if, and also depress the top,—
although, to tell the truth, I did not care to be seen driving
this young lady, with her ribbons flying, and her yellow-com-
plexioned hair assisting the ribbons in the gay display.

The rattling of the wheels upon the loose planks of the
bridge made conversation in an ordinary tone not an easy
task. She kept her parasol moving about in different direc-
tions, sometimes driving it into my face, and for the time
shutting out the view entirely. '

““O Mr. Batkins, this is exhilarating!”’

I thought she would jump out of the chaise with delight,
and T am not sure that it would not have happened, but the
leather was only loosened at the top loop. A carriage was
coming towards us. She made some remark that I could not

exactly hear, and I inclined my head to hers, stooping a little -

to understand her better. The near wheel struck a stone,
which sent her suddenly towards me, and the action brought
the parasol so as to cover both our heads; at which the party
in the approaching carriage bawled out, as they passed us,
“ Pretty well done; try it again!”’ She heard it, of course,
and, looking me full in the face, said she wondered what the
impudent fellow meant. ¢ You don’t suppose that he meant
that you kissed me, Mr. Batkins?’’ | '

I said I thought not; but as I had no experiehce in such
matters I could not tell. I am not certain that, if I had
been the party in the other chaise, I should not have had
some such idea,’if I had supposed such things ever did occur
on a public road in the daytime. '

We had now crossed the bridge, and the horse appearing fo
be inclined to walk, I set myself at work rolling up the boot.
I gave the reins into the hands of Miss Amanda, who said she
could drive as well as anybody. I had observed on one side
of the road a limb of a tree was projected over the. travelled
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path on tﬁat side. The horse started into a gentle trot, which,

-

" in the attitude T was in, cat¢hing the straps, gave an irregue

lar motion to the chaise; the horse gave a sudden shy, and,
the next observation I made of the limb of the tree was at the,
horse’s head ; and before I could secure the reins to check the
horse, or turn him, the limb struck the top of the chaise, 1
stooping to avoid the blow upon my head. Miss Amanda,
sensibly enough, seeing the danger, fell down from the seat,
her weight upon my legs, which disabled me still further from
divecting the horse. The effect of the limb " upon the top of
ihe chaise rendered unnecessary any further attempt on my
part to comply with Miss Feathergilt's request to put down .
the chaise-top; it was effectually done. She fainted. I puf
her upon the seat, using a fan and a. bottle, she had with her,
to aid in resuscitating her. It was not long before, as they
term it,  she come to,”” somewhat bewildered; saying: —

¢« What a wonderful preservation !”’

1 said; ¢ Yes, marvellous!”’

¢ You are not hurt, Mr. Batkins ?”’

I said, “ No.” . ‘ ‘

¢« Ah, well,”” she said, ina condoling tone, ¢ itgis not sobad

as being thrown from a wagon.”

I hesitated, then said ‘it was not.” o

I made the best arrangement I could of the shattered chaise-
top, and ‘asked her if she did not think we had better return.

In the mean time there were signs of a repetition of the

~squall and shower. She said she would like to ride a little

farther, and I began to think, if she did get a little wet, I
‘wouldn’t mind my share of the rain. To be sure, I had some
misgiving as to the damage my hat and best coat might re-

ceive in the event of being without shelter, as the disabled

‘chaise-top would not afford much protection. We were. going
along again, and for some time Miss Feathergilt was silent.
She himomed tunes partly to herself; then asked me if X was -
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fond of music. T said I was tolerably fond, when a good band
played. She asked me if I couldsing. I told her I could not.
She had taken music lessons, and could play on the piano-
forte. She commenced a fashionable song, stopped sud-

denly, and asked me if I was fond of reading. L re-

plied, “ Not much.”” She wanted to. know if T had read
““ Charlotte Temple,”” or ¢ Eliza Wharton.” I said I had
never heard of the women, and perhaps my readers never
have. She said they were both novels, and beautiful ones ;
that she cried over them, when she first read them, Jjust as lf
they were real; and they were founded on facts. I had no

doubt of the effect they had upon her, and so expressed my-

self.  * What Is your favorite readmo‘? 77— I told her, ‘ Rob-

inson Crusoe,” She said she had never heard of' it, and-

wanted to know if it wis anything like * Pilgrim’s Progress.”
She said her mother read that, and the “Ambmn Nights.”
She asked what ¢ Robinson Crusoe” was about. As that
history was my favorite, I could talk about him, and informed
her somewhat of the experience of that fimous mariner of
York. She wanted to know if there were any women on the
island. T todd her it was a desolate island. Miss Feather-
gilt, after a sound which escaped from her inmost recesses, as she
termed the place of its origin, and which I afterwards lexrned to

be a sigh, said, ** Well, I do not believe it could be a good

novel, if there were no women in if, nor lovers.” I remarked
that it was not a novel, but a true history of Mr. Crusoe’s

life and adventures. She listened, I thought, with consider- _

able interest to my recital of some of “Mcm Friday’s " mis-

haps and misapprehensions, and asked if he was really a black
man. I assured her that I had never heard it doubted before.’
She said she would get the dear Crusoe from the library, and,

if she liked it, pa should buy it for her the next time he went
to Boston. She said she was one of that kind that, when she
liked anything, she did like it, and she did not eare who knew
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it. I wag pleased with her decision, as it was in approval of
my literary tagtes. As a matter of fact, I am aware that girls
do mot take to ¢ Robinson Crusoe,”” as they term it, and I

‘thought I would endeavor to read ¢ Charlotte Temple,” and

¢t Rliza Wharton,” out of compliment to her promise in rela-
tion to my Weakness perhaps, or fondness for Crusoe’s hfe,
himself." - :

Wr;f;ebzas a pause. I was musing. I folt awkward. Miss
Feathergilt broke the silence in a few remarks about rlfl;ng by
moonlight. She thought that a charming way to pass time,
« particularly if happening to be in company with one one
is inclined to admire, Mr. Batking.”’

I said, *“ No doubt.” ‘

‘ Have you ever been in Boston, Mr. Batking ?

¢ I have heard that I once visited Boston with my mother,
when T was an infant; but I have no recolleetlon of it.”

- ¢ How old are you, Mr Batkins 7 2

I replied, ¢ In the neighborhood of thirty or 0.’

“ Dear me!” she said, “ I thought you were older than
that. . Not that you look very okd; but then, you are 80 tall.”

“How old do you call yourself,”” —1I was about to say
Amanda, — ¢ Miss Feathergilt?”

“0 Mr. Batklns, that is a question you ought not to ask a
lady. Iam a little older than my brother Horace.”

I began to ‘think I had made 2 mistake in asking such a
question, and suggested that T did not expect her to tell her
age. We were now riding along at the top of the horst’s
speed, over a level plain; the sun was fast sinking, and a
strange mixture of clouds was gathering. I dare say the
scene was one of great beauty to those who understand s.uch
matters; from my observation and a hint or two en the signs
from the almanacs, I differed from Miss Feathergilt, who saW
in the prospect ahead a long and beautiful moonlight evening.
This she said in so many words, and added that if her father
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or Mr. Bean was driving, she would not hesitate to ask either
of them to drive her to West ‘Cranberry, where she had a
cousin, whom she should like very much to see; ‘but as she
supposed mxkyou\ng lady would be waiting for me, and she
should not like to have anybody made to feel unpleasant on
her account, she would not ask me to go any further than the
four corners, — about two miles further on, — and she would
ask Mr. Bean to drive her to her cousin’s the next day. I
wondered if Bean was trying to marry this girl, or how it was.

As I was not disposed to have her think any young lady
was waiting for me, I said, ¢ Miss Feathergilt, there’s no
young lady to wait for me, or any lady but Aunt Dolly; and
if you wish to see your cousin, I shall be pleased to drive you
to West Cranberry.”

She seemed pleased at this, The clouds continued to get
together, and I felt sure it would not be long hefore there

would be a collision above, which would materially shorten our -

ride. Now and then a gust of wind, with a sprinkle of large
drops of rain warned us of what was coming,

A little way from the road was an old, two-gtory building, with -

a long, open shed. It seemed scarcely habitable, but a smoke

from the chimney indicated that it contained human beings.

The shattered condition of the house, and the surroundings, —
broken fences, dilapidated walls, and wrecks of farm utensily, —
were proofs that the inhabitants must be of-a class of shiftless,
decayed agriculturists, so often seen'on the outskirts of very
respectable townd. I had no knowledge of the locality ; but
in view of the threatening signs between us and the sky, I was
looking at it as a probable port of safety, asa sailor would say,
when the huarricane cime. -
We had not long passed this monument of the ruin of some-
body’s other days’ hopes, when it seemed as if the wind would
whirl the chaise, horse, myself, and Miss Feathergilt up into
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“the air. The leaves were. flying from the trees, and some

good-sized limbs were crackling and breaking away.

Tt is coming,”’ said she. -

¢ It has come,” said I. ‘ .

Ilet go the boot, and turned the horse around until the
tempest had decided which way the wind would blow, after
the first experiment of blowing from all quarters at once shogld
have succeeded or failed, as the case might be. Now came a
flash of lightning, with a quick-following thunder-clap. I
tried to make a temporary shelter with the damaged chaise-
top, when 1 requested Miss Feathergilt to Liold on with one

‘hand until I could get the strap of the boot fastened to it. I

made out to hold-on with one hand, keeping Prince to his
work with the other, the best way I could. The black cloud,
in which was concealed one of thie finest hail-storms I think I
bad ever seen, was moving on. ,

“Tt is too bad!” said Miss Feathergilt. ¢ Now we shall
have to go home, and have no moonlight ride. It would have
been so pleasant, Mr. Batkins, to have listened to your story -
of Mr. Crusoe. If there had been a Mrs. Crusoe, T should
have liked it better.” <

“ Orusoe ¥ ‘was my weak point ; but, ag the hail was eoming

- into the chaise, my whole attention was directed to the best

and shortest method of getting back to the friendly shelter of
the poverty-stricken shed, — which -doubtless had many open-
ings through its moss-covered and water-logged roof; still it
was better than anything else we could ‘get out of the foul-
weather protectives of Feathergilt’s chaise. .
Thunder, ]ightning, rain, and hail were upon us; the wind
whistled. Miss Feathergilt, alarmed, said it was dreadful.
She let go the strap; I was afraid to do the same with my end
of the leather.. I gave Prince the reins, and allowed him to
gallop into the yard, bringing him up handsomely under the

* old shed. From the appearance of matters now, it was guite
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possible we shéuld have to pass some time in the chaise, or
accept the hospitality of the old house, if we were fortunate
enough to have it tendered to us. *

It had become quite dark. At the farthest corner of the
building a light was seen. The roof of the shed proved to be
more water-proof than I had given it credit for. " I asked
Miss Feathergilt what we had better do. She said she was
" not much wet, and she was willing to remain in the chaise

until the shower was over. She would tell me about ¢ Char-

lotte Temple,”” and I might tell her about * Robinson Crusoe.”’
I said so be it; and she had better begin. She did begin.
She said on the title-page there was some poetry, thus: —

‘¢ She was her parents’ only joy, —
They had but one, one darling child; ”

and then another verse, that ended with : —

“ But, ah! the cruel spoiler came.”

I listened to all she said, thinking, however, more of the
awkwardness of my situation ; but it was not until afterwards
that I eomprehended, in its full length and breadth, the foun-
dation I had made for the gossip and scandal of Cranberry
Centre.

Oceasionally I heard doors opening and shutting in the old

house. Miss Feathergilt continued her narration, pausing at’

times to ask me, ‘“ Is not that good?”’ ¢ Isnot that nice?’*
“Is not that a shame?’ as the sentiment or action of the
story appeared te her. I responded, yes, or no, as I gathered
from the tone of her voice\the direction of her wisheé‘ My
nerves were in a twitter, and I verily thought I should jump
out of my skin, ag my attention was called to a sort of two-
voiced-whispering, almost under the body of the chaise. By
the light reflected from an open door, I beheld two slatternly

‘gueh ladies : —
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dressed girls, with shawls over th,elr heads, who had e\ndently
cowe out on a mission of discovery. One said to the other,

'« No.” The other said to the one, ** Yes; I tell you it is a

foller and his gal.” The one said to the other, ¢ Be still;
don’t let them hear you. Perhaps it is a man and his wife.”
The other, with a “ Pooh!”’ and a ““ Hush!”’ somewhat pro-
longed, said, ““Do you suppose, if they were man and wife,
they would be sich fools- as to sit there in the cold in the
chaise all this time? The man might, the woman would not.
Would you now, Clarissa?’’ -

Clarissa admitted that she did not think 2he Would ‘and
remarked to the other that she would see who we were, and
recommended the use of a lantern ; but Evelina — the name of
the other — said it was in the barn. There was now - silence
under the chaise, but Miss Feathergilt bad been trying to.
remember something about a Miss Wetherby, in the story, and
had succeeded, and so informed me: — -

“This is it, Mr. Batkins. Perhaps you have known just

% ¢ Byt liko the tulip caught the eye,
" Born just to be admired and die;
When gone, no ono regrets its loss,
Or scarce remembers that it wag,’

“ That is just what Miss Wetherby was.”’

I do not know what I said. I was as unéasy as if I was
sitting on nettles, thinking of these girls making inspection as
to who we were. : ,

Both were wrong in resPect to the pr0p051t10ns ag to ¢ fel-.
low and sweetheart,”” or ¢ man and wife.”” We were neither ;
but as to the other character assigned to us, I would admit in
my own case the insinuation to have been true, if I had will-
ingly occupied the seat referred to. I asked Miss Feathergilt
if she heard the voices outside. .She said she did not. I was
listéning for the next instalment of opinion ‘fromﬁ these fair
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obgervers, and requested Migs Feathergilt to assist with her
ears, which had the effect; as she compl'ied with mj request, to
stop her story of ¢ Charlotte Temple,” which appeared to me,
as far T understood it, not appropriate for the occasion.

The curious individuals referred to had changed their posn-
tions and were endeavoring to aseertain who or what we really
were. One said, “They are both men.” The other said,
‘“No, they are both women.” After a little more reconnoi-
tring, one yielding and the other yielding, — splitting the
difference, as people call this kind of compromise, either of

money or relation of facts, — they fell back upon their first .

opinion, that one was a man and the other a woman, or a girl,
without deciding whether the two were in expcctancy or in
reality in conjugal relations.

““ Niee place for courfing, anyhow,” said one.

¢ I don’t think so; rather cold love,” said the other.

“Why, Mr. Batkins,” whispered Miss Feathergilt, putting
her head close to my cheek ; she had to raise up a little to do

this, and I instinetively to drop down a little. I felt her

breath on my face, as warm as the steam of a teakettlo, — ¢ Mr.

Batkins, do you hear what those people say? Are they men,

or women ? ”’

Their voices were somewhat rough, though stiffled by their
endeavors not to be heard ; - yet I felt warranted to assert thas
they were women by so much of their costume as I had made out.

““ Why, Mr. Batkins, what shall we do? Let us get out and
show them who we are.” '

For myself I objected to this movement. I sald if sho wished

to get out for any purpose, I would assist her. She declined, say-

ing she could remain in the chaise as long as I could. There was

more whispering outside. The rain had ceased, and looking

through the glass in the back of the chaise T thought I could
perceive some beams of moonlight. Cautioning Miss Feather-
gilt to be ready for a start, and recommending her to conceal
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her face, I backed the horse from the shed, and as I turned
his head in the -direction of the road to Cranherry Centre
the full moon shone in' our faces. We had doubled upon the
young ladies who had been watching us; they had not seen
us, and could not recognize us. They gave us, however, a
parting evidence of their good will, by wishing us a * Good-
night, and better luck next time.” The top of the chaise was -
let down, the boot removed, as a guard from #he showers of
mud flying from the wheels and the feet of the horse, as the
vehicle was dragged through the puddles of the road at a rapid
pace. It was not long before we were rushing back across the
bridge, in violation of the law, the rattling of the loose planks
suggesting a speed something in advance of six miles an hour.
Neither of us spoke, until the lights in the windows of -the
houses of Cranberry Centre were visible, and among them, dis-
tinguishable by the extent of the ilumination, was plainly
seen the villa of Miss Feathergilt’s father.

‘ We shall soon be home,” said my companion; *‘but what
will folks say ? 7’

As I had no idea what they would say, I could not give her
the information she required. I was so delighted myself with
the prospect of soon being relieved from Miss Feathergilt’s
¢ Charlotte Temple’” and  Eliza Wharton,” that I cared
very little what anybody might say. I was conscious of hav-
ing done no harm to anybody but myself; and the damage to
the chaise was certainly in consequence of ne act of mine.
Still I could not but remember the affair of the wagon, and
was prepared to tell the truth, if I was questioned as to our
late arrival. ' : o

It was nine o’clock as we turned into the yard of Feather-
gilt's villa, I drove up to the piagza, and handed Miss Feath- -
ergilt out. She rushed into the house, as a groom came to
receive Prinee and the remains of the carriage. I heard Mrs.

Feathergilt say, “ Amanda, whero have you been?” and

10
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while she was relating the adventure to the family, I attended
the groom to the stable. He had discovered the condition of
the chaise, only remarking, ¢ You have had a smash-up, sir.”’
I replied in the affirmative, and requested him to drive me to
the farm in his wagon, after giving Prince to the care of
Mr. Horace Feathergilt’s man, who proceeded to give him
proper care, while my friend was puiting another horse to the
wagon, in which he drove me to the homestead, — where Aunj
Dolly had been some time expecting me to do justice to a nice
supper of ham and eggs, with such toast, coffee, and cream as
she knew so well how to prepare.

%
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CHAPTER- XVL
EXPLANATION.

I p1p not like to be badgered about our ride. There had

-been no particular anxiety felt at Feathergilt’s villa in conse-

quence of the absence of ‘Miss Amanda. ¢ She was with Mr.
Batkins,”” her mother said, ‘ and that was enough ; they ha,dl
been ca,ught in the shower, probably, and had stopped at some

-neighbor’s house; -or perhaps Mr. Batkins had invited her to

see his model farm.” Mr. Feathergilt said he knew Mr. Bat-
kins had the reputation of being a skilful driver; but still he

“was a kind of Jonah, ag his accident when riding with Mr.
- Bean corroborated. ““Yes,” said Bean, who was at'the villa;

“but that was wholly my fauls. I was driving that team.
If Batkins had had hig way, he would never have been thrown
from the wagon S

When Amanda arrived, for the moment I was forgotten in

~ the joy of her reception. This Zave to me the opportunity to

ride off with Tom, without comment; but, as I heard the

~matter from Bean, after the usual questions, ¢ Where have

you been?’” ¢ What has happened to you?”” had been
asked and answered, the gentlemen retired to finish the even-
ing with a game of cards. DBean explained the game to me,

offered to teach it to me; but I declined; and to this day

cards are not among my accomphshments

Amanda told her father as much as she thought proper of
our conversation, concluding with a. request to purchase a copy
of the life of ¢ Crusoe,” and asked him if he had ever read it.
He said he had not, but would purchase a copy for her. Mrs.
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Feathergilt took Amanda aside, who had made a toilet for the
evening, not forgetting to arrange the bunch of yellow hair, and
asked her how she liked Mr. Batkins, She said, ¢ Very well,
only he don’t talk much.” She asked Amanda if he said any-
thing that sounded like a proposition. Amanda thought he
did once or twice ; he asked her age. ¢TI hope you did not tell
him.” — ““ Oh, no ; I only told him X was older than Horace.”
Bean was about, as he said, Mrs. Feathergilﬁ, therefore, not
Iiking to be impolite, whispered to Amanda that she,might
sleep in her room that night, and tell her all that happened.
My recollections went to a matter beyond the ride, which I
thought of sufficient importance to attend to early the next
day, —and for that purpose I determined to see Bean and
Mr. Feathergilt, — about the twenty lots of land knocked off
to me by the chicanery of the Boston auctioneer. I shall not
enlarge on such small matters as the condition of my clothes
after the ride, or precisely what were my thoughts during the
hours between my arrival at the homestead, and my departure
on the next morning for an interview with somebody who
would make me more comfortable on the land question, I had
a degire also to see the Feathergilt folks, and get over the ride
affair. As there was }lloney in the one case, and only an
accident in the other, my mind was pretty much monopolized

by the former. My disposition was to avoid these little do-
mestic matters, in which the woman element was predomi-

nant; but when my pocket was the question, I was assiduous
on the right of property, to at least an approx1ma.te degree of
energetic action.

My first visit was made to Mr, Bean. I had kept away from

that scene of my commercial enterprise, the store, since my -

final departure with the books and papers. This incident in
my life is strongly marked in my almanac journal, and I did

think that I never should again enter its well-known doors while -

Mr. Aristarchus Bea.n was the proprietor. I think I am now
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in or about the crisis of one of the seven-yea.r changes and new
atoms — or, as Dr. Slawter calls them, molecules — are getting
the better of the old ones, and if their action is in accordance
with a republican form of government, that the majority should
rale, my atoms are in a corresponding condition of action. I
feel sensibly a change. The land sale, and the ride in the

shower, perhaps may be causes, or they may be effects.

I found Mr. Bean busy at his books, and o little, queer-look-
ing boy, dressed after the pattern T had adopted when engaged

in cleaning oil-cans, grinding sugar, and such similar forms

of muscular exercise., There was a difference in color of the

_ store livery, my apron and jacket being green, while Mr. Bean’s

assistant’s was red. = Mr. Bean received me very affably; said
he was glad to see me; hoped I had not taken cold in._the
shower. . I assured him I had not. :

“Well,” he said, ‘I suppose not. In company Wi’th such
an animated and warm-hearted girl as Miss Ieathergilt, wet

“Jjocket or wet feet ought not to succeed. in disturbing the

proper balance of circulation in a young man like you, Bat-
kins. How do you like Amanda, on the whole ?”’
“Idid not come here to talk about Miss Feathergllt bug

‘the house-lots that were knocked off to me at the auction when

I made no bid.” :

*QOh, that is all rlght 7 said Bean., T will lend you the
money, or Mr, Feathergilt will, if you don’t feel like paying
all yourself.”

“I don’t want the land, Mr. Bean, and T will not take it;
that’s the end of it,”” T Sald with con51derable firmness of tone

- and acted up to it with the closing of my lips tight over my .

teeth, and striking my clenched right hand upon the counter.

' The blow caused a large glass-jar, in which were some fine

specimens of candles, to topple from a box upon which it had -
been placed by the new shop-boy ; between us ‘we prevented it
from falling to the floor. This narrow escape from committing
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a damage to his property recalled me a little from the mo-
mentary display of decision -I was making. I repeated my
resolution less firmly perhaps, and added to it, by way of
compensation for the subtraction of the vehement action,’ these
words : “‘ I mean what I say, Mr. Bean. 1 really do.”

Bean laughed at me, “ Batkins,” said he, “ I am doing a
good thing for you, and by and by you will see it, and ac-
knowledge it. Marry Feathergilt’s daughter, and eome into
the ring with us, and it will not be long before you will be
one of the ¢ biggest toads in the puddle.”

. I might not have used the language I now use, — I did not
keep the record in' full, — but my angwer was in about this sub-
stance: *° Mr. Bean, I donot desire your friendship. You have
cheated me once. No man can cheat me twice in the same
way. I did not buy the land. I will not have the land. I
am not going to marry anybody; consequently I shall not
- marry Miss Feathergilt; and when I do think of marrymg, I

shall make my own selection.” '

“ That’s very well, Mr. Batkins. You .have been on a
rather suspicious ride with this lady. Instead of taking her

home, as her father requested yow to do, you carried her to

the next town, stopped at one of the worst places in the coun-

try, and in the evening left her at her father’s door, without -

any apology, and drove off to your home with one of Feather-

gilt's horses, with no Word either to the lady -or any of the

family.”
“ It was all accidental, Mr. Bean.’’

“ Accidental,” Batkins? It was an accident, was it, that

took you to the gea-captain’s wife, that resulted, you know, in
being thrown from a wagon 77’

“I was not thrown from a wagon, Mr., Bean; you know
better than that.” '

““ Well, that is the way it is now understood. You will not -

get off so well this time.”’

;

[
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« How did you know where we went?”’ I asked, with an air -
of incredilous coolness.

. “Why, was I not at the villa, and did not Miss Amanda .
tell the whole story? Mr. Horace Feathergilt swears you

shall answer to him for the scandal that will come to his
sigter’s character. I should not be surprised if he should chal-

~ lenge you to fight him, or marry his sister; or the old gentle-
" man might persuade his ﬁghtmg son to yleld to his views,

and punish you in a leﬂal way, by a suit at law for damages.
You would not like to be arrested, Batkins, for abduction of a
young girl, or for a breach of promise in case you marry
during the single life of Miss Amanda Feathergilt.”

T really had no idea any such things could happen; but I
was perfectly aware that it it suited Mr. Bean’s purpose to
have it tried, it would be done. "I had ot forgotten Miss
Trivetts, and how I felt then. OF course, my experience with
the sea-captain’s wife was too recent to have escaped my con-

gideration. Béan had gone to his books, as if something had

occurred to him suddenly, leaving me to talk to myself, or his °

“ shop-boy, or go away, just as I pleased. T knew his way. 1

was revolving in my mind how improbable it was, from my
known character for rectltude, to be Suspected of such a vil-

- lanous plan as to run away with Miss Feathergilt, even if

she had been willing, and everybody knew it; and then, a
breach of promisé appearedeto.me the height of absurdity.. I
was about to address him, when he returned from his books.

¢ Well, Batkins, you have thought the- matter over, and I

- suppose you will do the right thing.”

“I'am always ready to do that, Mr. Bean In this case,
what do you call the right thing ? ™! .

“The right thmg‘? Why, of course, first go and pay for
your land, or fix it some way. They will lend you the
money at the bank on your note endorsed by. your father.”-
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““ No, sir, T will not do‘ that. I will not give a note to

anybody.”’
““‘Well, pay the money then.”
“No, I will not do that,”
¢ Well, Mr. Batkins, what do you propose to do?”
“I propose to explain to Mr. Feathergilt the mistake of

.the auctioneer. I propose to state to him also, and to his wife,

and to Mr. Horace, how the affair of the ride happened, and
trust to my character in the town to protect me against any

insinuations from any quarter;’’ giving him at the same time

the idea that the quarter I meant was about where le stood.

‘ Character, Batkins? All very well; but you are found
out. Do you suppose anybody will believe your story after I
shall have sufficiently ventilated the affair of the sea.-,captmin"s
wife? What did you go to that old house for?”’ .

“To get "away from the shower. I did not know whose
house it was, and I don’t know now. Besides, you agreed, if

‘I paid you the money, you would never say anythmo about

that woman to anybody v :
“Yes, so far as I was concerned but when 2 man who
pretends that his moral character can protect hlm from the

charge of attempting to run away with the daughter of my |

dear friend, making his home degsolate, he anid his wife almosi
childless, their only son sisterless, — that is another thing;
and justice, Batkins, justice demands that I should sacrifice

all feelings that have hitherto led me to conceal your follies, I -

will not say erimes, from the worthy and honest people of the

town. It was only my influence, Batkins, that prevented the -

sea-captain’s wife, whom I will call Matilda, from suing you
for assault.”

He walked off to his books again. The shop-boy seemed
amazed, though part of this statement was projected into my
ear with that sort of shrill whisper, close to it; which increased
the distinctness of the emphatic words. Though all a lie, the

" JEFFERSON S. BATKINS. 158

' ¢ircumstances of that unfortunate bill-collecting embassy gave

the appearance of trath to all he might allege. In my

. mind, the complieity and relationship of these two individnals,

Bean and the lady, were beyond conjecture or doubt. The
farther I am from the scene of that, evening’s experience, the
more clear]y 1 see and appreciate the way in which T was so .
held in check by this fair specimen of the class who get their
bread, not by the sweat of their brows, but by the villanous
activity of their brains. I wavered, but at last said, € Mr.
Beoan, I think I shall take your advice in part.””

He left his books, put on his hat, turned the key of the bi-
fice, as he calléd’ the  counting-room, saying to the shop-boy, .
¢ Artemus, I shall soon return; Iam going to the bank. Come,
Mr. Batkins.”” He seized me by the arm, and, moving with a
quick step, be was hurrying me along at a pace no one in Cran-
berry Centre ever saw me moving at before, on my feet. Al-
most everybody we passed touched their hats to Mr. Bean;
some of the people recognized: me as he hurried me along. If
it had been Gideon Bodge, instead of Aristarchus Bean, every- -
body would have thought I was under arrest.

1 could not help thinking, as he was talking as fast as he
walked, that T was then in company with one of the greatest
rascals, in his way, of his age, in the republic. Subsequent
events have somewhat modified that opinion; for the present 1
give him the credit of the discount, that herea.fterr it may be

" placed right in his account.

Abmldmg I had not seen was in view, ——the land com-
_pany’s office. ‘“We shall find him there,” said Bean; ¢“if
not, we shall be sure to catch him at the bank.” Ie was not
in the land office, so, for the first time, I entered that place of
abominations to me, — The Producers’, Farmers’, Traders’,
Manufacturers’, and Mechanics’ Bank. "
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CHAPTER XVIIL
CHANGES.

My business at the bank was soon settled. The terms upon
which I was to keep the house-lots were so liberal that I could
not refuse them. Mr. Bean was pleased; he congratulated me
on my financial change. I was cordially reccived by M,

Feathergilt and Mr. Spring. Mr. Feathergilt invited me to-

his villa, and I confess, as I left the bank, I had experienced a
change, and felt, when I arrived at the homestead like another
man, as it were.

I subsequently made the call upon the Fea.thergllts was in-
troduced formally to Mr. Horace, and some friends of the fam-
ily who were on a visit from a neighboring State. Mr. Horace
made no reference to the ride with his sister, other than to say

.that he was sorry that he had not attended the sale, as, in that

case, he should have dviven his sister to the villa; by so do-

ing, he should have relieved me of the unpleasant clrcumstances _

arising out of my kindly taking his place. Miss Amanda was
very agreeable, laughing merrily at the incidents of the old
house, particularly at the observations made by the females as
to our supposed social position. She reminded me of her prom-
ise to procure for me ¢ Charlotte Temple ”” and ¢ Eliza Whar-

ton,”” and repeated her earnest desire to commence reading my -

favorite *“ Robinson Crusoe.”” o
I was pleased with my call; it proved that Bean’s account

of matters at the villa was his own invention. It appeared to

me that peace was made all round ; but to accomplish it I had

somewhat yielded from previously established intentions. I had

4

x
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entered Bean’s store; I'had transacted business at the bank;
T had been in the Jand office; T had taken a deed of the lots in
the new city; I had ‘given a note; I had made a visit to the
Feathergilt family at their elegant mansion.

I had changed. I felt the change; and as maitters stood
nothing appeared as the resuls of the changes likely to give
me any particular uneasiness of mind. The time passed:
along, finding me engaged in the usual farm business, now
and then making a dollar in a cattle-frade. I had become .
interested in sheep—mlsmg, and one.day I had been showing

. some of my fine lambs to the butcher, who made me an offer

of a large price for two or three for slanghter. I had become

.quite attached to these little, frisking specimens of Angola

breed, and the proposition set my teeth on edge, as if I had
been eating a lemon, or suddenly had bitten upon a bone in a
plum-pudding. I.declined. I said, “For no money, M.
Shrinker,”” — the butcher’s name.

~ He smiled, played with the blade of a Jack-kmfe he had in’
his hand, — he had been making skewers, — said he was sorry,
for Mrs.'Fea,thergilt was desirous of tasting. the flesh of one
of those foreign lambs, and he thought, as I was to marry Mr..
Feathergilt’s daughter, I should be pleased to furnish the fam-’
ily with a lamb or two, particularly when the prlce would be
no object.

I told my friend, the butcher, that I had no -intention of
marrying Miss Fea.thergllt nor supplylng their family table
with my Angola lambs,

“Well,” gaid Mr, Shrinker, “perhaps it is the young lady
who has the intention of marrying youpr Mr. Batkins. - She
was with her father when he asked me if I could get an An- -
gola lamb. I told him you had some, and I thought, under

' the circumstances, you would oblige him. She said she
thought so t0o, and that she should admire to eat one of Mr.
Batking’ ‘Angola lambs. She know, she said, ‘if Mr. Bat-
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king wanted any of father’s stock he would give it to him, k

whether it was an old sheep or a lamb.’ 7 :
The butcher laughed as if he had made a good joke; but,
as I did not perceive exactly the humor of it, I did not laugh.

As I walked into the house I thought strange about the

lambs, and I wondered if Miss Foathergilt’s desire to éat one
of 4hem was any evidence of her affection for me. Aunt
Dolly seemed a little disturbed as she came from her pantry

. to meet me.  ““ Ah,” says I, ¢ Aunt Dolly, what's the matter

with the milk, the cream, or the butter? »’

““ Nothing, Jefferson, with either. All things are right in
the pantry.”’ .

““What is it then, Aunt Dolly, that has put your good-
natured face into such a pucker? Has father been talking
loud to you?” as he did sometimes, when he was more liquor
than Batkins,

“No. Jefferson, I don’t see why the women don’t let you
alone.”’ ' '

“ Why, they do, Aunt Dolly.” -

.~ “That giggle of a girl, old .Feathergilt’s daughter, has -
been here in her carriage after you.”

“Oh, yes; Mr. Shrinker, the butcher, just told me her
father wants some of my Angola lambs to eat, Aunt Dolly;
and I suppose She came to see about it.”’ .

“No, Jefferson, it is not one of your Angola lambs she
wants. She wants you; that's what she’s after.”

““What, me? she don’t want to eat me, Aunt Dolly ! 7

““I don’t know what she wants to do with you. She’s old

enough to know hetter.”
‘““How old is she, Aunt Dolly ?
‘ Older than you are, Jefferson, in more than one way.”’

ghe?”’ :
“ When she’s fixed up.”’

“Well, Aunt Dolly, she looks pretty well of her age, don’t

L
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I thought I would get Aunt'Dolly"s idea of her at any

ate. ‘ .
' ¢« If she was not a rich man’s daughter, a pretty story they
would make of your ride in the dark with -her over Oarggs’
Briﬂge, the other night in the rain.” ' :

“* Why, how did you know that, Aunt Dolly?”’ N

“Why, she told me the whole story herself; what the
girls said at the old house and all. When I was young,
girls that thought much of themselves would not do such a .
thing as that with a man they had never spoken with before.” .

“ Aunt Dolly, it was all an accident. If she told you the
whole story she must have stayed some time.” , '

“She did. I thought she never would go. She was wait-
ing for you. Don’t you go again; remember, you fell from
the wagon, Jefferson.” ,

““There, Aunt Dolly, don’t say any more about that wagon.
Every time anybody says anything about that to me, I think
of .Bean, and wish him far beyond the help of Providence.”

I confess I did feel a little proud at this visit, though, of
‘course, I never had any idea of marrying Miss Feathergilt, or

“af that time any other woman. .

Aunt Dolly moved off slowly, returning with a small pack-
age: ¢ Here is something she left for you, Jefferson.”” She

- placed the package on the table, brusling her fingers as it lefs

them, as if there was something contaminating in the Fouch,
and, with her features gathered up to an intense expression of
_scorn, she loft the room, muttering, ¢ Such forward imps I
never saw as the girls are nowadays.’2 . '

T opened the package, in which were two books, and a letter
directed to Mr. Jefferson 8. Batkins, in a very neat gnd pretty
style of writing. I opened one book, with the title-page as
follows: ¢ Charlotte Temple: A Tale of Truth. By Mrs,
Rawson.” | : .

There were some poetry and other matters printed on this

1
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page. I kept the letter always in the book, and my friends
can read it. There is a little mixture in the rhetoric. X
think she was agitated, — I did not perceive it then, — but
style 1s not important when the meaning is honest. |

* RosewooD ViLna, Thursday P. M.

“ Miss Amanda Feathergilt’s compliments to Mr. Ratking, with her oxpression of
thanks for his kind treatmont on the occasion of the, in some respects, unfortunate
ride after the land sale, in her father’s chaise. She hopes that under the excitement
of the gecasion, and the novel situation for two persons hitherto strangers to be placed

in, that she said nothing to offend Mr. Batkins, or that would admit of any other

construetion than expressions of disinterested regard.

“Mr, Batkins will find the books spoken of during our ride, and which ¥ had
given him some idea of. They are love stories. He was pleased to observe that he
should like to read them. It wonld give Miss Feathergilt great pledsure to. read
¢ Charlotte Temple’ to Mr. Batkins, or to have Mr. Batkins read ¢ Bobinson Crusoe’
to Miss Fenthergilt, whose father has purehased it for her, with illustrations, I

wag much pleased with the appearance of ‘Man Friday,” and amused with his
adventures.

 We are to have a dinner-party, and T understood by Mr. Bean, that jnu are to
be invited, I tell you this in confidence; hut you will have a card from mother at
the proper time.
# Hxcnse haste,

¢ AMaNDA FEATHERGILT”

When I read this, T wondered what Aunt Dolly would say.
I put the books in my room, and read the letter over again.
When I came to the last lines about the dinner, I almost
wished that I had let Shrinker have the Angola lambs. I state
this to portray the effects of the firs¢ letter I had then received
from a lady, — books of love stories and a letter. I did feel a
kind of a new sensation, when I contemplated the letter and the
books, different from that in Miss Trivetts’ case, and not a
morsel like my recollections of the interview with Mrs.
the sea-captain’s wife.

These books, as I read them, opened my eyes to some parts
of human natare, and I came to the conclusion that there was
Jjust about so much goodness and so much wickedness to be
carried out in'the world ; and the difference, where it was done,
was only in the way of doing it in different places and by dif-

¥
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forent persons. Human nature itself has not changed much
gince the days of Adam and Eve, though the individual did
change amazingly somefimes, according to Dr. Slawter s theory,
which I had more faith in the older I grew. -

According to these novels, I did not think it mattered much
whether folks wore fig-leaves or broadcloths and satins. I
was of the opinion-then that it was not a good plan to let young
folks read love books. I iried to read some of ¢ Charlotte
Temple " gloud to Aunt Dolly ; but she shut her ears, said she
would not listen to such lies, as she believed all novels and
romances to be.. Auni Dolly was of my opinion as to ‘* Rob-
inson Crusoe.”’

I had heard Mr. Dovedrake talk considerably about Rome,
and once in a sermon he recommended his hearers to study its
higtory, and they would better understand how the greatest
nations of the earth could fall if they were too proud.

Doctor Slawter had the ¢ History of Rome,’” in eight volumes,
with pictures of old Roman kings, and emperors, and warriors,
on almost-every page. I borrowed it of him; but there were

80 many hard names to spell in it, at this time I did not make
rauch headway in reading it. Busied with one thmg and .an-
other, matters were going on at the homestead with me, in a
s0-so sort of way; but I was driving in no particular direc-
tion to make myself very prominent in the history of Cran-

berry Centre.

About town there were marks of activity. The shoemakers
were sprinkling themselves pretty thickly over one part of the
flew city ; there the smell of leather was strong enough to
satisfy any one who eould enjoy this evidence of the increase of
this department of domestic manufactures. Shoemakers had
then a reputation of being great thinkers, and pohtlcmns, and
tough fellows in argument. "I never had heard a reason given,
nor do I dispute it. I know, from observation, that there ap-
peared to be a great increase in the juvenile population since -
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Cranberry Centre was getting to be more of a shoe town. I do
not know that the thinking and political qualities of the shoe-

makers had anything to do with this evidence of successful
industrial pursuits. °

Engaged one day in reading the History of Rome,” Mr.

Bodge made me a call, as he said, to get some information as
to my views on town matters. He wanted to know if I would
stand as a candidate for overseer of the poor. I shut up the
volume of the ¢ History of Rome,” and asked Bodge to say
that again. Bodge repeated the question. I was not mis-
taken, you understand, and replied, “ Bodge, you know I am
averse to going into pohtws ”?

Bodge said, ‘“Mr. Butkins, the overseer of the poor is an

_ honorable office, and every citizen should be willing to devote

some of his time to the public good. There is nothing politi-
~ cal about the overseer. Paupers do not vote; there is no
pay ; nothing to be made.”

I never heard Bodge say so much at one time before. I
asked Bodge who put this motion into his head.

Bodge said, ¢ I was talking with Mr. Bean about who would -

be the best man. He said, ¢ Batkins,’ Y told him I did not
think you would take it. Mr. Bean said, ¢ Yes, he will, for
my sake.’”’ . g

““ What do you suppose he wants me to be overseer of the
poor for, Bodge ? 7

“Well, he thinks you are just the man. He says he can
farnish the supplies for the poor farm cheaper than anybody
in Cranberry Certre.”

““Does the overseer of the poor trade for the groceries, |

Bodge ?
¢ No, the _keeper of the poor farm does, and the overs,’eer
puts his pame on the bills before they go to the selectmen,

+ He says you would do anything to oblige him, as. he would do .

- anything to oblige you.”
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I thought to myself, what does Bean mean? buf I said to
Bodge, ©* What do you think about it?”

¢ Well, Mr. Batkins, I should advise you to do it,  Mr.
Bean says you can hire my brother and his wife next year t,(:
take care of the poor farm ; then it will come right all round.

‘ Bodge, tell Mr. Bean I am much obliged to him for

-thmkmg of me; but 1 do not want any office. I do not want =

to get mixed up in polities.” | |
‘g‘You had better think about it; that’s the way Seth

Spring began. e was overseer of the poor, and now look at

him.” )
Bodgé left me. When he had gone, 1 opened the Hlstory

"~ of Rome.” - I was reading about Camsar; and the idea rather

took holl on me, and the more I thouo'ht of it, the more the
idea gained the victory over my gbjections. I was tempted,
that’s the fact. 1 Seth Spring had been overseer. And I was
to hire Bodge’s brother and his-wife, and Bean would get the
trade, — Bean that had cheated me! I might get back my
money, too, by some kind of dicker,.if Bea,n dld not financier
me again.

It is hardly worth Whlle, at this time, to make extracts
from my journal to prove what took place between Mr. Bean
and myself, on this subject, before the town-meeting day. It
is enough to state here, you understand, that I stood, and was .

elected ; and the stepping-stone to my future career was the

office of overgeer of the-poor of the town of Cranberry Centre.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

DOCTOR SLAWTER,

It will certainly not be expected of me to make the biog-
raphies in full of the distinguished inhabitants of Cranberry
Centre, who may be at this time living or dead. T shall waive
the rule I had made for my government, — as T filled the writ-
ten pages of my life, —in favor of my old and tried friend,
Dr. Adoniram Slawter. ,

There are a number of people of the town, with whom I have
had business relations, and pleasant social pastimes, whose
names will not appear in my life, because I have no lack of
material to fill the allotted space destined to receive the record
of those with whom my personal history is more or less connected,
nor do I wish to make a commercial directory of my biography.
"In the beginning I recorded my obligations to Dr. Slawter
for services rendered, for which he received his fee; and it was
not until a later period of my life that I was acquainted with
the nature of his skilful exertions in my behalf. In those
scenes of my childhood, in which he mingled his doses with my
pap, or gruel, I dare say he did justice to me and to his art.

I will not pretend to make any estimate as to his agency in

my development. The first consultation I remembor to have
had with him was the day after the ‘husking frolic, in conge-
quence of some new phenomena, which at the time, in my
ignorance, I did not attribute to the proper cause. I under-
stand it better now, and I hope my friendly reader does also.
My next need of the doctor was in consequence of my collision
with Mr. Bean at the house of the sea-captain’s wife. From

\‘

)
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this time forward, our relations were more intimate, and in

their proper place his further services will be noted.

Those who had ever seén the doctor would Pot mistake hi.m
for any .other person. I shall not describe his dress.. I will

merely state that he was always neatly dressed, in a gentle-

manly fashion; that he was never married, and that I shall -

‘not obtrude in my biography an account of his domestic rela-

tions. - . .
I did not see him, to recognize him, at the time of my

‘birth. He was then a young man, had just come into the

town to fill the place made vacant by the .death'of the old
Dr. Bloodcase, who had been the terrvor and delight of two
generations in” Cranberry Centre, according to the nature.of
the services required, Dr. Slawter’s sucgessful. handling
of the Batking’ affair, as,has been rehted, gave him a goch
start ; and for a long time he enjoyed a lucratlve. practice in
the town, with occasional rides into the surrounding country
in important cases. :
- g]uligng my confinement to my room, on Mr. Beaz’s. ac(i
count, while making inquiries ag to my own case, ‘I 0 tﬁmeI |
many useful ideas, although it was lonly‘ at a lafter da..y_ that
was enabled to bring them into a state of practical ut}hty. _
T have referred to his notion as to the changes going on m

' the human system. This wag'proved in my own case. Both

my eyes were closed by the swelling from the concussion with

. Mr. Bean’s fist; in short, to be plain, —if I}haye not been 50
before, — I had a pair of black eyes; and ““if there were not

this inherent power of change m the‘system,”a—'- these.: are th:;
doctor’s words, — my eyelids would haye remained discolore
OW. . .
unt;ln:)ltl‘lzr-‘notioh he had about what’s in the blqod: he said
men and women - inherited diseases, evil -desires, and crazy
‘doings, as much as the shapes of their noses, or the colo; '0:: p
their eyes and hair. That a thief naturally produced a thief,
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- a8 a peculiar potato-seed produced a peculiar potato, and so
on, through the animal and vegetable kingdom. When he
talked these things around, the orthbdox people said the doc-
tor was ahead of the times, and he did-not make these notions

go much. The minister preached about it; the old ladies said -

he was crazy, and the young folks said he did not know any-
thing, ' o

To keep his practice he kept silent. The minister gave

out that he recanted his error, and he kept on his way, as
usual, until a young doctor, fresh from Germany, arrived in - -

the town, and set up his sign. Dr. Phobeamy, — that was
-his name. He dressed to suit the ladies, rode about in a yel-
low-bodied sulky, bowed politely to everybody he met, went
to meeting, taught in the Sunday school, and otherwise em-
ployed his time in making himself popular. '

Dr. Slawter told Mr. Spring that Dr. Phobeamy was an .
ignoramus, and that he hoped he should have an opportunity -

to show him up in some professional failure.

The opportunity came. The case was known as the hog
cage, in which Dr. Phobeamy placed bimself at the head of

the physicians of the State as a jurisprudent, and scientific

demonstrator of osteologic truth.

It will be necessary, at the risk of being somewhat tedious,
to give an idea of the case, which raised Dr. Phobeamy to
the highest pinnacle of popularity. : :

Two men, of no very good reputation, dwellers in Gypsy
Village, had a quarrel growing out of one of them stealing a
hog butchered for the minister, the head of which had been

- found in the house of Gulpy, who had been convicted of hog- - .
- stesling and sentenced to the county jail. After his sentence -

had expired, upon his return to Cranberry Centre, Gulpy
swore vengeance against Milks, who was the owner of the hog, -
saying he would kill him the first time he met him. - '

On a certain day after the threat, these two men were seen
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fighting together, on a knoll at Skunk’s Migery, by some
boys, ‘who ran to call the constable. When they re_turned
with' Mr. Bodge, both men had disappeared. A knife was

" found near one of the trees upon the knoll, and a piece of &

shirt, known to have been worn by Mr. Gulpy, stained with
blood. ‘ - :

The theory of the officers was that one or other of “these
men had been killed, and the other had esquped; as both were
raissing ; but no clue could be found to this mystery. Revivaré!s
were offered, with no tidings from either. After a while it

‘became an old story, and likely to be forgotten.

" One day two reports were circulated, that created a great
commotion in Cranberry Centre, — one that the bones of the
murdered man had been found buried in the ea,rt‘t.L of Skunk’s
Misery ; the other, that Gulpy had been arrested in the Gypsy |
Vl?_-ll)?ePhobeamy,in"the absence of Dr. Slawter, had exam-
ined the remains, and established the fact that the bones were
parf of a human body. Some were missing, probably decayed,
or destroyed in some other way.

An inquest was held; a ,verdigf‘. of murder was fOllTl(f!.. :
Gulpy was charged with the deed, and sent to the county jail

for trial. Seth Spring was engaged as counsel, and Mr.

Andriss, ¢ Mrs. Simms’ man,” volunteered to assist. .
Circumstances were against Gulpy; but the great point
scemed to be whether any man was killed, and if the bones
were part of his body when he was alive. To demonstrate
this, Dr. Phobeamy had arranged the bones upon a boa.rd, :
and substituted dfawings of those that were missing, making
the skeleton 'complet"_,e and exactly the height sworn to f.ha.ve
been that of Milks, ag certified to from the records of a prison,

. . \ - . ‘
. in which he had once been an 1mmafe.

The day of trial came. Notwitstanding the eloquence .of |
* Seth Spring, and the sagacions handling of witnesses by Squire
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Andriss, Gulpy was convicted of murder, and sentenced to be
hung, _

Dr. Slawter had been absent from Cranberry Centre, and
was not consulted, nor did he attend the trial; but, after
reading a report of it, and examining the famously constructed
skeleton, which had go increased Dr. Phobeamy’s reputation,
he publicly proclaimed his opinion that there were but
few human bones in the collection used at the trial.

Gulpy, by his counsel, had been advised to acknowledge his
guilt, plead provocation and extenuating circumstances, in the
hope of pardon from the governor. A petition had been pre-
pared and presented for that purpose. When Dr. Slawter’s

opinion had been published, it caused much talk and many-

speculations. A committee had heen appointed by court,
or at the State House,— I cannot’ state which, as I have
no documentary evidence on this point, —to Inquire into
the statement of Dr. Slawter, with power to sead for per-
sons and papers. A day was fixed for the investigation,
and celebrated doctors, from the Boston College, were to
attend, when an event occurred that startled the public
ind of Cranberry Centre, and in fact of the whole Common-
wealth. ' -

" While his certified bones were undergoing scientific. investi-
gation, Milks returned alive to Cranberry Centre. This fact
settled the question of, seience between Doctors Phobeamy and
Slawter ; a8 also the question of guilt between the Common-

wealth and Jacob Gulpy, who was released from confinement .

and returned to Skunk’s Misery in triumph. _

The affair, once so serious, became amusing. First, to ex-
plain the affair of the hog: Milks had sold his hog to the min-.
ister, who, although a very good man in his way, had an idea
that he knew a great deal of human nature, ag clergymen gen-
erally suppose they do, always making the best investments of
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their spare capital, when they have any, Whick.l Wwas .not the ca;g
with our minister, Mr. Dovedrake. ' .He paid Milks fqr the
hog, which was to be carried to the minister’s house next mlc;rn(i
ing, Milks had a spite against Gulpy. He cut off the Za'
of the hog, and,-after securing for hlmself‘ the legs and ot.e;
perts, including all the fat, which he Stl"lpped off, he carrie
the carcass to the old knoll, and buried it, not 1:ery Qeep, in
the looge soil; then removed the head to Ghalpy’s shanj;y, on
o Gypsy Village. .
th'el\gi(iﬁsi 0§am§§ (}}Yid ,notgenjoy the highest repute for strict

- morality, although he was not suspected of appropriating prop-.

erty in the way he had abstracted the minister’s hog. During
that night his wife had tried out the fat, and it was safely
o

- gtored in the cellar. When the morning came the discovery

was made that the minister’s hog had been stolen, and the tid-
“ings' sent to the minister. Milks put the o‘ﬂiceArs‘ on the 'scenlf, :
and, as has been related, Gulpy was arrested and punished as t e

thlf. subscription was started, and -with the money anothe;
porker was bought for the minister, faithfully slaughtered, and
put in pickle for the. minister’s use. The Log story, being
less than a nine days’ wonder, soon ceased to be talked about,

* until the quarrel between Gulpy and Milks took place.”

Both murderer and murdered disappeared for o time. . Gul-
py had occasionally showed himself at Gypsy Village, in th;
night time, but was concealed by his comrades until the rewar

- was offered for the apprehension of the murderer.' No person
took any special pains to look up fche case. Thls was. before
the modern detective practice had heen introduced. |

Constable Bodge and my father, both had an eye to the re-
ward. They made a little stir, which only h:zmd the effect to _
cause Gralpy to still closer cover up his tracks, and soon algaﬁn
a temporary oblivion quieted thg iaxgi.tgqlgnt. After a long lull,

-~
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gome boys, digging on the hill for some purpose of amusement
discovered the bones.

This part of the hill had long been used as a burial-place
for deceased quadrupeds. Gulpy had buried a colt and a calf

there the year previous. The human skull was missing as a

whole, but Dr. Phobeamy had arranged some fragments that
appeared to be parts of one. The theory was, that the part of
the missing head was buried elsewhere; the human bones were

thought -to be a part of some long since buried aborlgmal In-

dian, or other victim of earlier discordant timés.

Th1s time Bodge worked more on his own account; and, by
some manceuvre, discovered Grulpy’s hiding-place, and arrested
him, Milks had gone off on some busmess, in the transaction
of which, in a neighboring State, he had contrived to get into
prison, from which he was released with some difficulty, as it
was said, by “Mrs. Simmg’ man.” He had intended to go
farther before his return, but, reading in a newspaper the state
of things, and not being bad enough to have an innocent man

hung, came at once to Cranberry Centre, and was the means

of clearing up the mystery that surrounded this interesting
case. '

Dr. Slawter was cheerful when he saw his assuming rival
suddenly leave the town. Next day a petition was circulated,
to be presented to the next General Court, for the abolition
of capital punishment. This was not accomplished; but
some change was made, so as to give-a criminal a chance,
while he lived, of proving his innocence, even if he had him-
self, to avoid hanging, plead guilty.

Now, some people may deny this case, or say it did not oc-
cur in Cranberry Centre. All I have to say is, it did ocecur,
though I may err in some particulars, where I have trusted to
my memory alone; but as T have not stated exactly where

Cranberry Centre was located at that time, and it may not he

found in the list of towns in the register of to-day, no person
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who has not been. there, has any no right to doubt its history,
of which this hog case is ‘a part. :

I have conclided to reserve further mention. of the parts
that make the -whole of Dr. Slawter's character. He will be
appreclated by my friends who read his record here, and who
have never had the pleasure of his acquaintance ; and those who
have beey in a situation to require his professional services will
recognize him as he now stands before them in the portrait my
pen has execnted. Although generally grave in his manner, he
wag not without humor when stimulated thereto by any sugges-
tive remark. I do not propose to reproduee hig anecdotal rep-
utation, but shall let his future actions and proclivities establish
his claim to that not too frequent - combination, — a genial,

-~ gensible gentleman, and wise and prudent physician.
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CHAPTER XIX.

ARAM ANDRISS,

[

Tur person whose name heads this chapter, as I have be-
fore stated, wags known ‘as *“ Mrs. Simms’ man.”- We had a

habit of thus speaking.of people, instead of calling them by
_ their proper names, as we say the doctor, the minister, and as

in my own case afterwards -—— I will not anticipate, but con-
fine my attention to Aram Andrigs, Hsq., as his doings and
influence affected the people of Cranberry Centre.

Every town has its distinctive peculiarity, the more ancient
in origin the more interesting the eccentricities of some of
the so-called oldest inhabitants, , :

To thoroughly understand why Aram Andriss was dalled

” in my younger days, it will be neces-

“Mrs, Simms’ man,
sary to unfold some of the secrets of family matters connected
with the place known as Simms’ Folly, my first visit to which

I have described, — the reader will remember, for divers

reasons, an important visit 'to me. I have purposely re.’

frained {rom any allusion to the original occupant of Simms’
Folly until this time of my life, when the trug character of
Aram Andriss was in part discovered. It W%} not until a
later period, you understand, that all the truth became known
of his evil ways.

In my description of Simms’ Folly, I did not particularize

the style of architecture, which Mr. Spring told me afterwards
was Venetian, nor did I give any account of the history of the
builder, -- a foreign gentleman, who it was said made a great
fortune at the time of the French Revolution. His name was

-~
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-Simms. T have stated that he was a wealthy man, and it was
. then said his fortune came in some way ‘‘ over the devil's

R

back,” either by privateering, piragy, or'the slave-trade, — all

Jucrative in those days. The grandchildren of some of these

old buccaneers are nqw enjoying the proceeds, as among the
first people, socially, in the land. But I have learned since,
that his financial suceess was due to a different style of traffic.
It consisted in importing from France gold and silver plate,
which. had been stolen from the churches, and palaces of the.
noblemen who had rnn away, or whose heads had fallen ** into
the basket of the guillotine,” fo perpetuate- liberty in France.
With a part of the proceeds he erected the house for a long
time spoken of as. Simms’ Folly, upon land owred by ‘a-
merchant, whose daughter he married. No one knew why he

“selected Cranberry Centre for his future residence. It was

said the cellars were full of money. I do not know that any
was ever found there.

* After a grand time, on the oceasion of his marriage, which I
had often heard talked about in my boyish days, he went back
to France, to complete his financiering, leaving his business to
the care of a young lawyer just settled in Cranberry Centre.
Nobody knew him; but a story soon circulated among the

~ women-folks, that he was on easy terms with Mrs. Simms, who,

a8 the gossips had it, was forced to marry by her father against
her inclination. When Simms went back to France, he was
betrayed by his confederates there, arrvested, tried, convicted,
and sentenced to imprisonment for life. His being an Ameri-
can saved him from thé guillotine, and I may as well state, he
remained in prison until he died.

Aram Andriss, it was given out, had marned Mrs. Simms,
who, after a whlle, put off her mourning, and assumed the du-

‘ties of her new situation with apparent satisfaction; it having

been stated that Simms was dead. ‘Some people said they were
not ma,rri_ed. He‘ was acknowledged as the master of the .
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house ; but was spoken of, as I have felated, usually in con-
versation, as ‘‘ Mrs. Simms’ man.”” Some people said Simms

was alive, and Mrs. Simms knew it. The marriageable spin-

sters agreed that it was ‘‘a secandalous shame,” particularly
those who had endeavored, by assiduous attentlons, to gain
the young lawyer’s regard.

Ugly stories were in circulation as to the doings”in Simms’
Folly. I did not so well understand their meaning then. I
shall not repeat them, as the old maids’ gossip of a past gen-
eration would lose its spice in comparison with the versions of
similar transactions now so freely promulgated in the news-
papers of our day. '

I will also state that Mr. Andriss, though reserved and dis-
tant to most people, was always on good terms with my father
up to the last day of his residence in Cranberry Centre.
What the ‘‘indignation meeting > policy had to do with this,
Tam unable to decide. I have referred to an old saying
about ‘ money got over the devil’'s back.” I will add that
the proverb is continued by an allusion to the way in which

such money is spent, and have also noted my opinion that there

were exceptions. - I suppose everybody has heard of the prov-
erb, or saying ; it was one Aunt Dolly used often to repeat.
Aram Andriss’ method, it appears, followed the rule. .

In my first notice of this gentleman, I remarked upon the

soft tones of his voice, and his winning ways; these he pre-
served. They were improved upon by his friend and disciple,
Bean, who, whatever their business rela.tlons were socially
mseparablee

Mr. Andriss made frequent and protracted visits to Canada
and to Maine, for facilitating, as was said, his operations in
the lumber trade.

In his absence Mr. Bean conducted his buginess affairs.
Andriss had 8o managed as to control the bank, Seth Spring
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and Mr. Feathergilt had resigned their offices. Aram Andriss =
was made pregident. ' -

The great political tornado made changes in Cra.nberry
Centre. The hard-cider and log-cabin campaign, however,
did not have the effect to deprive me of my reason, and I

kept out of politics. . Mr. Andriss was much engaged, and

won great reputation as a stump speaker, being thought to
have quite a resemblance in his style to the celebrated states-
man of that time, Henry Clay. ”

Cranberry Centre had, since my remembrance of it, period-
ieal outhreaks of unexpected events, sometimes retarding and
sometimes advancing its growth and prosperity, or otherwise
forcing into notoriety a portion of ifs inhabitants. I shall not-
recapitulate, but refer back, if my reader’s memory is defi-
cient, to such of these invasions into the quiet of rural life as
oceurred in my time.
© During a supposed temporary, though somewhat ‘prolonged,
abgence of Mr. Andriss, Mr. Reedy’s appearance in Cra,nberry-
Centre was the subjeet of comment. It was not long before

~ the objeet of his visit was disclosed.

“An extensive combination of coiners and counterfeiters had
been discovered, with agencies in all the States of New England.

"The chief of this organized band of financiets was Aram

Andriss ; their head-quarters the magnificent structure known as
Simms’ Folly, in the comparatively humble town of Cran-
berry Centre.” Some persons, who before had been considered
upright citizens, were more or less implicated. A few of the

poorer sort, after a while, found their future welfare a matter -

of public consideration, and were sent to the State prison.
Some absconded. Aram "Andriss was of this class, and was

. never again seen in Cranberry Centre. —

- Mr. Bean was suspected of some connection with Andriss’
swindling opemtlons but somehow, as he termed it, came out’
right, and was first among the rising men in the town.
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Perhaps I need not add that Mr. Reedy was a detectifre of
the old school, who caught his rogues, and generally brought
them to grief.

Following this exposure of the resident of Simms* Folly,

came the failare of the Producers’, Farmers’, Traders’, Man-
ufacturers’, and Mechanics’ Bank, which had been managed
by Andriss, in accordance with the needs of his other finan-
ciering operations. This- failure was a severe blow to some
of the stockholders. Many of the original subscribers had
disposed of their stock to Andriss; among these, were Seth
Spring, Mr. Feathergilt, and Mr. Bean. I never had any

stock. "My father traded off his for a fast-trotting horse. -

Aunt Dolly and Seth Spring’s house-keeper followed the ex-
ample of their employers, and were not harmed. Mr. Dove-
drake, the minister, kept his shares. Andriss, somehow or
other, had obtained so much influence over him that no advice

of his friends could induce him to disturb what he called his

permanent investment.

I should state here, in explanation, that Andriss had been
liberal to the church, in the way of subscription for tracts and
missionary enterprises; in fact, he was said to have run the
church, for a time, on his improved financial principles. The
minister bore his loss with the same equanimity he displayed
at the first meeting at the Folly, to get up this bank, — where,
the reader will remember, he suffered a fracture in his trousers.
Mr. Dovedrake seemed to be of that kind of persons who,
whenever they leave the business they have learned for any
speculation, always tear their trousers, — to use a rhetorical
figure.

Thus passed away this great financial luminary. I have no

further comments to make at this tlme, upon the. career of
Aram Andriss, or ‘“Mrs. Simms’ man,” whose name is no
more heard in the financial circles of Cranberry Centre; buf

who, for a time, was a power. So passeth away all the glories
of this world! - |

* -
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CHAPTER XX.

. HOW THINGS WORKED,

1 STATED that the‘grea,t'politicaliuprisi-ng, which had been
so successful for one party and so disastréus to another, did
not deprive me of my reason; neither did it engulf me in the

~ whirlpool that ruined so many. I kept out of politics, and

there is not & man to this day who can tell how I voted. There-
have been surmises and guesses on both sides. Judging by

my expressed opinions, my readers may have an idea which
- way I inclined, or leaned, as a matter of judgment. But some-

times a man’s judgment is one thmg, and the way he votes is

-another.

If T have never stated it before, T will state it now, — I have
never been a strong party man. ' I was always independent in
this regard, and if if should appear as if I had changed my
opinions on men and measures, né one ¢an accuse me of going

from one party to another, for any purpose whatever. Now I
~did not join either side in the  hard-cider campaign; I must

leave my readers to discover the reason why I did not. T was
overseer of the poor. I had under my care paupers of both
parties, and on principle refrained from expressing my prefer-
ences. Ome or the other of the great parties was to be de-

. feated. I had an idea which; it could just as well be defeated

without my vote as with it.
T had no notion of speech-making ; but my mind was ocou. -
pied with the chances in my favor for being one of the select~
men. When I was made overseer of the poor, I had no thought
of a.dvancement but being in that office gave me a sort of
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hankering for another, T cannot account for it. I was not
ingpired by any desire to make money. I was bashful \in my
manner. I knew very little of the wickedness of public life,

or the. real vanities of the world. I never could tell why I
was inoculated with the truly American idea that one man is
just as good for an office as any other, if he can get the votes;
~and can learn the duties of the place after he gets it.
When anything of the kind was hinted to me, I always said I
was unfit; and I really believed I was. 1 refused, and kept
quiet. My reader will understand where 1 got the idea from,
to refuse properly the thmrr you want, when you know you
can have it; if he does not, it will be explained hereafter.
About this time I had made up my mind, whenever the cha,nce
came, to have the man ready. '
I will simply state here that the country had been encracred
in war since the log-cabin success, by an administration of
another kind. Generals, colonels, and corporals rose from the
ranks, and other obscurer and less reputable places; but the
war was not popular in Cranberry Centre, and few of its in-
habitants rose to any distinguished military positions. It was
different in the State of New Iampshire; but I forbear. I

am not writing the history of New Hampshire, or the United -

States. ‘
The free-soil agitation was just now disturbing the old war-
horses, as they were called, of both great parties. The pro-
- hibitory-law organizers were trying their tactics, and exciting
discussions upon these so-called live questions were not un-
common Things were getting just enough mixed to give men
a chance to leave their party if they could do better in another
without sacrificing their principles. Some did it.

I have made no attempt at fixing exact dates hitherto; in

future I may be more precise, as I approach that period when
‘T launched my bark upon the tempestuous seas of public life.
I still adhere to the idea of concealing my actual years of ex-

b
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istence; that is, I mean, their number. I will only state, I
thought I had arrlved at an age when, if ever, I mlght fulﬁl
in part my public and private destiny.

- I will state that I am now about to fix a date, but for which
the life of Batkins might never have been written. It is the
memorable year 1851. The previous changes were many in
Cranberry Centre. I shall but refer to a few topics of public
and private interest, and then pursue my task as chronicler of
my public mission. :

" As time moved on, people were marned children were born,
as usual some died ; but on the whole the town increased the
number of its inhabita.nts, and houses were nearer to each other
in some localities than when I first described its boundanes and

_extent, and its later progress.

Simms’ Folly was sold at vendue, w1th all its old Freneh
ahd Dutch furniture. Mr. Feathergﬂt bought the estate, and
some of the pictures, handsome chairs, tables, and gorgeous
furniture. .

In lookmg over my almanacs I find that the sun of my

political life was rising, as it was setting with some of my

neighbors of Cranber’i’y Centre. I was getting to be pretty

. well kﬂown. As to my private affairs, during this time, I shall

not enlarge. I still paid taxes on my lots in the mew city;

"Aunt Dolly presided at the homestead ; my father held hig own.

Among the ladies a frequent subject of discussior was, < When
‘will Mr. Batkins marry, and who will be - the lady of his
choice ?”” I had some offers, I confess, but at present I shall
name no p&rtles ‘ : *

I had made some slight acquaintance with 1ad1es of cultl- ‘
vated tastes, as well as the wives and daughters of farmers,
mechanics, and shoemakers; this partly on account of my po-
sition as overseer of the poor, and partly for other reasons, .
which it is not necessary to specify. I had not yet become

fomiliar with the ways of the women-folks. T had an idea
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that there was a stylish class of young men, just then being
introduced, that could better comprehend their winning ways
than I was able to do. _

I had no music in me; the idea had begun farther to
develop that the American people were a musical people.
Music teachers found their way to Cranberry Centre.
I noticed that cumbersome invention, the piano-forte, was
fast displacing the wash-tub, the churn, and the cheese-

press, in the houses of Cranberry Centre. I noticed’ that
" people of limited means would do some things, to keep up ap-
pearances, that were neither in accordance with the ten com-
mandments, or the laws of the Commonwealth ; and — I will
not particularize — though some of these foolish people are
dead, their relatives still live, and pursue the same or similar
mysterious ways.*

# T will state here, that if I had ¢arried out my own views, T should have made
further, and as I think, interesting extracts from my files of the “ Farmers’ Alma-
nac,” and other rccords, in relation to these matters of music and morals; but the
person who is assisting me in my autobiography advises me {o pass over this part
of my history, and also not to antieipate the future too much. Reluctautly I fol-
low his advice, and that must account for the brevity of this chapter. —dJ. 5. B,
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CHAPTER XXI

MY NAME.

Ix the beginning I stated that I should not make any
parade of my ancestry, and I did not even name my paternal
grandfather. ~ I have since learned that he had a sort of
hereditary notion of politics, and my naming was- influenced

" by it; indeed, my father admitted it. This giving. to ehil-
- dren the names of great men is not without some disadvan-

tages. The little time I had to spare to the reading of the
‘ History of Rome”’ gave me the information as to where
some of these names came from. Thadalso observed that these
classic names were given in equal proportions to dogs, horses,
and negroes. Ceesar, Pompéy, Cassius, are familiar exam-
ples of this distribution of names. o

A generation or so.changes the style. In the days of my
boyhood the favorite names were of our heroes and statesmen.
George Washingtons, James Madisons, and Thomas Jeffer-
sons, and, a while after, Andrew Jacksons, were plenty among
the rising stock of American citizens. These names are not |
often given to dogs, though, at a later period, some horses were
thus designated as well as ships, and locomotive engines. I
have not yet heard of my name out of the family. I dare
say in the future it will be thus honored.

My grandfather’s name was Jethro Smith Batkins; Smith
after the minister who had married his progenitor to the damsel
of his choice. Smith had been an unsuccessful suitor to the
lady, whose name in the maiden state I am unable to give.
Family tradition has it, the question was decided by the lady’s,
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bhaving more affection for mammon and lucre, than for plety
and poverty, — the property of the young clergymian, who
exemplified the teachings of the golden iule, by exacting from
the bride to be, the promise to. love, honor, and obey J ethro
Batking, instead of Smith himself. :

When my father appeared, it was decided to drop the name
of Smith, as that, too, had become a somewhat overused ex-
pression as a distinctive mark or feature of departed greafness

_or living reputation. There bad never been any intimation

that anything derogative to the Smith family had occurred,
either from the neighborly visits of the minister to the home-
stead of the Batkins family, or in any other form. = Plain
Jethro Batkins was the style of my father’s address.

When I came, my father decided that one Jethro Batking

in a family was enough. In a patriotic moment he decided
that I should bear the name of his favorite American politician
and ex-president, Jefferson; so, but for the interference of
my mother;-as I understood frem Aunt Dolly, my name would
have been Thomas Jefferson Batkins. She said my grand-
father ought to be represented by name in the third genera-
tion, and insisted upon Smith being added to the Tom
Jefferson, which then would have been Thomas Jefferson

Smith Batkins. I do not know if the Smiths and Witha-
gpoons were connected either by blood or marriage, but the

dispute over the name of the first and only pledge of mutual
love, or some other domestic virtue, was settled by a com-
promise, — my . father consenting to omit the Thomas and
insert the Smith. _

. I will correct here the wrong impression of the interpolation
of my intermediate name. Though I always wrote my name
J: 8. Batking, I did not fancy the Smith. I do not know
that I was ever asked any explanation as to the meaning of
the letter 8., but when I begun to get into politics, I was called

familiarly by some people Jeff Batkins, as they used to say Tom

. . Ty .
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Jefferson, and Bob Winthrop, —one of my contemporaries,
and at present, I believe, alive and well; at Jeast, I hope so.
My grandfather was often put up in a caucus for something,
but had not any desire to hold any office of responsibility, and
I do not think the majority of his fellow-townsmen had sny

-disposition to interfere with: his comfort by forcing him to

serve the town or State against his will; still he rather liked

to have himself talked about as a candidate, and there were a

fow — his hired men and other discontented partisans — who

would vote for him. In the returns, after election, 2 vote or

two would be counted for J. S. Batking, and recorded as

““ scattering ; - until, by general consent, he was called ¢ Old :
Scattering,” which he received as a pleasantry, and at last

Scattering was established, and Smith forgotten.

" On one election, before I had any knowledge of the matter,
I also received one vote for some inconsiderable office, and was
marked as ‘“scattering.” Then was revived the story of my
grandfather’s case, by some old joker of the place, and then and

‘there was transferred to me the euphonious name of Seattering,
- which, until this time, I never disputed, but deem it to be my

duty to do so now. I do notfancy the name of Smith ; still -
it is mine, and may be preferable to Seattering, which is not.
mine, only in a political sense. Names will stick. Jefferson

8. Batkins is mine,—and I always answer. to it when it is

called out 80 I can hear it.
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CHAPTER XXII.

' THE COAMPAIGN. -— MY ELECTION.

Ir will be remembered that I have recorded & resolution
that T made when I escaped from the trap set for me in the
grocery store, by my confidential elerk and partner, Mr. Bean,
to the effect that I hoped I should never get into polities. I
thought, also, and partly resolved, that I would not marry
until after I had counted more than forty years of life. I now
confess T had the desire to do both, namely: to hold an offiee
of honor and emolument, and marry a woman proper for my

habits and condition. In fact, I was haunted by day by the

ghosts of polities and politicians; by night I was rendered
gleepless by the phantom of marriage.

The time was coming for me as to the office. The people
were in an unsettled state; the ‘¢political caldron was seeth-
ing,” a3 was printed in the ¢ County Gazette ; ’ the politician
element of the Batkins’ blood was developing, proving again
Dr. Slawter's molecular theory. As to the marriage, I was
but imperfectly impressed with that idea, — a negative quality,
it will be remembered in my father’s line. An office was a
natural necessity in my ease; for matrimonial operations 1
could afford to wait. Briefly stated, this was about the condi-
tion of my mind when the campaign of 1851 had commenced
in Cranberry Centre. -

It was said, a political whirlwind ‘was about to sweep the
land, and Cranberry Centre could not be neutral in the crisis.
Its citizens were alive to the threatenings. Great powers

were arraying to attack two great evils, slavery and intem-
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perance.  Agitation had .produc,edl wondotful effects. I

had opinions, but I did not promulgate them. Parties made
divisions on these questions. Iremained at home on my farm,

- reading the newspapers, my favorite ¢ Robinson Crusoe,”

¢ Pilgrim’s Brogress,” and the ¢ Life of Franklin.” I was like

the Roman general, who was a warrior in war, and a farmer in

peace, only with this difference, — I had no experiencé in war.

I was attached to this old warrior by some poetry verses,-
that run thus : — ' : '

¢ Great Cincinnatus a$ his plough,
With greater lustre shone,
Than guilty Casar o’er could show,
Though seated on his throne.”

When T first read this poetry I had never heard of Cinein-
natus, but I had heard of Ceesar. We had & dog named
Cmsar, and there was an old negro in the town, who came
from Virginia, when I was a youngster; I knew him well.

Two of my ' neighbors were -rivals for a seat in the
State House that I had the honor to occupy, under the fol-
lowing circumstances. Fach of them, with their friends, had
struggled for the nomination. To succeed it wag necessary for

~ one or the other to have the support of a part of the neutral -

party. Neither of these gentlemen would pledge themselves
to such -action, if elected, as would satisfy this neutral party ;
but to retain their own party votes, their party pledge must be
stiffened beyond peradventure. Upon being waited upon, to
know to which party I should give my influence, instinctively
I avoided either of the two great conter{ding powers. It was
given out that a man was wanted, who did not. seek office;
that to obtain the right man, the office should geek him. I
happening to agree to this doctrine, not having been embar-
rassed by any attempts of this. kind, while the other gentle-
men had notoriously been working for some office all their lives,
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when it was asked around, *‘ Where i3 such a man? Who is
he?’ the response was, * Batkins.”” The time had come}
the man was ready ; and, “like Cincinnatus at his plough,”
I was waited wpon by a committee, and, though it was with
reluctance at first, I declined; for I confess, when:the honor
stared me in the face, I did not believe that I was qualified ;
but upon being urged, after the Ceesar fashion, —I don’t
mean the dog, nor the negro, but the emperor,——-I ac-
cepted the nomination.

Now, my honest reader, whether politician or not, I appeal

to you thus far if I had any hand Tn this nomination. I fear- -

lessly await your answer, in any form, and proceed to give an
account of my election. ' 7

1 said that old parties, at least in Cranberry Centre, were
at this time undergoing the process of breaking up., I was

the candidate of the Honest Men’s and Independent Party, of

which Mr. Bean was & moving power. I held one office in the
““gift of the people,” — overseer of the poor. I did think
that Mr. Bean was rather a tricky, plotting citizen, and I had
suffered from his manceuvres; but I had no right to prevent
him from assisting the party that nominated me, or to refuse

his voting for'me, on private grounds, when the public good

was at hazard, I have this to state in his favor, at this time.

After, in my capacity of overseer of the poor, I obtained for

him the supplying the poor-farm with groceries and dry goods,
the inmates never complained of bad tea or coffee, molasses or
flannel; but, on the contrary, some of our paupers, who had
been used to good things i better days, agreed that their
victuals and raiment were equal to their remembrances of
happier times.

It appeared he never took any a,dva,ntage of the poor. The
selectmen sometimes found fault with Bean’sbills. Ilis reply

was generally to this effect: “ No man can be one of the

selectmen longer than one year unless he is liberal to the poor
with the town’s money.”
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I did not then understand how well men who had been, in
office liked to keep it. I have had my experience since, as my

~ reader avill discover.

* Bean’s threat usually | silenced opposition to his bills of gro-
ceries and dry goods, Human nature does get mixed up in”
strange compounds. Bean was a pattern not easy to match.

As to my election, I did not think my giving the master of
the poor farm’s office to- Bodge’s wife’s brother, and the
matron’s to his wife, at Bean’s suggestion, injured my pros-

_ peets among the friends of these well-provided-for individuals.

I rather think, on reflection, my seven years’ change of mole-
cules, as Dr. Slawter named the atoms, had removed some of
my vealy ideas. One of our girls had, not long hefore, said,
“Tor a critter as old as I was, there was a considerablé quan-~
tity of calf in me yet; and she guessed it was not on my
mother’s side.”” I did not own up at that time; but when I
call to‘mihd the nature of her previous conversatlon I am not
sure that the female, from her stand-pomt was not about half

_right.

I began to see that it would not do to follow a too rlgld

‘mode of intercourse with your fellow-citizens. I have arrived

at the eonclusion that to go through a crowd easy, you must-
not let your elbows stick out too mueh. "I was nominated, and
after the nomination I walked more than usual down among the .
shoemakers. I said nothing that should make it appear as if
I had ‘any interest in the election,  -If anybody questioned me
I expressed great doubts as to my success. My father said
he thought I should win. Aunt Dolly was afraid I should.
One trouble gained upon me, —I should have to make a’

speech, I tried to'do so when the committee waited upon me.

T sat up all night to write one. I conld not find the right-
almanac in which I had put down Mr. Spring’s speech at the
bank-meeting. I could not get beyond ¢ My. Chairman, I am
not accustomed ;’”’ so when the committee came, I said,.“ |

-
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can-make no speech, Mr. Chairman, but [ accept the nomina-
tion. I hope, as T am nominated, I shall be elected; if I am

elected, I shall go to Boston, and the interests of Cranberry _'

_Centre shall not suffer at my hands.”

The committee said that was a good speech ; that it would
require a little money to grease the wheels. I understood
that, and agreed to pay, after the election, what they thought
should be my share. I do not know how other candidates feel
before the election-any more than I do how some people feel
in the prospect of being married. I know I could not sleep
nights. I watched the ‘¢ County Gazette,”” with the expecta-

tion of having some question asked of me that I could not

answer. 1 was dreaming all the time of counting votes.
Though I pretended to be unconcerned, I was constantly in a
twitter.

The great day of election came at last, and I went with my
fellow-citizens to cast that great weapon of freedom, the ballot.
Bean was at the meeting-house, distributing votes.  He ap-
proached me with great politeness, took off his hat, as he handed
me what he called the Independent Ticket, saying to the crowd
hanging about, ¢ Three cheers for Batkins, the future represent-
ative of Cranberry Centre!” I took off my hat, bowing, as I
moved along to theballot-box. I deposited the freeman’s weapon.
I do not know whose name headed the ticket for governor. It
was Bean’s ticket, and whether I voted for my then aspiring
friend, Mr. Boutwell, or the candidate of the Whigs, I am to
this day ignorant. I suppose I must liave voted for my'self, as
it was Mr. Bean’s interest to have me elected, and it is not
supposable that he would give me a ticket upon which my

name had not been printed. As I was elected by a majority |
of one vote, I never asked the question, but at this late day,
after my acquaintance with political management, I am not

ashamed to publish the truth, let it cut where it may.

That evening the returns were Jbrought to the homestead,

-
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" and the interesting pars, to me, I subjoin, as part of the docu-
" mentary evidence belonging to my political life : —

‘#Fon REPRESENTATIVE.
"Beth 8pring:  + o+ 0 .+ e .. 29
" Peter Drystone . - . e .. . 50 .
Jefferson 8. Batkins . . PR . . . 81

1607

I was elected representative for Cranberry Centre, by a
maJorlty of one vote. If.I did vote for myself, I was only
enjoying my right as a freeman. It is a question unsettled
to this day whose vote elected me, J. 8. Batkins.
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CHAPTER XXIIL

THE SCHOOL-MASTER.

IN due time I received from the town-clerk the certificate of |

my election as representative. I had been anxious until that
event. When I was congratulated upon my success, it ap-
peared to me as aoubtful thing. I was fearful that my seat
would be contested.

Mr. David Drystone, a painter, one of my defeated compet—

itors, asserted that a man was taken to the polls from the poor-

farm, to vote on the name of his brother, who, it afterwards
appeared, was in Boston jail on the day of the election.

As I was overseer of the poor, this*trick was charged upon -

me. Bean advised me to be silent, to appear to be indignant,
and scorn to reply. I told hijn that was just how I did feel
about it, and asked Bean if he supposed I would do such a
thing.

Bean said he did not know; that politics ‘‘ made us ae-
quainted with strahge bedfellows;?’ that Drystone was a hard
customer, but he thought he could managé him. .I told him
he might do it, if he thought best. The voting list showed no
‘mark against the name of Solomon Pinkeyside, the party in
question. Bean thought there had been, and that a knife or
india rubber had been used.

Drystone, when appealed to by Bean, said, *“ Nobody could

fool him; the ballot-box had been tampered with, and the
check-list manipulated,” — these are his words, you under-
stand, not mine. Bean listened te him, making 1o reply.
Drystone continued, in a self-assured way : —
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It is between the overseer of the poor, the master of the
poor-farm, and somebody else that I need not travel a great
distance to put my hand upon,”

Bean ran his fingers through his hair, ev:dently suppressmg

~ hig md1gnat1on_ Looking the painter in the face, he said : —

“ Drystone; if you mean to insinuate that Mr. Batkins, rep-
resentative elect, had anything to do with the matter; you
wrong him; he is incapable of such a thing. ¥ you mean
me, as the person represented in your assertion as ‘ somebody
else,” say it, and I will prosecute you,” — this was spoken in -
an elevated tone of voice, — ¢ according to law.”

- Walking up to him qu1et1y, he said, ¢ Drystone, if you sa,y
this thing again, I will give you such a ¢owhiding as no horse

* in Cranberry Centre ever had, and then complzun of myself

for assault, and pay the fine.”

This threat frightened Drystone more than the threat of the
prosecution. Bean also added: ¢ The poor-farm house, the
meeting-house, and Mr. Batking’ barn, are all to be painted in
the spring, and after attempting to contest Mr. Batkins’ seat in
the Legislature, what chance Would you have for elther of these
JObS Q2

_This time I thought Bean hit the ma,rk for Drystone re-
plled a little nervously, I thought, ¢ Well, Mr. Bean, if you
say it is all right, I sup?ose it is. I have nothing against Mr.
Batkins, only I don’t want fo see a,nythmg done to destroy the
purity of elections.”

Bean said he agreed with him. No more was said about:
eontesting the seat of the successful candidate of the ¢ Honest

Men’s and Independent Party” ticket. Drystone’s scruples

had. vanished, and we all walked from the office of the town

| - clerk together, our. conversation taking a business turn until

we separated, and each went on his way home.
I began more and more to feel the responsibility of the new
situation. I was to succeed that old and tried parliamentarian
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and faithful public servant of the town, as he was called on.
the stump, Hon. Seth Spring, who had represented the dis-
' trict in the Senate, and who, for the good of the State in gen-
eral, and Cranberry Centre in pa,rtmular, was wﬂllnv to go
again to the ¢ House.” ‘

I submit to my readers an extract from an article in the
¢ County Gazette,” published previous to the election : —

* ¢ Mr. Spring is a strong man, who, although ‘he has rep-
resented a senatorial district with honor o himself, at a time
when men of large experience are Wanted in the councils of the
State, he is not uhwilling to go back- to the popular branch of
the Legislature, where years ago he won his spurs in that
grand debate in whith many of Boston’s ablest men partici-
pated, but in which the v1ct0ry was with the defender of the
rural districts.

‘““ Who are his opponents? David Drystone, a politieal

hack, on what is called the Democratic ticket, and- upon the
¢ piebald,” so-called ‘Honest Men’s and Independent ticket,’
Jefferson 8. Batkins, —a man no doubt of good intentions,
" who, whatever he may prove himself to be hereafter, has not

that political experience and parliamentary grasp that will

enable him to meet the old war-horses of Boston, always
opposed to the rural districts, and who look down with con-
tempt upon constituencies like ours of Cranberry Centre.”

I read this extract often. I could not undersiand how the
Hon. Seth Spring could win® hig spurs in a debate, not
knowing that that was the phrase for winning a race of words

in the State House. I understood somewhat how medals and‘ '
purses of money were won at ploughing-matches and horse-

races, and winning spurs might come in there; but from what
I had heard my father say, things were not always square at
cattle-shows, and other trials of speed. He used to say it was
not always sure that the best teams would get the prizes.

I had had some talk with Mr. Birch, the school-master, about
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!
such matters, and I asked him about this ¢ winning spurs.” .
Mr. Birch said it was a figure of speech, a rhetorical decora-
tion, as was the phrase ‘war-horses of Boston,” apphed to
gentlemen veterans in politics. .

I told the school-master then, you understand that I sup-
posed I was right in saying Seth Sprmg would wear these
spurs, if he ever got another chance to ride these war-horses.
of Boston. Mr. Birch §miled. He said I had used a rhetor-
ical figure, too; and if my metaphor was as happy in debate,
the mantle of my predecessor might fall on me, a.n.d he had no
doubt I should wear it gracefully.

I asked him if Seth Spring wore a mantle in the State
House. ~Mr. Birch said no ; that was a flgure of rhetoric also.

'l‘hls explanation did not feheve me of my qualms, as, with--

" out asmstzmee I could not tell the difference hetween the
~ rhetorical decomtlons and the pith of the speeches. T asked

his advice; what I had better do in the way of preparations,
as it would certainly be expected of me that I should make at

least one speech that would be a eredit to the town, as well as

to myself. He said, in his judgment, a man that had nothing

" to say had befter hold his tongue. I told him there wasless-

than s1xty days before the General Court met, and I must

learn as much @s I could in that time ; but as I could not

learn everything in sixty days, I wxshed he would give me an
idea what I had better take hold of first, and I would pay him
well for his trouble. out of my pay for services at the State

- House. He said a legislator ought to know something of

ancient history, as well as modern, and have some idea of
gontemporaneous legislation of other countries; he ought to

understand the general principles of national, State, and

municipal law ; the different theories of finance, ag well as the
practice of the ablegt European financiers ; he ought to be well
read in the geography and history of the world, — with these -
appliauces, acguired tact, and a full share of common sense, a
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man would be qualified to make statutes, to govern his fellow-
citizens and protect their rights; but if he aspired to a leading
position, he should besides understand logie, rhetorie, the lan-

guages, living and dead, civil and criminal codes, be conversant

with current literature and the dramatic art, and with these,

aided by a cultivated elocution, he might impress those less gifted '

with his fascinating eloquence and eﬂ'ectwe massing .of facts.

I was astounded. I asked him how many mewbers had all
these gifts of nature. The school-master replied that they
were ‘“ not all gifts of nature; some of these requisites.are the
result of study in sciences and arts. I should say in answer,

Mr. Batkins, if T were to judge by their actions in the General "

Court, hardly a majority would come up to the proper standard.”

I ventured to ask if the Hon. Seth Spring had these. He
gaid he had many of them. He was a fine schulla,r, and a very
good speaker in debate.

¢« Well,”” said I, ¢ I cannot Tearn all these in sixty days,

Sundays and all; what do you recommend e to do? "’
He asked me how extensive a library I had. I told him

¢ Robinson Crusoe,” all the Farmers’ Almanacs from 1809,

« Charlotte Temple,” ¢ Eliza Wharton,”” ** The Columbian
Reader,”’ a book of National Songs, ¢ Mother Goose’s Melo-

dies,” ** New England Primer,” the Bible, and ‘‘Jefferson’s

Manual,” that I borrowed of the town clerk ; the ¢ History of
Rome * in eighﬁ volumes, with all my accounts while I kept
store, and a ** Dabol’s Arithmetic”” I used at school.

I thought the school-master was laughing at the list; but
he appeared to be serious. He said they were very good

works, all of them ; but he thought the Constitution of the . o

United Statey and of the State might be added with advantage.
The ¢ History of Rome ”” would do; but ““a little idea of Eng-
lish Grammar and a little readmg of parlismentary debates
might prepare the way for such’ other useful studies as your
time, Mr. Batkins, will permit.” :

¢ It is a hard job I've got, Mr. Birch.”’,

E
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The school-master thought T had better net attempt too

much at once, and commit to time the rvest.

I ‘msked Mr. Birch if he could write a speech for me, so that‘
I could learn it and read it, if I could not do any bettér. Mr.

- Birch said that might be done; upon what subject would I °

choose to speak ?.

I told him I supposed I should be expected to speak on the
temperance question ; eountry members, I was told, made that
their hobby ; but I wanted a speech so fixed that I could put
any subject in the middle of it, and have both ends do to hitch
on to anything else.

Bireh thought that was a o'mnd 1dea and sa,ld if I would
select the style of the “exordlum and pelomtlon » he would |
revolve the matter over in his mind.. ¢ Perhaps, Mr. Batkins,
the better way would be for you to write a speech in your way,
and let- mé make such emendations as might be found neces-
sary, and still presarve the Pecuharlty of manner you mlght

- desire to estabhsh

I told Birch I would try it; but, you understand, it was not
to be so altered that folks would say I did not compose it, and

so0 [ told Birch afterwards. I thought I would ask Bireh about

some of the great orators that I had heard spoken of; so I be-
gan on that one that I read about in the . History of Rome,”
that pitched into Cat-a-li-ne.so. I asked him if his name was
Cicero. ' I was always afraid to speak these names, and it ap-
peared on this occasion I was wrong. Mr. Birch said the great
conspirator’s '_name was Catiline, composed of three syllables;. -
and in Cicero, the consonant C was spoken goft, ag if 8. I was
dismayed. I remembered the C in carrots was not soft, so I
supposed it must be the same with Cicero. Mr. Birch said no.
There were rules that governed the sounds of consonants, and

“he.would instruct me in their application. I said ¢ All right,”

and asked Mr. Birch if Cicere was the greatest’ orator in the
world in thoge days.
13
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“ Among the Romans he was held to be, as was Demosthe-
nes among the Greeks; both are highly esteemed by modern
nations, as models in thelr dlﬁ'erent styles. Cicero was born
an orator.’ ' '

“QOh, he was ! T said. “1le could not help it, then. I
suppose the Greek gentleman was a self-made orator, Mr,
Birch ? 7

‘ e was self-taught, Mr. Batkins; he had great difﬁchlties ‘

to overcome. IHe had an impediment. in his speech, yet he

lived, in the popular language of the day, to make Philip
tremble on his throne, by his fierce eloquence and patriotie,

but terrible, invective power.”

¢ Made Phillips tremble?” I said. ¢ Who was Phillips? "

¢ Philip was king of Macedonia.”

“ And the Greek gentleman, with the 1mped1ment in his
speech, was on the stump against him 7

* Not precisely so. You must read the speeches of De-
mosthenes.” ' :
" As it appeared to me that T was more like Demosthenes than
Cicero, I'said I would. I was somewhat jnterested about the
impediment in his speech. I asked Mr. Birch if he stuttered.

Mr. Birch said, ** No, he did not stutter, exactly as we un-
derstand it; but by great perseverance, in constant and unre-
mitted exercise and exertion, he overcame his physical difficul-
ties, and became famous as an orator.” o

I told Birch I thought his case was encouraging to new

members. I did not know as I ever should make Phﬂhps'

tremble ; but I should like to know how he did it.
‘It is said he went to the sea- shore, and, ﬁllmo- his mouth
with pebbles, declaimed to the sea.’

“I think, Mr. Birch, you understand, I am more’ hkely to -

be like Demosthenes than Cicero. I can put’'stones in my
mouth and go down to the river, at night, and try my hand at
the ¢ fierce eloquence.” ”’
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“Well, Mr. Batkins, I shall be gla,d to agsist you; hegin’

your speech first, aud I will think of what is best to do next.”
I promised him I would do so. I asked him if he would
not like to_take part of his pay in potatoes, a barrel of cider,

or something of that sort, and after I got my wages from the
. Btate House I would pay him the balance for his lessons in

eash. e said he should he happy to accommodate “me, and

‘wished me good-evening. -
When he had gone I looked at myself in the glass, and I .
wished I bad what was in his” head. I would have given a -

large part of my body for some of his brains. Now, you un-
derstand, reader, that then I had to ask him how to spell some
of the words I have written down, and what they meant.

But I do not desire to ﬁll up this page with too many rep-

etitions. of my ignorance. It was I that was chosen to the
General Court, not he; and that shows the beautiful harmény
of republican mstxtutlons and governments in which it is not
the learned and competent only that ¢an aspire and be nomi-

BB nated tooffice, but, thanks to the purity of the hallot-box, that

ariory of the weapons of freemen, the most ignorant are as
eligible as the most Iearned W1th a good deal better chance of
bemg elected.
I took out my cortificate of olection from the envelope in
which it was kept since I received it from the town-clerk, that

i ‘made me sure that T was duly elected by the majority'of ine

 telligent voters, and I 1mmed1ately set about preparing myself
- for my duties.

I commenced writing a speech I began it, ¢ Mr. Presi-

- dent,” * Mr. Moderator,” “ Mr. Chairman.” I was not sure.
| which was right ; but, looking over the book of the last session,

| 1found the head man in the House was to be addressed ag Mr

| Speaker.” S0 I seratehed out all the rest, and wrote in large
| hand, ¢ Mister Speaker, — sir, — gentlemen : — I — T rige to
. epeak, and when I speak I expect— I hope——-—I mean. o —

e s ST M IUVSTE S UPUHFD Y OU D O
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say something.” T turned to the ¢ History of Rome,” to Cic- -

ero; but as I could not find anything he said that would suit
the temperance question, I gave it up. I turned to my old

friend, “ Robinson Crusoe;’” there was no help there. I

opened ** Charlotte T'emple ”” and ¢ Eliza Wharton,” the prim-
er, the arithmetic, and the Bible; in the Bible I found some
good things about temptation, and about the use of good. wine,
and to be careful not to put. new wine into old bottles; but
neither of these would do to begin with, I looked over the
Almanaes, — nothing there; the National Songs, >~ nothing

that would do to begin with. ¢ Mother Goose”” was consulted, -

all in valn. At last I hit upon the ¢ Columbian Reader.”
There I found a beginning of a Cicero speech. "It began,
““ Conscript Fathers,” and I soon discovered that that speech
was delivered in the Senate, and would not do in the House,
where I was to begin ‘“ Mr. Speaker.” I was in despair as to
writing, and got up from the table, and tried to imagine myself

in the State House, and that somebody had said something that

1 did not believe. I started again, with some of the school-
master’s rhetoric. Says T, “Mr. Speaker: If the gentleman
has won his spurs in this debate, and with these spurs intends

to ride over us war-horses from the country, sir, — the rural -

districts, — without saddle or bridle, My. Speaker, then I say
to him that we of the rural districts have séen the spurs taken
from many a rooster, who goes pillaging round the barn-yard,
without in any way contributing to the prosperity of the far-
mer or to the public good.” I wrote this down as quickly as I
could, and I here preserve it, in the original handwriting or a
similarity of it, just as I wrote it then, ‘

Aunt Dolly was vexed when she heard of my election.

Said she, ¢ Jefferson, you was a good boy, and in the ab-

sence of your father’s wife,” — that’s what she always called §

my mother, you understand, — ¢ I have done my best for you;
and te think you should get into politics, and have to go to

\ o i
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ihat dreadful Boston to live for three months, among all the
wickedness and temptations of that abominable place.”” .

 tried to persuade Aunt Dolly that I did| not believe there
was any more wickedness in Boston than in Cranberry Centre.
Says I, ¢ You understand, Aunt Dolly, where there are more
people there is moro wickedness. Dr. Blawter says, these
talks about cities are not to be taken except ¢ cum grano salis.’
You understand that’s Latin, Aunt Dolly, and it means with
the salt, as Dr. Slawter explained it to me; and you, Aunt
Dolly, are-one of the salts of the earth.” |

I am afraid you will get sick, Jefferson ; and then who
will fix the balm tea for you, and make your gruel? ”’

“ Nonsense ! ”’ says I, interrupting, I shall not be sick.
The doctor says there is no more danger there than here. I
shall not catch any of the city diseases, and as to dying, Aunt
Dolly, there can’t be no more people die than are born,

i though I read in the paper that the deaths were ten and 2 half

per cent. more than the births, in one place; but where they

| | found the half death I don’t understand.” Says I to Auut

Dolly, * Let us come to matters more important, Aunt Dolly.

.' B 1 want all the holes in my footings darned, the buttons put on
B 1y shirts, and my best trousers I wore to the party all fixed

up, Aunt Dolly; because I understand the members of the

B Tlouse go to meeting regularly in Boston. I must have my
| best clothes in good order.” _

Aunt Dolly was in dreadful low spirits about my going to Bos-

| ton; to tell the truth, I did feel a little down at the heel to6 ; but
@ 1 roscupagain, as I was spoken to by my fellow-townsmen, who
b almost all of them wanted me to do something for them when

I went to the (reneral Court. Mr. Spring called upon me

- one day, when I was in the midst of my studies. He said
| anything he could do to assist me he would do ; he offered to
lend me some of his speeches. I thought if I knew which one
g e “won his spurs ” with, I should like to study on that ;
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bat, you understand, I thanked him, and told him if I had
time to read them, I should be sure to call upon him. )

I worked sharp, but, as my father remarked; it was hard
work *“to teach old dogs new tricks,” and for a man of my
age to begin to go to school again was rather tough. 1 had
the school-master every day, and I spoke a piece to him and
answered questions. He was a good school-master; he used
to keep me up to the mark pretty well by telling me of some
old fellows, who got to be famous for one thing and another,
who did not begin to read until after they were fifty years old;
some of them +heir wives taught their alphabet. Ile kind
of hinted that if I had a wife it would help matters. He
said as ‘‘eternal vigilance was the price of liberty,” so was
eternal work necessary fo a man in public office.

I thought, on the whole, speaking the speech would be the
easlest, if I could once get it written out,.and put into my
head. The object with me at this time was not so much to
know, as to have my constituents and the Boston members
think I knew, all about things ; therefore, you undevstand, my
reader, that I paid the most attention to the Demosthenic part
of my education. I took every opportunity of studying the
speech and practising the attitudes. Whenever I went to the
barn I would begin with, ¢ Mr. Speaker.”” I used to -speak
to the cattle, and I began to think they had an idea of a
change in my manner of addressing them. The dogs used to
follow me about; our yellow and white bull-dog, I thought,
looked at the terrier sometimes as if they were estimating
upon what this new language of mine meant. Then I had
been down to the river with the walnuts in my mouth instead
of stones, two or three times; but, as the river was frozen over,
I suppose I did not improve as much as if it had been summer
time. I did not see any difference between' that and the barn
exercige. I could not remember the piece any longer, at any
rate. I asked the school-master what Demosthenes’ idea preb-
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“ably was in putting the stones into his mouth and going to the

gea-shore. He said that, as to the stones, I had better ask
Dr. Slawter, but as to the sea it was supposed that as he de-
sired to speak in the open air to great crowds, he would prac-
tise until his voice could be heard above the roar of the water
rolling on' the beach. I then saw, if that was so, why I did
not do any better at the river when it was frozen.

I inferred by this, that Demosthenes was a stump speaker ;
so it seemed that in Rome snd Greece they did things protty
much as they do in America. 7

Mr. Birch said I must not make such a mistake as that It
was Cicero that spoke in Rome, and Derosthenes to the
Grecks. I asked him if he was the man that said : —

* When Greok meets Greck then comes the tug of war.’

He said he thought not. There was no such saying then.
But T had really the speech disorder. I had gpeech on the
brain: : y

I worked along this way, until two days before the time I
was to take my departure. I tried on my best suit, had my

- overcoat and: my umbrella mended, my high-crowned hat ironed

smooth, my shoes half-soled and heeled; for I did not intend to
spend any more out of my two dollars and half ¢ per diem”
in Boston than I could help. I had my father’s old travelling-.
bag new strapped, and got Drystone to paint on it, ““J. 8.
Batking, Cranberry Centre,” in large, white letters. |

. I made some calls among the neighbors, including a visit to
Feathergilt’s villa, where the principal people of Cranberry Cen- .
tre had congregated. In compliance with the then prevailing idea,
liquors and wines were not introduced. We had cake and tea,
the feast being intellectual. Whether or not it was the absence
of the inspiring beverage, or whether it was that'my mind was
.80 much occupied - with public matters, you understand, I
thought it was about as stupid a party as I ever attended.
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Miss TFeathergilt, now grown a little older, to my vision
looked less like a rat than at our fivst meeting. She had
grown much stouter. She hoped I should have a pleasant
time, and should be happy to hear from me. She had friends
in Boston, and should probably make a visit to that city dur-
ing the winter, and hoped to have the pleasure of hearing my
speech, which I had informed her, you underst&nd ‘that I had
been gome time preparing. :

I think I used to feel more at home talking with Miss
Feathergilt than any other lady of my acquaintance, with the

exception of Aunt Dolly, and some of the old ladies at the

poor-furm, I had bad more conversations with her than any
other woman. I rather got to liking to talk with her, you un-
derstand, since she read ¢ Charlotte Temple,” and * Eliza
Wharton ” to me, and listened to my ideas of “ Robinson Cru-
-s0e.””  Just at this time, if I had been obliged to be married,
I am not sure that I would not have been satisfied to perform
my share of the nuptial ceremony with Miss Feathergilt. I
don’t think I was in love with her as young folks talk these
things, becanse both of us were too old for such kind of non-
sense; but I confess I did not feel sorry when she used to come
to the homestead, though Aunt Dolly insisted, you understand,
that she had a design upon me, or, in other words she was

eourting me ; and that reminds me of one objection made to

me by one of Drystone’s stamp speakers, who said I was a
bachelor, aud he did not think it was for the moral good of the
community, that any man should hold a public office, who had
not agreed lawfully to provide for at least one woman.

I am not afraid to say it now, but if my election had depended
upon my getting married, I think I should have done it, and
Miss Feathergilt being willing, you understand, as I think
she would have been, we should now perhaps be just starting,
g0 as to pass our honeymoon in the great city. It did not
happen, however, and I was just bidding her good-by in
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her single condition, after which I- Walked to. the homestead to
continue my preparations. ;

I had -an old friend- in Boston who was pretty well-to-do,

‘and when he was on a visit to Cranberry Centre, he invited
- me, if I ever came to Boston, to come to his houge. To be

sure, he did not think at that time, you perceive, that I should
ever be a member of the General Court. I thought it would
be cheaper and better than going to a Boston tavern; sol
wrote to -him, and looking at the Almanac, I find it
was in December, 1851. I do not put this letter into my.
life, as there has been some dispute about a letter in which it
is averred I made some unguarded allusion to a lady of my
acquaintance, you understand, in early life. . If I change my
mind in- this respect, I will put the letter in the appendix at
the end of the book. 'I am equally guarded, you understand,
in respect of some letters which have been sent to me, and if
necessary they will be referred to the same committee. — Bless
me !" how the old- idea, comes to me ! — I mean the same ap-
pendix to my book.

The next morning I put the letter in the post-office. Mrs.
Bacon met me, and she sald 1¢¢ Mr. Batkins, when are you

- going to Boston ? 7’

I said, “ Next Monday.”

H Well ”” said she, ¢ Abby's going to Boston to see her
aunt and if she is ready, will you see her safely there? She
has never been to Boston, and perhaps while you are there you
will give her good advice.”

I told Mrs. Bacon that I would do anythmg in my power

~ for Abby, and if she was at the depot for the first' train I

would see that she was comfortable on the road; and if she
did not get rea&y, to write me what train she Would come on,

and I would meet her .at the Boston depot and go to her aunt’s

with her. :
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She said she supposed I should go to the Tremont Tavern,
and if Abby missed me, she could find me there.

-I told her I should not go to the Tremont Tavern. I
gave her the address of my friend in Boston where I should
board, and told her to send Abby there for me, or to the State

House, and inquire for me, — that is, for Mr. Batkins, you
understa,nd

Mrs. Bacon thanked me, and said she hoped I Would have a

pleasant time.

Without any explanation some people, in view of' alI the
circumstances, might think that I was demeaning myself, — a,
member of the General Court,—to be interested in Mrs.
Bacon’s daughter. I have to say it was simply a friendly act
of good-natured willingness to do good on my part. Abby
Bacon was a nice, pretty girl;.and this simple act of good-
nature, as it will be seen hereafter, cost me something in money,
you understand, and came near to ruining my reputation.

Mr. Bean gave me a few hints as to some matters in which
he was interested in Boston. I did not know what to think
of bim. 1 could never see through his schemes. I only knew
be had none of the sneak tricks in trade. When he was in
my store he wag opposed to a great many of the customs of
shop-keepers, who desired to be considered honest men and
fair dealers, He would never sell sand for sugar, — it was
said Deacon Smoothe did, — nor meal for ginger, nor mix
flour with mustard. With him coffee was coffee, pepper was
‘pepper.  Ilis great genius was in finance. Boan was a mag-
ter at screwing up of figures on paper, and other of the fine
iwistings of the art of money-making, and competent to be the
president of a financial college. The singular success that
attended his operations was the result of circumstances, not

comprehended at this time, but were developed by years of

further practices, of which my reader, in due time, shall be
informed.
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OHAPTER XXIV.

MY DEPARTURE AND ARRIVAL IN-BOSTON.

WagN I left the homestead, with my travelling equipage, I
experienced, I dare say, somewhat similar sensations to those
of the early friend of my youth,.  Robinson Crusoe,” lefen
he left home to seek his fortune. - Our errands were as unl_lke
as our ages; he a youth, I in a forward state Qf m&tﬂ‘.[.'lty,
if not in my prime. Years are artificial divisions o‘f time,
Man’s life has been divided jnto seven ages by a writer of
authority, whenever nature, in' its many forms, is to be dis-
cussed. This writer gives, accordmg to seriptural limit of the
life of man, ten years in each” age, making the .understood
right of life threescore years and ten. Mal.ly live beyond
this term; a greater number never reach it; the doctors
heir reasons
gwIi fs iot then the years a man has existed that should be the
criterion of his condition mentally or physically. It is the

" question of original condition and after-development.

I was leaving my native town, for the first time, to go to
live in a new country, that country, Boston, — Boston,; that
I had heard of all my life; Boston that I had read of in the

-newspapers ; Boston, the home of the wealthy, the learned,

the * commercial emporium ”’ of New “England ; Boston, famous

. in the days of the Revolution, remembered in the annals of I

the past, filled w1th churches and s¢hools, and yet said to be the
wickedest city of the Hast; and to this combination of quick-
sands and whirlpools I, J efferson §.. Batkins, was about to |
commit myself, to be a sojourner, a dweller, a tra,velier in its

“streets.
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Such were my thoughts, as I stood upen the platform of
the depot and cast my -eyes about me; and this, I said, in-
wardly, is Cranberry Centre. The loud ringing of the bell
of the engine started those people from their seats around the
8tove in the station-house who were bound east on this train.

Abby Bacon had not come; the representative from ILeaden-

ville was going to Boston, and others of my acquaintance
were hound to different places on the line of this famous rail-
road, the advent of which had made such a ferment in the
town as to cauge that ¢‘ indignation meeting,” now almost for-
gotten, and probably rescued from oblivion and preserved only
in this record of my life, in a tangible form for reference.

The train stopped; we entered a car; again the bell rung,
and away we flew, the rattling wheels over the iron rail testify-
ing to a rate of speed greater than ever I had moved before.
Amid the confusion my mind was in, as trees, houses, bridges,
and other objects were passed, Mr. Speaker occasionally
obtruded, and Cicero and Demosthenes were mixed up with

the modern names of those I was to be agsociated with in the

capitol, which I was told was near the Oommon —a part of
the city familiar to everybody in the town.

My imagination, never of a kind that had lifted me much
above my station in life, was a little more active than usual.
I could not help contrasting, however, my father’s description
of a journey to Boston, in his day, as he termed it, with the
conveyance now furnished by those much-abused corporations
that build railroads for public accommodation, with no expec-
tation of profit to themselves. Then, the journey in summer

was made by long-winded stages for passengers, and slow

wagons with produce for the city supply, and return load of
dry goods and groceries for the country. In the winter this
work was performed by old-fashion pung .teams, driven by
cider-drinking farmers, their sons, or hired men, with~Geea-
sionally a female traveller returning from a weddin -
giving ball, or other rural merrymaking. '
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I was as pleased as a boy with many things I saw on the
road. Mental activity had sharpened up my appetite, which
had not been too good since I had been in preparation for the
State ITouse. Aunt Dolly had provided for my comfort on
the road, and had put in the top of my carpet-bag some pie and
cheese, half-a-dozen of her best doughnuts, and some tea in a
small bottle, which I verily believe, when I drank from it, my

“follow-passengers thought was ardent spirits, prepared with

molasses for the occasion, and known in those days as black-
strap, by those who imbibed this celebrated New England
beverage.- I partook of these refreshments with a display of
satisfaction which caused a smile, I observed, at my independ-
ence, from some of our well-dressed companions of the car.

I frequently heard my name whispered around, as people

" came into the ears. 'The member from Leadenville spoke it

when he came in. -He was seated by the side of a lady, to
whom he was very attentive ; and at every stopping-place he
seemed to have acquaintance with the passengers taken in.
t Batking,” ¢ Cranberry Centre,”’ were repeated by her as
often as her new friends joined in the conversation. The
oftener I heard my name, the more I kept silent, pulling up
my shirt-collay, and adjusting my bandanna neckerchief,
as the increase of blood rushing to my head, in consequence

of a more‘emlted opﬁnion of myself, rendered this action nec-

essar

Wien we started it was a cold winter day, and the weather-
wise people in the cars discussed the probability of a snow-storm ;
and, sure enongh, it was soon upon us. We were now within
a few miles of Boston. People were picking up their shawls
and overcoats, pulling out their portmanteans and travelling-
bags, and we should soon be scattered at the Boston terminus,
each to go his way. Looking outof a window of the car, rising
above what appeared to be a wood of leafless trees, 1 saw th.e
tops of houses, and one high above them all, — the majestic

N
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State House, with its top looking like a large pumpkin with |

one end cut off, and standing on something that looked like
the front of the meeting-house in Cranberry Centre. I knew
the building by a picture I had seen, but, to be sure, I asked
a man if that was the State House, where the General . Court
met. He said it was, and added, It will soon be filled by
all the noodles of the country, who come here once a year de-
termined to destroy the interests of Boston.,” I thought to
myself he little suspects that I am one of the noodles.

He asked me if I came from the country I told him T did.

“ What town ?”

¢ Cranberry Centre,”” I replied.

¢ Cranberry Centre,” said he; I never heard of the place
Some one-horse-power town, Isuppose. So they send a rep-
resentative this year?”’ -

I said, ¢ They do.”

“Who 18 it? 7

‘““ Mr. Batkins,”” said I. «J. 8. Batkins.”’

“ Batkins? I never heard of him. What kmd of a fellow
is he, Whig or Democrat ? "

b Nelther * said I * He was elected on the Honest Men’s
and Independent ticket.”

¢ Cranberry Centre,”’ said he. = ¢ Is not that the tow_n Seth
‘8pring came from ? ?? -

I told him it was.

“ Well,”” said he, “I knew Sprlng He was an able man.
Is this Batkins rich ? ”?

““No, he is a farmer, pretty well-to-do.”

¢ Married man!? ' '

“No; a bachelor.”

“Do you know him?”?

“Well, yes, I am somewhat acquainted Wlt]l him.”

“ What is his given name?”

¢ Jefferson.”
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“ Well, that is a pretty good- Democratic name.”’ _

I was lifting up my travelling-bag, when he saw the letters
of my name. Says he, ¢ Axe you Mr. Batkins?” I told
him I was. He said, ¢ I am very glad to make your acquaint-
ance; here is my card. Come and sec me, I am a member
of the House, and I dare say we shall become very good friends.”

~ We were now going into the depot: He bade me good-
evening, after asking me where I was going to put up, and said .
he would call and see me in the morning. I followed the rest
out into the street, and there were carriages and wagons, ‘and a
great crowd of people. I was looking for the State House, but I
could not see it; it was snowing; 80, before I started, I thought
I would ask one of the hack-drivers. I agked one, who wanted

to know if I did not want to ride, if he knew Where the State

House was. He said he *“didn’t know anything else.”’

I was cautioned against, beirig put upon by straﬁgers ‘50 I
would not tell him exactly where I was. going, you understand,
and I said, “I want to go to the State House; from there

I think T ean find the way. I am going myself to Mr. Tre-

mont’s Tavern; that's near the State House, T think.”

He »said it was, and he was going right up that way.

“Well,” T said, “if yo‘u are going up that way and invite
me to ride, I will accept your invitation.”

He took my traveﬁlmg-bag, and showed me the way to his
cab, as he called it, —a thing on two wheels with a door
behind. Says I, “Do you know where Mr. Reuben Wilson

‘lives, up that way ?”

“ Yes, he is expecting you.”

‘“ Oh, you know me then?”

““Yes, of course I do. I have been waiting for you.”

. He bundled me in, Jumped on and drove off, bumping me

over the stones, turning round corners every minute, swearing

at the rest of the drivers, till at last he stopped at a nice-
looking -house near the meeting-house, saying, ¢ Iere’s the
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place, sir.”” T walked up the steps, and by the lantern that was

before the door I read, on a large brass sign, the name of my
friend. Says I, ““Yes, this is the place ; give me my bag.”

‘“ Fifty cents,” said he — ¢ fare.”

‘“ Fifty cents,” said I; “no such thing. T didn’t agree to
give you any fare. You invited me to ride; said you came on
purpose for me. Give me my bag., I am a member of the
General Court.”

He said he did not care what court I was member of whether
it was a general or corporal. Ie should keep the bag till I

paid him his fare. I pulted at the bell-handle. A girl came .

to the door. I asked if Mr. Wilson was in. She said he

was. Says I, ““Tell him"Mr. Batking has come to see him.”

““ Walk in,” says she. So I took hold of the bag, and the cab
driver followed me in, saying he wanted his fare. Mr. Wil-
son came and took me by the hand, and asked what was the
matter. I told him. He laughed, paid the driver half a
dollar, who went off, saying that I was the greenest old cuss
ke ever drove from a railroad,

I took off my great-coat and hat, wiped the snow off my
boots, and was invited into the sitting-room, where a nice fire
was blazing in the grate. He introduced me to his daughter,
whom I had not seen since she was a little child. She had
-.grown to be a handsome young woman. She was as polite'to
me as a judge’s wife. Then he introduced me to another
lady, that I had seen at Cranberry Centre. At that time she
wasa good-looking young woman. She used to remind me of
a handsome goose, the way she used to swing her hea.d round
on a long white neck. .

I still adhere to my notion of people’s lookmg llke animals
and birds and fishes. T think that bird, the goose, has a hand-
some way of stepping as well as swmomg her head. This
lady had that way of stepping, too, in eonsequence, I suppose,
of not having very long legs. I think this lady was a little
more goosey in her stepping out than when I first saw her, for
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the rea}sori, I suppose, of her growing more fat. This makes |
gome women ineligible for a number 6f pastimés, — such as
dancing, horseback-riding, and going upstairs.

She was good-looking, notwithstanding her increased age
and size. She received me with a great deal of politeness, which
I returned with bows and a smiling countenance.- My friend’
asked me if I would not have some refreshment.. I thanked '
him, and consented to a proposition for some tea. The two
ladies — the daughter, and the other, I believe, the aunt —
left the room, and we sat over the fire, and entered into con-

" yersation as to matters and things, and old recollections of

Cranberry Centre. .

Mr. Wilson married hig wife in our town, but had made
Boston his home for many years, and was cons1dered a very
worthy citizen.

My friend inquired for Seth Spring. T told him Seth was
well, that we were on-good terms; but he was a little touched
up because he was not sent to the General Court. “ At one
time it was thought he might run from Leadenville. He had
property there. But some of the lawyers in the back part of
the State said it would not do to take a man from another
district, as he was not supposed to represent Saw-mﬂ]s but his
fellow-citizens. So, Wilson, Seth stays at home, and I am
the member from Cranberry Centre. Say you, now, you never
expected to see ine here in Boston in that capacity, did you?”’
~ “Well, Batkins, no. I cannot say that I did. I thought
you was rather opposed to political action. By the way,
you are mot married yet?”’ -

¢“No, I am not married.” |

“If I recollect rightly,”” said he, *‘ matrimony was not one
of your favorite schemes.”

~ “No, it was not,-no more than politicg; but I tell you,
Wilson, there is something awful catching in polities. I kept

out of the way of it, some t,1me, but when I got among office-
14
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holders, I had such an itching to be one too, that all the
geratching of friendly admonition, both from Aunt Dolly and
other Christian well-wishers, could not overcome it.”

‘“ Do you come with instructions from your constituents, or
are you left to follow your own ideas of what is for the general
good 777 »

‘““ Well, upon some points, I suppose I am instructed, and
- on others, T am left, as you say, to act *‘ pro bono publico,” —
that sounds good, don’t 1t? You did not expect to hear me
talk Greek and Latin.”

‘“ Well, we often hear that phrase; it is ahout as cominon
as ‘E pluribus unum.” I never could understand why that
national motto or the legends upon State shields should be in
dead languages; however, we have much to learn before we are
thoroughly nationalized. Upon what ticket were you elected ? *?

* The Honest Men’s and Independent ticket.”

‘“ A third party?”’

“ Yes, o third party ; in this case it was first, number one.
Well, my instractions from some of our folks are to go against
anything that.is to increase the power of Leadenville and
Beet Borough, and I got a letter from a man, I will not. tell
you his name, who has given me his views, and a letter to a
lawyer here who will keep me posted all the way along.”

. ““ A responsible position, Mr. Batkins, you assume.”

““Yes, I am aware of the responsibility, and Mr, Birch and
I together have been working up matters, so that I feel better
than I did upon the responsibility.

“ By the way, Wilson, there’s one thmg I want to a,sk you

about before I forget it. We are old friends, and anything I

say to you, of course will not get out. I am to use my dis- |
cretion on the liquor law; but until things are fixed, I am

always to vote against anything the Boston members fayor ;
then our folks say I am sure to be right.”? I took out of my
pocket the letter which I had not time to ask Birch about,
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- and showed it to Wilson. - Says T, « Therelig a word, I can't

tell how to speak it, and, to tell the truth, Wilson, I don’t
exactly know what it means, though I heard it used by Seth
Spring in our town-meetings, and in the bank days. 'There

Cit is: ¢There is a 0-L-I-Q-U-E at work alwa.ys ' How does that

go, when you want to talk it in a speech? Kleenk, aint’
t 91

“No, Batkms chque

“Yes, kleenk, that always vote together; now [ am-to
attack that Boston kleenk, on all occasions.”

“Yes, Batkins, that clique, as your friend calls if, is no °
common organization, You will find some of our ablest men
associated together to resist unwise legislation. It would not
always be safe for you, Batkins, until you have more expe-
rience in such matters to attack them.”

‘T suppose not some real gritty fellows,”’ said 1 ¢ take the
hair right off your head to hear some of them, I suppose It

- would be a little safe at first to be on their side"’

“What ! on the side of the clique, Ba.tkms that you are
sent here to oppose? "’

“That’s a fact, Wilson, and I begin to think already that this
'politics is a kind of trade, and to make much out of it a fellow
has to serve his time at it.”” - .

“Well, my friend,”” said Wilson, laughing, * you are not .
the first man who has come from the country with pretty
well-established opinions, that has gone home very much
changed in his views as to the Boston members.”’

“I have a speech, — between ourselves, — all written out, |
and I have spoken it a great many times.”

“ That may be good practice to get you in the Way of .
addressing audiences, but I cannot well understand how you
can write a speech before you have decided the questlon upon
which side you are to speak.” )

“Well, the idea is that I go against kleeriks; but gener-
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ally T am liberal in my sentiments. Then I want the people
to think that I am aequainted with history, and such like:
so I touch on America, industry, Russia, Bonaparte, the
Revolution, the Constitution, the rights of the majority, free-
dom, Great Britain and Ireland; a little slanting touch on
rum and temperance, and other prevailing topies.”

*“Well,” said Wilson, I should like to hear it; it appears
to be a good mixture, but, like some of the doctors’ mixtures,
until taken you can’t always tell the way they work. When
you speak, Batking, I must try and go up to the House, and
hear you.” o

“Of course. You know, Wilson, I don’s pretend I wrote
it all myself. Some of it is from Demosthenes, some from
Cicero, some from the ¢ Farmers’ Almanac ;7 here and there a
bit from Daniel Webster’s speeches, a little altéred and im.
proved ; some from the newspapers, — whenever I saw any-
thing that appeared to be of my way of thinking, I put it in.”’

- Batkins, you are naturally of an eclectic turn, and you
are not alone. Many legislators have the same cultivated
faculty, and upon its exercise secure a good reputation. I
shall be curious to hear your Mosaic speech.”’ :

Mosaic and eclectic, says I to myself. I wonder what they
mean ; but at this time I thought I would not ask Wilson ;
80 says I, “ Wilson, wouldn’t you like now just to hear a
littlo of my speech ? »? .

I took out the speech ; it was tied up ina. piece of brown
paper, and my name written on the cutside, in case I should
drop it anywhere: Wilson said while the women-folks were.
getting my supper he would be pleased to hear it; so I un-
rolled it. Says I, I-begin in this way: ““ Mr. Speaker, when

I arose to answer a question, I did not intend to make a

speech.” :
“Well, but Batkins, if you rise with the manuseript in
your hands, how can you say that? ‘
“ I don't intend to show the written speech. I intend to
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have it between two newspapers. O Wilson, I know enough
for that! I have seen the minister put his sermon between the
Bible leaves on the same account.” \ |
If my reader has a good mémory, he will see 'whelre the
beginning of my speech came from: ¢ Mr. Speaker, we are
upon the eve of great events. Sometimes Whe?n the serenity
of the cerulean arch above our heads is undisturbed by a
cl'oud, suddenly a speck appears no larger th;yn my’ hand!, and
in that speck there lurk the whirlwind and the hurricane,
tire tornado and the devastating tempest.”” Istopped to hear
what Wilson would say. He said nothing, you understand.
I told him it went on this way some time, until I began to
answer the objections of the other side to wy side. ° :
Wilson said then, “I suppose you are replying ‘to one of
the cligue.” ‘ , , :
““Yes, just as likely as mot it will-be one of thosra: smz?rt
ones, and here’s what I say.” I now rose from my chm?.
Says I; “Mr. Speaker, if. the _gentlema,n. who has won hig |
spurs i this debate, and with these spurs‘l'ntends to rlde'o:ver
the old war-horses from the .country, sir, the ]a.w—a,bldmg'
Christian representatives of the rural districts,. without saddle
or bridle, Mr. Speaker, then I say to him that we of the rural
districts have seen the spurs taken from many a presumPtuous
rooster, whose business was to 2o abo_l_lt the farm pil_laglflg, —_
pillaging, Mr. Speaker, without in any way c?ntrlbum_ng 'to‘
‘the increase of chickens, or in any way using his faculties for
the public good, If the gentleman uses his spurs here, I sug-
gest to him that there are those who will unshja,p' them, bz.tttgr
thein points, and Cranberry Centre Will ‘sustain t-he act, if. it
should be done by a member who represents a different con-
stituency.”’ ‘ . '
I stopped again. Wilson was listening; he arose to Poke
the fire a little, to put up a ‘burned stick or something,
although, I confess, you understand, that I thought hel was
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laughing a little at what the school-master thought was a good
Joke about the spurs. As he did not speak, I thought I would

say something ; so I said, ¢ Wilson, now tell the truth. Is.

there anything very bad in the speech ? *

‘““Well, Batkins, I do not know. What your speech is
driving at, I cannot tell. I have heard much of the same
sort, and they print it in the newspapers. Still, I think I
must reserve my opinion until I hear you at the State House."”

The young lady came in to say that supper was ready; so
I put up my speech, you understand, and with Wilson ad-
journed to the supper room. There, at the head of a neatly
get table, was sitting the other lady, who, now that she was
seated, did not appear to.be so portly. She was one of those
kind that stand low and &it high; that you think are shors
when standing, and tall when sitting, — as I have mentioned
in another case. ‘ '

We had a very pleasant time at the table. At thislate day
it would be no advantage to anybody to recite the articles upon
the table, or the manner of the cooking. I was satisfied in my
mind that this department of house-keeping was well managed,
and after the experience Thad had of Aunt Dolly’s skill in the
culinary art, you understand, I think my judgment was worth
something.  After supper we talked a little of the news of the
. dmy. Asit was a stormy night, I femaincd in the house. My
friend Wilson said he should be pleased to show me a little of
Boston by gas-light, but would take some other opportunity.

I retired to the chamber appointed for me, after receiving
a hearty invitation to make myself at home while I remained,
and wrote up my journal to that date, and begun a letter to
my father. Feeling a little fatigued, I blew out the gas-light

and retired to my bed; — when I soon discovered the mistake .
I had made, by the smell in the room, and rose up precipi-

tately, and after a little while occupied in the dark in finding
the stopeock, shut off the offensive 8, and prepared to pre-
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cipitate myself again into the bed. T wish it to be understood
here that I was hot entirely ignorant of gas-light machinery.

- The candlestick, or whatever it wad, was on a table, not fast-

ened to the wall, or I should not have made this mistake ;

others have done the same thing, no doubt but being in a

strange house, eating a hearty supper, thmkmg over my

~speech and the prospects of the morrow, confused me, and I

pursued my old habit at home of blowing out instead of shut-
ting off. Tt was not a serious blunder, nor the only one I
made during my sojéurn-in Boston city.
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CHAPTER XXV.

MY FIRST VISIT T¢ THE STATE HOUSE.

I was up early in the morning. The snow-storm had not
been a very extensive effort of nature. It was sufficient to
whiten the ground, and to give a wintry look to the houses
in the neighborhood. I saw some fine-looking buildings. In-
quiring the way, I soon found myself in State Street, and the
signs reminded me of an old riddle or conundrum that I read in
the almanac: ““ Why is State Street like a river? Because
there are banks on both sides of it.”” And now I had seen
this river through which I supposed there was always running
a stream of money. I noticed the old State House. I re-
membered that, from its heing in the middle of the strect, —
as I saw it in a picture of the Boston masgsacre. Then I saw
a building they told me was City Hall. I walked up a street

by the Tremont Tavern, and then I was in front of the new

State House. The emotion I had at my first glance of the
whole of this edifice I will not undertake to deseribe. T took
a good survey of the premises, thinking with delight that I
should, before the sun set, stand in the hall where so many of
my 1llustrious predecessors had been before me. I was satis-
fied with what T had seen of Boston, and returned to my
friend Wilson’s, where I enjoyed a hearty breakfast, T was
to go and draw for my seat, —that was to be my first official
act, as [ wag informed. The postman brought me a letter.

I opened it. It was from Abby’s mother ~about Abby, and-

read as follows:
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) o  January, 1859,
st Syuire Batkins, representive of cranbery centre to ginral cort— Stait Husg —

“ MisTER DATKINS, DEER sUR:—] tak me pen in hand to inform yu, that Abby is
sik and she cudn’t cum 98 agreed upon wich wen this cums yu will no. she will
ocum in larst trane to-morror, or nex da, or nex week. If yu will meet hor and
go with her tu her aunt’s, wich she will tell you were she lives; yu wil much
oblege . your humbil servint,

¢ Parsepa Bacoxw.

“Pp. 8. hur aunt kepes a boa.rdm’-Hus, and isefmurs and such refreshlngs at the

north end. she wil cum a cros to Mane rail rode depot.”

After reading this letter from the good old lady, I went to
my room, and begun, as was my custom, to read over my speech.
Being in a strange house, I did not want to speak it out loud,
though I should have liked to have done so. I laid it down
upon the table, and went through the motions, not forgettmcr
to work out what Mr. Birch called the emphatic words. I
asked Mr. Wilson, after T went down, if he would go up to

_the State House with me. e said he would, whenever I wag
-~ ready. We sat down' a little longer, when all at onco I

remembered that I had not finished my letter to my father. I

spoke to Wilson about it. He said I could write it at the

State ouse; there was plenty of pens and ink, and -paper,
and if I was particular about the seat I was going to draw, I
had better be in good time. = He would go up to the State
House with me, leave me to arrange matters, “and then,
Bitkins,” says he “you can come home when you please.

- Our dinner hour is two o’clock.”

I took a look into the glass over the chimney-mantel, to see
if my hair was all fixed right. I don’t think that I have

-mentioned the way I bad of smoothing my hair a little over

my forehead. I was a little bald; so I found some difficulty
in keeping my thin locks from falling over my ears. As [
was starting I followed my usual habit and stralghtened it in
the right way.

Another thing T have omitted to s’mte — the color of my
hair and.eyes.. Well, it was always considered that T took
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them from my father. Aunt Dolly said I was all Batkins,
but my hands and feet, and them was all Withaspoon, — the
name iy mother was born with before it was changed, as has
been related, to Batkins. People who have thus far read my
life ought to be able to judge as to the color of my eyes and hair

by my temperament and actions, as they have seen them under. *
different circumstances. Dr. Slawter said I had no very

marked temperament, but that I was a little of all combined.
That’s what a phrenologist told me once about my bumps.
He said if I had strong ones on one side, they were offset by
strong ones on the other, so that I had a pretty well-balanced
head; and that’s the case with my temperament. However,
the question of Batkins and Withaspoon blood settled as may
be hereafter, the size of my boots and gloves determined by
actual measurement as they may be, my bumps and tempera-
ments scientifically arranged as they may be, — I was now
ready to go with my friend to the State House, to be perhaps
introduced to some of Boston’s ablest gons, and to make that
~ first move that should write the name of Batkins on the
archives of the Commonwealth. As we passed along we no-
ticed several individuals, who, Wilson said, were country
members. They were travelling the same way we were; he
said, bound for the State House. I asked him how he could
tell the country members from any others,

‘“Batkins, there is a different style of appearance as

well as manner. They have the characteristics of persons

not at home. There is more uncertainty in -their step

upon the bare stones of the street and the sidewalks;

some of them have an anxious expression, as if the importance
of their situation was fully comprehended and In some cases
there is a development of suspicious caution in hhelr move-

ments, and quick glance, as if they were in “constant expecta,-,
tion of being cheated in some way. They appear to be -

always buttoning up their coats instinctively, as if they were
surrounded by pickpockets.”’
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T stopped him: * Wilson, you are Joking. Do I appear
so? If you did not know me, now, would yséu take me for
a country member ? ”’

Wilson gave me a look from head to foot. *“ Well, yes,
Batkins, I think I should 1f I met you in the nemhborhood of
the Stmte House.” . . _

That’s. just where we were at that time. I was looking

) up at the great dome, and thinking it wounld not be long before .

I should be under it. I inspected some of the country members a
little more closely as they were going in, and I think, on the
whole, Wilson was right about it. There was a difference be-
tween them and the slicked-up Boston legislators; who appeared
to be_always at home everywhere; and the longer L was .
among them the more convinced T was of the correctness of
this opinion, you understand. We walked Up A narrow pas-
sagé-way, from one corner of- the building, and did not go up
the high steps on the front that was facing the Common,

There was a good deal of bustle and stir going on. Wilson
introduced me to a gentleman who I thought, by his lgoks,
and the way he gave his orders about there, was the governor,
He had shining buttons on his coat, and a cockade in his hat. .
He did not, to be sure, look like Mr. Boutwell’s picture that T -

. saw once. I don’t think Mr. Boutwell ever had much of the

grand look of a governor, according to the pictures of his pre-
decessors which are hanging up in Mr. Kimball’s Museum,

—a place which had much to do with my happiness, as I

shall explain hereafter: As he was a store-keeper, and as that
once was my calling, I was rather pleased with his election,

you understand, on that account. We are apt to he glad if

any of our follow craft are exalted by public opinion into ex-
ecutive position or any other high station.

I see’T am following my old fashlon when I get an idea of
one thing to mix it with another. The gentleman who
seemed engaged in his officious, or rather official duty, was not .
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the governor, but the sergeant-at-arms; and, as I afterwards =

learned, in some matters Le knew more of the whirl of the
wheels than the governor himself, and had more power to
. make things pleasant for the members. He and Wilson- were
old friends. I believe Wilson had been a representative him-
self. When I was introduced to him he offered me his hand,

which was as soft and white as a lady’s. He addressed me

thus: ‘“ Mr. Batkins, I welcome you to Boston, and to the State
Ilouse. Anything I can do to make your visit agreeable
will give me great pleasure.” — I thank you kindly for
your expression of good intentions, and if you ever go out of
town, and come to (Jl.mbeny Centre, I shall be lmppy to re-
turn all your compliments 1’7 this was my reply. ‘

Iie said he was quite busy; hoped I would excuse him;
but if I would look at the hall, and select such seat as I
would prefer, in ease that I did not draw one to my mind,
he might arrange to exchange it for me with some repre-
sentative who would not be particular.

“This is your first visig, Mr. Batking, and those in their
first year do not generally prefer a seat near the spea,kel the
old stagers do.”’ : : -

I thanked him. Wilson said, as I was in good hands, he
would leave me. FHe did so, after exchanging a word or two
with the sergeant-at-arms. They both laughed simultaneously,
looking at me. I have no doubt, although I never inquired, that
the juke was at my expense personally, or at all country mem-
bers collectively. The sergeant-at-arms called to him a man
whose name I did not very distinctly hear. It sounded like
Brinkeyfield, or something like that.  After saying, ¢ Brinkey-

ficld, you will see that Mr. Batkins, of Cranberry Centre, is

properly attended to,”” he left me to bestow the light of his
smiling countenance and touch of his soft fingers, in the wel-

coming of others to the scenes of their former labors and tri-
umphs.
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I think my introduction by Wilson to the sergeant-at-arms
was rather in my favor. ., Looking back upon those haleyon -
days, 1 think I shou]d not have fared so well but for
this fnend ab court. He used to try to post me up in the
way of the thing. . I was naturally of a confiding dlsposmon
and in my first days I used frequently to inform him of my

grxevances, and how some members tried to be rough on me.

I am satisfied he never betrayed my confidence in him, and his.
advice, I have no doubt, saved meé from many unpleasant pre-
dicaments, some of which I may refer to, as I proceed in my
1etrlslat1ve career. ‘ .
My dear reader, you will obhcre me if you will constantly
bear in mind tint I do not propose to disouss politics in .
the interest of any partisan feelings, It is not known to

_this day whose vote it was that elected me. -Chosen as I

was, by the IHonest Men’s and Independent party, I consid-
ered it a~duty to my constituents, or a majority of them, not
to act with either of the other great factions, then striving for
the mastery m the State. T must sometimes name these
factions. I may speak of Whigs and Demoerats; but, you
understand, I am not to be classed with either. Great events
followed the action of the Legislature of which I was o Inem-

~ ber, and, as T was saying, to which I was about to draw my
seat. They call the days of which I am writing now, the

days of the cealition, and L suppose I must admit, so far as -

. Cranberry Centre was concerned, I was elected by a coalition,

although, you understand, I did not make it. I was selected as
a candidate and elected, with a reservation always to occupy a
veutral ground, and I put it in here, it is of no consequence
whether, previous to that time, I was a Whig or a Democrat:
It is evident things bad changed. THon. Seth Spring, my
predecessor, was a Whig ; Drystone was a Democrat. Bat-
kins could not have been elther in public estimation. Now, I
still. preserve this balance of power within myself, which
perhaps, had as much o do as anything else in making the
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name of Batkins famous; and the policy I adopted on all
ovcasions, where voting was to be done, was significant of the
party whose principles I represented at that time.

- T have been delighted in my retirement to have found
myself referred to as a model legislator. I will not, however,
santicipa.te the future, in that respect; let my reputation depend
upon my action in accord with that neutral, conciliating, non-par-
tisan policy, of which it was claimed I was the founder. The

drawing of my seat was to be one of my first official acts. . I

had understood it was done on the principle that~you draw a
lottery, whether for pins, marbles, gingerbread, or rose calkes ;
those first lessons in gambling, practised by boys and girls in
school-days, that when arrived at man’s estate are forbidden

by law. I have not much to say on this subject, only that

it corroborates what is said in some poetry before refexred to,

-

“’Tiy¢ aducation forms the common mind.” -

Someé thought we legislators were breaking the law againgt
gambling in having a lottery with seats for prizes.* o

One circuamstancg I have omitted, but as I agreed to put in
all matters that would be instructive as to my character, I
have concluded to close this chapter with an incident which
tends fo show my confiding nature. T was gazing round the
" State Ifouse, and I read a sign “To the cupola.”  Now, I

am not ashamed to say I did not know what it meant. The

reason was from a difference in spelling words and pronoun-
cing them. A youncr man was standing by, and I asked him.
He said it was the first thing a member from the country
ought to see. It would give him a better idea of Boston than
he could get in any other form. I asked him, in a kind
of bantering way, if he was not mistaken in the person he was

talking to. The young man said no, as it was part of his

duty to show the members from the country this cupola,

* The form of seleetion of geats sinco my day has been changed.
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which the people who thought they owned the State House
were not allowed to see, at this time. It would soon be closed,
and I might lose my chance. One member, who .1ost his
opportunity last year, said he would rather have given ten
dollars than to have missed if.

This rather excited my curiosity. I pulled out my watch,
to set how the time was going, and asked him how long it
would take to see the cupola. He said I looked like a spry
sort of-gentlemgn, and he thought about ten minutes. Ile

said if T went up now it would only cost half a dollar; next

week the price was to.be raised. He said the money went to
the lunatic hospital, and T could give as much more as I
pleased. - . ‘
“TTalf a dollar,” I thought to myself. ¢ Well, if all the
country members go to see it, I might as well;”” so I told the
young man I would follow his advice, and asked him when he
took the money. He said, “In advance.’” I was feeling
after my purse, and he took out a kind of a memorandum-book
and asked me my name. I said, “Batkins.” He sald,

" ¢ Your whole name; sir, if you please. I then gave him a

half a dollar, and at the same time my name, which he wrote
on his hook, repeating it slowly, ¢ Jefferson S. Batkins,
Cranberry Centre.” He put the book in one pocket, the half- .
dollar in the other, saying, This way, sir, if you please.””
1 followed him, and after going up, I thought, a thousand steps,
we reached the top of the State House, and the young man
said, “‘There, sir, you can see Boston, the 1sLmds and the
adJ acent country.”’

I told him I could see a considerable surface of country ;
but I did not know as I could make any use of thesight. ~He
said L ought to have heard one of the Boston members describe
the scene, in a speech he made last year against the influence

" of the country injuring Boston. When he spoke of this pan-

orama as superior to the Bay of Naples, it produced a sensasion.
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I did not know where the Bay of Naples was situated,
but I asked, ‘ Which is the panorama?” I am not now
ashamed to say I did not know the meaning of the word.
I thought it would sound well in a speech. . He pointed
with his finger, saying, ¢ The whole expanse. What a pic-
ture!”” I said yes, not sure then that I understood him, and
then asked him where the cupola was. He looked at me.
“ Why, this is it! Batkins, — Cranberry Centre, I wish you
good-day ; you can go down when you please. I am going

now.”” He left me, saying something that sounded to me

like' ¢ hookey.”

Now, if he had said cupelo, I should have had an idea of
what he meant. I was not so well off in money by half a
dollar as I was before; but I had the idea of panorama, used
by the Boston member, and I had discovered the difference
between a cupelo, as I understood it, and a cupola. When I
told this to Wilson, he laughed, and said, ** Just like them 17’ %

* My coadjutor recommended me'to omit that part of the cha.pter relating to
my expedition to the top of the State House. T declined to do s0, and npon asking

fora good roason, he stated as follows:  In the first place, Mr. Batkins, the inei-

dent is trivial; in the next place it, or some such imposition, has been practised
upon many country persons visiting & city, who are thus led to suppose they are
to pay for every object of interost they may desire to goe, when it is free to all, and
without charge. Again, this old deeeption has been printed over and over again
in newspapers, in joke-books, — to be sure, with some variations. If you add it
to your composition, it will be said that if all your sayings and doings are not mere
original than this one, & doubt may be raised of the authenticity of any of the
others.” .

I stated to bim that this incident, as he called it, did ccour to me, —to be sure,
it was many years prior to this time, —and there were many reasons why I should
put it in the book. I am not ashamed to have people ses what my state of gen-
eral ignorance was of city enstoms, and how I improved. Of course, no such trick

could be played on menow; and then, as to printing it in the papers, as I hinted

before, in Sally Trivetts’ case, about tho railrond fare, odd things that I havo
spoken of in My way have found their way into newspapers and joke-books. Is

that any reason I should leave them out of my nuthentie [ife, because somoebody . -

stols them and used them befors T had the opportunity 7

My friend smiled and yxelded 8o with this explanation tho eupola incident goes :
. in.—J. 8. B,

JEFFERSON 8. BATKINS.

CHAPTER XXVL
DRAWING A SEAT.

It was qﬁite a pleasing ceremony this State House lottery.
I was told by Mr. Brinkeyfield that it was a good time now to

" go formy seat, and he pointed the way to the sergeant-at-

arms, who was then envaged with some Boston members, who,
Brmkeyﬁeld said, had great luck in gettlng good seats. I
walked up to the sergeant, and said : *

¢ 8ir, I should llke to have a seat in the House. I suppose

~you remember me.”’

He looked at me, ¢ Oertainly, you are Mr. —

He hesitated. I put in ¢ Batking.”

“Of course; who else but my old friend, Batkms,
from —7’ :

He hesitated again, ¢ From Cranberry Centre,” 1 said.

¢ Of course, from no other place. How is your .wife and
family ?”’ ' ‘

I said, ¢ I have no wife.”

““ No,” he said; ¢ then, of course, you have no family. I
was thmkmg of another gentleman, who has a family, but no
wife. Well, Mr. Batkins, how did you like your seat last
year? "’

Somewhat surprised at the questmn T'answered, ** This is
my first year to the General Court.”

“Who represented Granbeny Centre last year? ™

“The Hon. Seth Sprmg 7 | \

‘“ Spring, so it was. Well, you resemble him very much,
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Mr. Batkins. T hope you will be as fortunate in the drawing

- of your seat as Mr. Spring was.” N
I was rather pleased at the comparison, and asked him what
I should do next. He said he would look at my credentials
if I had them about me. ‘
“ Credentials,” I said. As I did not exactly understand
the purport of that word, I thought I would run for luck, as I

did on my name ; so I said, “ You mean my”’ — then I hesi-

tated, and he said, ¢ Yes, the certificate of your election.”
My natural cuteness helped me that time. I handed the
document to him. He examined it, said ¢ A}l right,” and

turned to a young lad with a pair of bright eyes, who stood at
his side with a box with a hole in the top.

‘““ Now, Mr. Batkins,”” said the s'erge'ant,r this is Master

Joseph, a page, who in this case represents fortune. He will
put his hand into that box, and as I report the name of J. 8.
Batkins,. from Cranberry Centre, he will draw a number:
that number will entitle you to the seat in the House df)on
which a corresponding number will be found. Now, Joseph,
a good shake for Mr. Batkins, and if you know where the
good numbers are, pick out the right one for him. Mr. J. S
Batkins, from Cranberry Centre, Joseph.”

Joseph said he would draw just the ono Mr. Batkins wanted.

He put his hand in the hox, took out a number, saying: —
¢ Number thirty. That is the number of your seat, Mr..
Batkins. Are you satisfied with it ? 7’

As I did not know the difference, I said I was.

“Well,” said the sergeant-at-arms; ““it is usual when a-

member is fortunate in getting the seat he desires to remember '

The page — Joe, as they called him — came down from the
desk, and said he ““should be happy to be remembered by Mr.
Batkins about five dollars’ worth.” I thought Joseph was
joking. I told him he began early. He replied he
. did, but he went to bed late. I promised him, however, that I

the page.”
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would rethember him and see him again. The page amused .

me, but T did not see the joke then. It appeared T was lucky.
I had drawn a scat in front of the speaker’s place, who came in- - .
 just af this time, and spoke to the sergeant-at-arms. He did

not draw for a seat, but from what happened afterwards I think

" he knew what seat was picked out for-him beforehand.

I was introduced to him. If was Mr. Ba.-nks hin.uself.. He
took me by the hand, held it tight, looked at me, right in the

* eye, as if he was measuring me for something, and said : —

“I'am glad to see you, Mr. Batkins ; happy to make your
acquaintance. How is your family? How is your wife?

How are your children?”

I looked at’ him with astomshment and said, ¢ Mr. Banks,
I am not marned therefore to ask after my wife and children

is nnnecessary.”’ 7 .
Banks said, ¢ -Batkins, you ought to be;”’ and said he

~ should have the pleasure of seeing me hereafter often.

Whilé he was looking at me, I was looking at him. Ac-
cording to my plan of describing people by what they look
like, — agin the case of Miss Feathergilt, you undérstand, and

the lady with the goosey way of swinging her head on her

neck, — I thought he had a look of three animals mixed, |
somethmg like the picture of a lion and a wolf, — as I had seen
them painted, —and a gray fox; I had seen these crea.turt?s
often. Now, I can’t say there was any mixture of lamb in his
composition; yet there was a pleasant compound of expressions ; |
he could make a smile ag handsome as a rose looks, so that you
would not suspect how lion-like, wolf-like,- or foxy he counld
be, if his mind was bent in either direction. k
Pretﬁy soon after the drawing was over, and I had begun te
foel more at home, I went and looked at the place I was to
occupy during the great debates of this most important and
“celebrated session. I talked with different individuals abous
matters and things, withour any introduction, and soon found
out to my satisfaction that some of the members naturally did,
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not know any more than I did, and had not the benefit of the -

instruction I received from our old school-master, Mr. Birch.

As it is not my desire to place myself at this time any
higher than I deserve to be in my reader’s estimation, I shall
say nothing of my experience in horse-trades or cattle bargains.
I know that in store-keeping I did not succeed very well ; but
my reader will not forget that it was that unfortunate affair
with the sea-captain’s wife that compelled me to submit to
what I knew to be unbusiness-like and wrong. . I think I was
growing a little wiser, and therefore I discovered Cranberry
Centre was not the highest on the list for sending men who
had not learned the trade of politics. Upon talking about
Cuesar, Cicero, and Demosthencs, I found the member fiom
Leadenville d1d not know any more about them th:m I dld
before I took lessons of Mr. Birch.

I bad looked at my seat, the shelf, and the desk, and tried

the effect of the cushion upon which I was to seat myself -
during the trying times to come, which then I had no knowl- -

edge of. I surveyed the scene, and wondered what the codfish
was there for. I asked no questions, but passed up the
passage-way and went into a handsome room, though not
so large as our hall, that I was told ' was the Senate
Chamber. Things looked a little more comfortable. There
was a large table set all round the room, with nice arm-chairs.

I thought, on the whole, I should "prefer a seat at that table ;G

there would not be so many to look at me when I made my
" speech, which was always uppermost in my mind. I sat down
in one of the chairs, and really felt much more at home th:m I
did in the other hall

As it was called a chamber I looked for a bedstead and such
things. I saw none. I was much pleased. to see some drums
and a musket on the wall. Upon inquiry I was told that they
were captured from some Russians, — I so understood the man
who gave me the information, — in the Revolutionary War or
the Mexican War, I have forgotten which. Subsequently I

JRFFERSON §. BATKINS. ‘ . 229

discovered the mistake I made, when I repeated the history of
the matter to some little boys, who weré one day looking at
the cannon, which were in the lall below. They said it was

_ Hessians, not Russians,

While I was sitting in this chair, the young man that was

" t0ld by the polite sergeant-at-arms to look after me, came into

the Senate room, and said he was looking after me. He
wanted to know if I was satisfied with the geat I had drawn.

- I told him ¥ was. He said if I was not, he thought he could -

find a member who would be willing to excharige with me. I

* agked him if the seat I had drawn was not considered a pretty
- good seat. He said it was. I asked him if the other gentle-

man’s was equally good. He said it was, for some people.
Now, you understand, I was not posted in this way of chang-
ing seats. I did not see that I had any property in'it. But
thls young man looked a little -like a weasel, and a little like
an owl, — that’s a pretty cute mixture in a man’s face or a
woman’s; 80 I just said to him: — :

“I am a farmer, and I sometimes swap horses but if I N
trade off a good beast for a bad one, I generally wa.nt‘a:s much
boot as both horses are worth.” :

I watched the effect of this speech on him: Hls owl’s -

eyes twmkled his wessel’s mouth twitched.

“Yes,”” says he, “I s’pose so. If you will change your
geat, Mr. Batkins, with a . Boston member, who wants to be
next to his colleague, who has drawn a seat next to you, I
will give you twenty dollars out of my own pocket to accom-

modate him.”

“ Twenty dollars,” says I. ¢ Well, not for the money, but
to oblige the Boston member, I will make the trade.”’

The truth was, I did not want to sit near one of the Boston
clique. ~ He gave me twenty dollars, and the seats were ex-
changed.” I went with him to the Boston member’s seat, and
was introduced to him.- He said he was very much obliged to
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me for my courtesy, and if he could do me any favor during
the session, it would Zive him pleasure to do so.

Now, I am not mercenary, — I never was; I did feel some
squeasy about selling my seat. I was always in doubt
‘whether the Boston member paid for it, or the messenger. I
did not like to ask him; but I was told such things were done,
and sometimes the messenger made more by the trade than the
member who sold the seat.

I am telling this story, you understand, just as it was.

At the time I am writing I am better informed how things are

done in the houses where they make laws, and in court
houses where they enforce them. There are other matters
bought and sold besides seats.

Being satisfied with my morning’s work, I went to Mr.
Wilson’s, and talked with the ladies until dinner-time. After
dinner, I related my experience to Wilson, including the trade

I made on the scat. He said he thought I commenced well,

and guessed I could be trusted at the State House as well

as any of them. Ile wished to know how I intended to pass

the evening. I-told him I did not know. - I understood there
was to be a caucus at the State House in the evening, to fix
up the officers. I had some talk with different members, and
they tried to discover who I favored; but up to this time I
had kept pretty close. One member said.that it was all
fixed; that N. P. Banks was to bg speaker, and Henry Wil-
son president of the Senate. I asked him how he knew that.

He said, *“ Batkins, I don’t think they have let you into
the ring. If you don’t show your hand somewhere, you will
not have any influence. Sometimes one vote is worth a pile,
as in your case; whether it was the man’s that was in jail or
your own, it sent you from Cranberry Centre.”

““Yes,” I observed, ‘‘I have no ohjections to vote for Mr. -

Banks. T think he is a very pleasant man.” |
“Yes, Batkins, and if you have a wish to speak often, or
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t0 get on a committee of your choice, you must be on good -
terms with the speaker, or he may always see somebody else
before he sees you, and on exciting questions many will rise

at once. 'I' suppose it will be no ordinary question that will

bring forth your speech. I think Mr. Banks will treat you
fairly ; but he has it in his power to do more, and it is in
politics as it is everywhere else, — friends before enemies.””

I listened; I thought Wilson was about right, and so I
told him, and under my then convietion, I thought the repre-
sentative of the Honest Men’s and Independent ticket
would go for Banks. We dropped politics, and talked ‘on
general subjects. I told him I should write some letters, and
go to the depot for Abby Bacon, and get that affair off my
mind, and then perhaps I would go out in the evening, and
see the Boston sights, or do anything elze he pleased to pro-
pose.
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CHAPTER XXVIL

THE ‘‘SAINTS REST.’ -

AFTER my conversation with Wilson I retired to my room,
and continued my letter to my father; then practised the
reading of my speech. T made it a rule to do this, or to find
the meaning of words I did not know, every afternoon, unless
prevented by something unavoidable. From some cause, not
well understood, I fell asleep. When I awoke it was quite
dark, and I ought to have been at the depot to meet Miss
Bacon, who was to arrive in the last train. I hurried as fast
as possible. I inguired the nearest way to the railroad station.
It was a kind of pokerish-looking neighborhood, and I didn’t
feel exactly safe. I leard a fiddle, and saw a great number
of carriages and stages, X did not know but there wag a ball
somewhere. I kept on a little further, and got kind of be-
wildered with the gas-lights. I could not see the top of the
State House; it was my way, wherever I was, if 1 could see
that cupola to go in the direction until I found it, and then I

could make my way from there in almost any direction. If I

could not see it, then I always inquired the way to it.

I met Seth Spring, coming along in a hurry; so I knew
the train had come. I asked him if Abby Bacon came along
in the cars. He said he thought she had, and he saw some-
body that looked like her get out of the cars, she was talking
with a hack-driver about her trunk.

I walked as fast as I could to the station. I looked all
round in the ladies’ room. I could not see anybody that
looked like Abby Bacon, and I thought if Seth Spring had
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seen her talking to a hack-driver, perhaps she was gone to
Mr. Wilson’s. I .thought then I would inquiré the way to
the State House, and get back as fast as T could. For this
purpose I came out of the depot building. | )
A hack-driver stopped me, saying, ‘ Can’t you find
her?”’ ' '
Says I, * Find who? 7
“The young woman you expected.” .
I asked him how he knew I was looking for a young

‘woman, and if ho knew me. He said he did. I asked him

what was my name. - Ie said, *“ Batkins, representative to the -
General Court, from Cranberry Centre.” Ie did know me,
and he knew T was looking for a young woman. Abby told
him, T suppose; so I said, without much thinking, “1 was
looking for Miss Bacon, and I wanted her to go to her aunt’s.””

The hack-driver said, “I have just carried the young
woman to her aunt’s. She waited for you some tlme If
you would like to see her I will carry you to her aunt’s.’

I wanted to be sure that Miss Bacon was safe; so I thought
I would go to her aunt’s; and remembering my experience on

- my arrival, I asked him how much he would charge me for

the ride.

He said that depended upon how long I stayed at Miss
Bacon’s aunt’s, and if I wanted him to carry me home. - He
said if [ did not stay, he would do both jobs for half a dollar,

if T had no baggage.
I agreed to this. T felt a little hbeml, as I had made

twenty dollars on my seat. I told him if he was sure it was
Miss Bacon that was asking for me, and-he was sure he carried

~ her to her aunt’s, I would go with him. So he took me to his

carviage. I got in, and he commenced driving me, L knew

. not whither.

At this day, as I am writing this page, I cannot help 'Vthin;k-
ing of that ride and the sequel, you understand, as it will ap-




LIFE OF

pear. I bad been cautioned against pickpockets, and I kept
pretty good lockout for them; but for the scrape I did get
o, I had no warning against anything of the kind. When
I came to this part of my journal I had some hesitation in

copying it inte my life; but, on the whole, I thought it was-
s0. long ago, and the knowledge of it could not injure me now,

either privately or publiely, and it might serve as a warning
to some other representative from the country, so that he

might avoid the traps and pitfalls of Boston. 1 have taken.

the advice of the person whom I have engaged to assist me
in preparing my work for the press, and he will permit it to
be printed, as that person pronounces it one of the most
dramatic scenes of my life, and he regretted that he had not
known of it before. This remark wul{ be better ‘understood,
you understand, as the narrative proceeds.

I take the liberty of saying here my face has often burned
with shame, my heart beat with indignation, when I have
heard public speakers declare that Boston was the most virtu-
ous city of the world. I wanted to tell this story, and so I

would, but I did not care then to have my experience known. -

If my reader, by this time, has been able to judge of my
character he ean estimate my sufforings during the time I was
in such jeopardy from wicked people, and the stupidity of
those who were to administer the law. I almost shudder as I
recall the doings of that evening, and, dear reader, if you
think there is anything improper in what I am about to relate
you can pass it over, you understand, and go to the next
chapter, continuing in ignorance of my visit to the * Saints’
Rest.”

After jolting me around for some time, he stopped hig

carriage and opened the door. I got out, and looked about -

me. It was o more suspicious-looking streeii than the one at
the railroad depot where we started from. I said to the
driver, “ What part of Boston is this 7
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He said, * The North End &

That was what Mrs. Bacon’s Tetter said, — North End.

¢« How far is it from here to the State House ?J”
" He said it was about half a mile.

¢ Are you sure this is the place?”’

¢ Oh, yes,” said he, e I will go in- with you and if it is not

all right, I'll make it so. Tins is the place where I brought

the young woman.’
He rung a bell and we went into & kmd of porch ; then he |

. rung another bell and a girl came to a door.

He spoke first : “ Here's & gentleman who wants to see the
young woman’s aunt, that I brought here.”

“ Walk in,”’" said the girl, looking very smiling, and. I
thought she had ber face a little pmntud red.

The hack-Qriver said, ¢ When you get in, you ask for the
young woman, and she will show you to her aunt. When you
want to go home you ask ’em to send for Bllky, — that’s me;
11,982 is my number on my carriage.’

It all seemed fair enough. As I had not paid him his half
dollar, I folt sure that he would carry me home. Bilky went
off. The young lady asked me to walk into the parlor, and .
she would sond to me the lady of the house. I looked abou:t
.the room. I thought it was pretty well fixed up, only it

smelled strong of rum and tobacco. While I was look-
ing at the pictures, which were handsome, a young woman
came in; she was gayly dressed; she had her face painted §00.
I thought she was hardly covered up about the neck and
shoulders as much as would be decent, and I thought her
dress might have been longer without damage to her modesty,
though I'must say she had a protty pair of legs. .

She said, * Good-evening, sir. What can I do for yon?

I said, ¢ Good-evening,’”” and askedkher if she lived here.

She said she *“ didn’t do anything else.”’

¢ Well, miss, I want to see Abby Bacon, —-Mlss Bacon,{

A
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“You want to see Miss Bacon.”

““If it is not giving you too much trouble, I should like to
see her aunt. Where is her aunt? *? I asked.

The young lady rephed ““ Isuppose her aunt is with her
uncle.”

I had not heard of any uncle. I thought Abby’s aunt was
a widow; but I might be mistaken. She asked me what Miss
Bacon’s aunt’s name was, and as I did not know, I could not
tell her; but suggested if I could see Abby Bacon it would
be all right.

She said, *“I do not know the names of all the girls that
come here; but as you seem to be a very respectable old gen-
tleman, I'll try to find what you want.”’

I thcml\ed her, and told her she had some pretty gay pic-
tures for an oyster-house. She did not seem to understand
that, but said if I would come into her room she would show
me a handsome picture of ¢ Pilgrim’s Progress.” I told her
I should prefer to sec Miss Bacon or her aunt first.

Just then T heard a fiddle somewhere in the house, and I
asked her what they called the place. She said it was called
the ¢ Saints’ Rest.” I thought that was a curious name for
a tavern, — that's what I supposed Miss Bacon's aunt kept;
on a moderate scale, of course. I asked the young woman if
that was not a fiddle I heard.

She said it was; there was a kind of fair, they ealled it,
she believed. They were going to have a social dance or ball,
and a supper. The money that was made was going to a
society for doing something for the heathen in the Holy Land,
or some such place.

I thought it was strange that people should fiddle and

dance for the benefit of the hoeathen in the Holy Land. I

told her I thought there must be some mistake; that I rather
guessed Miss Bacon was not here, and I thought I would go.
She said I had better go upstairs and see the dance, and if

1]
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T liked to dance she would get me a paftner. 1f Miss Bacon

- did not come, she would dance with me herself one dance. -

I told ‘her wmy dancing days were over. I confess 1 had a -

little curiosity, as I was so far, to see the fair, and thought, on

the whole, I would go up and see the next dance. Just then
I hefud the ﬁddle again. - I don’t know what there is about a
fiddle, when it is played. It always did give me a kind of
dancing feeling. 8o says I, ‘“Guess I will just look in a
minute or $0.”7 .

“That’s right. I knew, you would do something for the
heathen.” ' o ‘ -

“This way, sir, if you please, Mr. — What is your
name? ”’ ‘ '

¢ Batkins,” I said.

“This way, Mr. Batking.”

I followed her along*a kind of crooked sort of passage, -
until we cane to some steps, and then I heard considerable .
laughing.. A door opened, and a man asked me for a ticket.
I told him I had no ticket; that I came by the mv1tat10n of
this lady ‘

She said it was ¢“all right.” T went in fo the “ Baints’
Rest.” They were just finishing a dance.  Somebody said,
“ All promenade to the left !’ The whole party danced off

- into another room, except the musicians, who were up ina

kind of gallery. There was 4 sign up, printed in red letters
on a white board, reading as follows: ‘“l'ay the fiddler and
treat your partner.” :

. I was not acquainted at that time, you understand with
Boston fashions ; but yet I had misgivings about where I was.
I asked the lady what her name was. She said, ¢ Bird, —
Lotty Bird.” - I asked her where all those dancers had gone

~ to, and she said they were gone to get refreshments. - I in-
~ quired where the fair was; and she said, in another room.
: She} asked me if I would go there. I said,’I thoughtnot. I
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guessed the hack-driver, Bilky, would get tired of waiting for

e, and I would go.

Said she, « Mr. Batkins, you won’t go w;thout seeing the
e]ephant‘?” ‘

you??”
“Oh,” said Miss Bird, ¢ the genuine.”’

As L had never seen tlus animal, I concluded I would. By ‘

this time all the people came back, and one of the musicians
blew u trumpet. They got ready for a dunce; the leader of
the music said “ Hull’s Victory,” and at it they went. 1 sat
down to see the dance. There wore some that did not join in
the dance; there was quite a erowd around me. All at once
I felt somebody