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ROLEGOMENA.

TO THE READER.

1.

[ISE men are in coveys,
Schoolmasters abroad;

ad to hills of science,
Lo! a royal road!

yme are writing folios,
Some are writing odes;

Thile I worship Comus,
Only, of the gods.

1L

ome are dropping honey,
Others dropping gall;
am merely funny—
When T write at all.
imply to amuse you

Do T choose to write;
J1 herein that’s better

8 accidental—q_uite.




" PROLEGOMENA.

oL
HDLMES was once too funny
For his valet’s good;
So, I've been lesg Inerry
Than T really could’
Offer to Minerva,
But reserve a part;
Comus and Vacuna
Both demand A, Hary!

«INTRODUCTORY WORD T0 THE READER.”

My DEAR READER‘

Do yon know. that publishers still cling, Wlth the
tenaclty of first love, to the time-honored custom of
writing a preface? If is venly so! And even my Pro-
legomena will not pass muster in this behalf. Where-
fore, though you will. not read this preface, and do not
care a straw why I have written another book, I may
as well say, briefly, that I was mainly encouraged 80
‘to do by the reception of Naa’s Heap,” and by kind
letters from older brethren, among which i is the follow-

1Ilg —

“ SuNNYSIDE, Sept. 17th, 1850, -

¢« My DEAR Sir—
“Though I received in due tlme your letter dated
£ August 11th, your book did not reach me until within’
‘¢ g week past. I thank youmost heartily for the pleasure
| ¢ gfforded me by the perusal. -You have depicted scenes,
« characters, and manners which were in many respects
“ new to me, and full of interest and pecuharlty Tallude
“more especlally to the views of §outhernlife. ‘We do,:
“not kiow suﬂiclently of the’ Sou‘th Wthhr appears ts:g%‘




viil 'TO THE READER.
“me to a.boim& with material i o
| ‘ s for a rich, ori .
-“varied literature. .~ = - , gma,ll o :
3 “I hope the success of this first production will b ' I a
) ;;tl; zs to- sncograge you to follow out the vein yoi | | S
: pened, and fo give us a new series of scene ' TP M T
. ) { S0 : .
i Amef‘lcan life both by sea and land. ‘ P B ERTI E *
“ Wlth besgwishes for your success, : T ' ‘
“1 remain, very truly, . L -
T ' . . : . ‘ :
Your obliged frlend and servant, - "CHAPTER 1.

v

“WASHINGTON IRVIFG_" #  NORFOLK: «THE.BETTan’ARREi\’r.»'

“ A rotten carcass of a boat;

The very rats instinctively had guit it.”

Tar Timrrse.

We were not the only sufferers by the gale. We were.
fo_ftunate for that matter, il comparison with others, that
came’ straggling in like a covey of partridges, scattered
by a sportsman and. his well-trained pointer. We. had
escaped with so small an injury as the springing of
the head of our foremast, while one vessel, that anchored '
near us, had been dismasted. - They reminded me, as

- they flocked to the anchorage, of the frightened land--
birds, which one sees flying to a ship’s rigging, when
~blown off shore by a westerly gale. . They seemed eager.
to be once more at-rest ; and_ the busy, useful, homely,
‘Lilliputian canal-craft nestled to the wharves as if they
- did: not feel safe, even there, from . the fury of the stil .+
psging storm, . 7o
One of these last lay near us. She wasa:schoonér of—
possibly forty-five tons.  She was. laden -.seuppers-
to, with fish ; and the muddy swells.gave fiow-and theny” *
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as ‘t,héy rose and fell, a glimpse of *higr- hame, achieved

in no very clerkly characters on the much-battered and
time-embrowned stern ; reminding one of the mysterious |

| hieroglyphics in the wasteful blazonry of the tea compa-
nies’ importations, Most persons, however, wonld have
decided that. the characters were English—as, indeed,

-they were; to which assertion I hold myself ready to |

o« qualify.””  She- rode uneasily on the tossing -waves,

:# - which were most literally casting up mire and dirt; and

kept up a fussy; fidgety clatter of ropes, and' creaking of
booms, and rattle of blocks, and slamming of cabin-doors,

as if she longed to hug the dilapidated, rat-haunted old |

wharf, and thus to feel that she was safe.
She must have been built since the flood. _

-T'have just re-perused the whole of the Seripture His-
tory from the first chapter down to the resting of the
ark, and I am ready to make affirmation that no such
craft existed before the building of that -vessel; for, if
there Aad been such ‘a specimen of naval architecture,
tradition would never have suffered the moss to grow over

' its memory. It is more thani-probable that she had once

boasted a.¢oat of paint; of many colors it raust have been,
for _the‘re'éwere:not only spots of .palpable red, and green,
and black, but shades that, I am very sure, were never
legitimately begotten of any of the primary seven. There

* Was a streak of red about the hawse-holes, that gave her

a rowdyish look of late hours ,and ‘gin-drinking; and. a.

glitpse of! her bottom, as she rolled testily on the soiled -

) botl_;',sheathingz and copper. _ L
- She :was, : moreover, very manifestly. leaky ; whether
~from some “ typhoon’” on ** the- raging canawl,” or from

4

swell; €xhibited a shocking searcity of ship-drapery, of

Sy
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the more.stofmy' billows of the roadstead -above thg hqsii
pital, I know not.. Certain it is that -thgre\wgs.a ta
cadaverous man, with an antediluvian hat, and {a)-,e(on:zx‘-
plexion that assured me that he. had been_ sPaken_ v?ell
nigh to. death with what Shakspeare calls “a burm;,g,
quotidian tertian, that it is ‘most ‘lameptabl_e.tq ‘bgl}ol h
—the ague and’ fever videlicet—who pumped by. the

nour. He worked so steadily that I began to think

him a part of the machinery of the vessel, until he

rose suddenly upright, pulled off the venerable hat,

whose vears should. have prevested the indignity, agd,
throwir;g it furiously on the recumbent barrels of shad,

4
w

laimed :— o o A
ex{‘:‘ Il)bd dog the leakyold tub! Je-ro.oz—lum.! .Dmg e;; .
all to dingnation! Ain’t I ben pumpin’ hel"e, I should
like to know, for the last three hours? . Scuppers tew,
when T turned out this mawnin’, and she ’s making water

'this blesséd minnit, four hundred strokes a’ hour! = Laz’-

rus! . You Laz’rus! lay up here and lend ajhand:t‘t?;:tibll‘s

*ere bloody old pump! I wish the ql‘d Betty 'Wgr;e% V"‘F

in Davy Jones’ locker!”’ E T

" The smoke curled sluggishly, and in huge volumes,

frofa the dilapidated old galley, and added fresh swarth;-

ness to the. dark, smoke-embrowned, Wa'te;'-soakegi“s'allls:

The tillér stuck fiercely up, at an angle of“ﬁﬂy deugr‘(iees;ﬂ‘
It was lashed amid~5hips; but the'ruﬂ'd% daned, an
squealed, and thumped in the casing as if it would** shake

the sticks out of her.”” This would have been ndivery

difficult matter; for they were of a piece with the“,.ﬁil.
The un-tarred, flax-colored shrouds, and fuzz*y‘rmlltm‘rfg-
’ri'g'ging‘-ghung down like straggling locks 'frqm- akhe:?gl
partially bald ; and the \jxrind wheezed, and puﬁ?f}, an I.
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whistled, as it tossed them about—as if it were afraid of
bringing the entire top-hamper to-the deck.- Then there
were odd ends of rigging (what is it that they call them at
sea !} hanging in slatternly profusion all-overthe vessel,
The: starboard davit was. fished with -a billet of wood.
The bewsprit stood horizontally: and defiantly out ; its
nose battered out: of all its 6ri§inai lines-of form. The
windlass looked as if it had survived an attack of para-
lysis; and the cable might, ¢to allshuman appearance,”’
have been made in the smithies of Tubal Cain, the “in-
stractor of every artificer in brass and iron.”
- Attachéd to the traveler, by a painter, which, for|
aught I know, may have done duty through Cook’s voy- |
ages and the Exploring Expedition, was = l

1

~ “A rotten carcass of a boat ;"

50 old as to afford another argument (if. they knew of it)
to the people who give a new version of the Mosaic chro- ©
nology, in favor of the existence of the earth at a period
of. which garrulous Tradition has not conceived even-in

" his dreams. .. There was one thwart init; and a gourd,
and a paddle. It nestled touchingly and filially (it was’
almost full of water) to the parental side, with a look. of
uncomplaining dejection, approaching to resignation and
meekness ;. as if it had desperately resolved, and expected

" as a matter of course, to go.down to “ the ooze and bot-

tom of the sea’” with it decrepit mother.

. NORTOLK.

- %80, this is {qufo!k,'eh 2 I 'exclaimed, as I ended my
examination of the Betty Warren, and locked slowly

L4
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‘around me. The water, as far as the eye could reach,

was discolored",f;and filled with veins of mud. On shote,

rything- 1ooked bléak and deserfed—as most: things
zzezﬁth;heg first ‘days of March; anfi the‘ .hlt)sp*ltlalf_"\?a:s]g
redeeming featufe of the scene as it gleamed p}egsﬁqt ¥
in the bears of the morning sun. The .sm‘pke‘- was blqw;l
fiercely aside from the ‘chimney-tops, thhou’@ ever a curl,
for all the world like the white locks of Lea\:;, in

«The pelltings of the pitiless storm,”

ésyou see them in pictures ; going I;ofichntall.)r oﬁ' s int‘o
thin air;”? whirled and twisted, at last, into impalpable
shreds by the fury of the gale. Our single anchor began

to drag, and we let go our best bower.. With two anchors

ahead, and .a scope of forty fathoms on the small_gr, out

g'oodschooner then rode more quietly at,he;.: moorings.
It was fortunate for our venerable companion, -th{g Betty

Warren, that she was well in shore, where the warehouses

- protected her, in some measure, from the fury of the wind.

As it was, she rolled and pitched as if ghe were v}lel"c?qght
into a tearing passion by the obstinatt'? pertinacity of ths‘
easterly gale. She threw her nose. high in air, now-an
then; as if she would have said, mt}l h'er mOB‘:icolnte]:nP-{
tuous sneer, * T hope you don’t call this ’ere ht_ﬂe ﬂusifer
? wind I - T
‘ Ei:fi‘u :heﬁ she would bend her he‘adJ low down, burfmg s,
her wrinkled and battered cheeks in the m,uddlyl s%gl_l,; ‘
.Shaking her unkempt locks, the. unfgttgred r;‘un}amgf :
rigging and Irish pen’ant’s in the.m‘nd_, hkg a beggaron a
market in March. I B
!?aﬂkf:agagal;bath&mo‘rnin‘g. The church bells were rmg;;
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ing pleasantly their sober peal. . Some half-a-dozen young
men, with whiskers .and gossamer canes, all in clerical
 black, were Jounging under the lee of the warehouses, to
enjoy rest and sunshine “at the saine time. - There, too,
was the hard-handed- laborer, with bis neatly-clad little
. -boy; -the holiday finery and ““shining” morning face”’
 Pleasantly in tune with the warm sunshine, which was
lending .a sombre beauty to even a March. landscape.
The rude wind had kindled a'ruddy glow upon the faces
of both; and they seemed to be enjoying with hearty

zest the free gifts of Heaven’s breath and-smiles, outside

of brick and mortar, .
As we could not immediately go on shore, I went into
[ the-forecastle,. One of ‘the crew was writing a letter;

his table being constructed out of a- couple “of trunks,

The labor, I venture ‘to say, was more formidable. to
him than making up the bunt of a topsail. - He bent his
head starboard and port, like a polka-dancer; wrinkled
and distorted his phiz ;- thrust his tongue finally between
his teeth ; stopped now and then, and then went on, as
one who takes thought what he shall write.  His pen
leaned fearfully over, like the masts of a pinkey in bal-
last ; and he crossed the £'s and dotted the 4’s with much

the “same gravity, and deliberation, and stateliness, -

.~ . with. which Burleigh is. said to have nodded. When
at length he had- finished it, he laid the pen, with gin-

gerly circamspection, across the inkstand, leaned back,

and ribbed his hands with a look of immense satisfac-
‘ tion, ‘as if he had, unlike Keyser, Survivéd'q burning at
- the stake, and been called a « great” doer” by Luthey
himself. - Had he been classic in his readings, he would
have broken silence, and said :— ‘ i

A HUMOROUB NOVEL.
«Hic extremus labor; hec meta viaram!”

\s it was, he merely said—

fE?I‘llt'e‘;i’:, I’ gﬁéSS I’v{egot that %ere bloody‘;thlng done
p and backed ship-shape!” S
up;il:tl'e' Frank wag snoring lustily in his berth ; {'estlrég
as pleasantly upon his hay-bed, and ﬁndernﬁ}a\t\émhls ruhe‘
coverlet (the boat-sails), as if he were reposing upon the:
down of the cygnets of the Ganges. Comme?d- me to
genuine physical toil, and a hay-bed ! There s nothing

like them in the whole world. And then the conscious

mesmerization into the broad, sunlighted land of dreams.
Sancho Panza should have ridden out a qprth-eastgr]y
gale in ‘March, on the North American Foas_t,'“to ’l,l_a:ire
uttered, ¢ with due emphasis, and 'sopndl‘dlsc_rgt‘lo,n,, ( 0
I quote it rightly?) his memorable benediction. uplon
fthe fnap. who invented sleep.’’ "}El’ght hg{l{l_xfs In thefe‘e
scuppers, for three or fourm'succefswc_a n}ghts'; ah‘ e‘;v
hours a-day! at the pumps; and his Enck at the whee ,i
‘during two interminable hours of ram.and s.let.et_.; .an:
there would have been a ringing, tingll?g,__stlrfing em-
phasis in his.tones when he said, ¢ Blessings on the man

S In i e . ¢ o—like @
who tnvenied sleep ! It covers ome ,al‘l over So——iiE

ent I’? o L
gmzzon, the neﬁ*é-collector came off to us. He repgrteq
many accidents of the gale; and gftgr some conversa-
‘tion‘With the. captain about our pxyn.da@zages, the propri-
ety of a protest, and atelegraphic .dlslpal‘;qh to the I?y?grsi
very politely offered me 2 pa‘ssaglejt? thg .ﬁ:,rry:}v( ar ...:d-
packed my trunk, and bade my sh'lp-cqmpamqns‘hg_tol :
by: In \ha]f an hour I'was in _{snngkq‘uafters at)ny otel.

L
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CHAPTER II.

NORFOLK~A NEW ACQUAINTANCE,.

AUrbs ANTIQUA Juit,”

“Leave patience to the gods; for I am haman I”
' Ricaerier.

" BeavTirur, romantic Norfolk! 1 like Norfolk. - I like
its staid, quiet, aucient air of: Quaker-like garb, and re-
spectability, and neatness, and substance, and comfort.
Whole regiments does it muster of fine women and charm-

ing girls.  For the midshipman, it is Eden; for the epav-

lette—Elysium. = Old ocean has an arm half way
around her, in a doting embrace. A little way from the
brick and mortar barrenness of the business thorough-
fares, you come to the shrubbery and flowers, and roomi-
ness of residences. Farther still, neat white cottages,
with wealth of rural aftractions, peer pleasantly from the
evergreen woods ; inviting a glance at the vine-covered
trellis, or a bright eye beyond it. By moonlight, Norfolk
is enchanting ; and of a mild summer night, the moon’s
“golden haziness’’ falls as beautifully theére as at Rio
" Janeiro, or Naples ; on Melrose, or the Rialto, _
- _Such, at least, was my opinion when I was returning,
one evening, during my brief sojourn from a walk through
the more frequented streets of ¢ The Ancient Borough.”

All the world was walking by moonlight. Here, a gray-

haired old man was leading merry children along the

4
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crowded thoroughfare. The pale, thoughtfﬂ s.tud;ent
i sauntered slowly on ;. busy, apparently, in investigating

" the mineral properties .of the dilapidated . pavement be-

‘3 peath his feet ; while above, there lay the whole heafefls,
% like a silver sea, with isles of gems. . Manhood and
4 beauty went side by side, and over-‘aﬂxt‘h? throng there
% was the witching of the soft moonlight, giving to farrowed
w brows the air of beauty, and to ¢ ruins gray” the chgrm
3 of proportion. A fair young girl passed me. A profu-

4 sion of .dark curls fell upon her nmeck and shoulders.

Her form was of faultless ouﬂine, and her step that of a -

N 4 sylph. Her dark eye glistened, as she Iganéd.loving]y

% and trustfully towards a young officer, whose uniform
glittered in the moonlight as they sauntered along. Ever
1 and anon, the young lover (I was sure he‘was an acr:-epted
suitor) drew his. form proudly up to its fall pi:mcely
height with an air of defiance; as if an unggntle look
from a passer-by at that fair girl would h.ave”?rovoked
him into an “incensement” like that which Vl?la was
tanght to expect in the blood-thirsty, ﬁre-ea?fng’ .Su'
Andrew Aguecheek: “So implacable that sat:é‘fact:on
' could be none, but by pangs of death and sepulchre "’
i I caught myself ¢ sighing like a furnace;” and was
turning to go'to the hotel, when I was somewhat famllllarly
accosted, in the unmistakable twang of eastern. Maine,
with Y
« Haow dew yaou dew ,
I accepted the proffer of ‘a broad, hard hand; apd re-
ceivéd a shake that would have delighted the sage of
incy in his most vigorous days.. .- . ‘
Qu“I yam quite well, 1 tghank you,” I replied, a little cere-
moniously.” ¢ But [’ :

a3
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“0, ya-a-s' Exactly. You don’t knowme,Iguess}ou :

was a goin’ tu say. No more you don’s.
known it. ‘My name’s Professor Matters.”’
¢ Professor Matters,”” said I, a little mystlﬁed “ I am
happy to make your acquaintance, May I ask what
chair you occupy at the. present time ?*”
T Hey L : ‘
“I mean, what college you—=?

“0 ho! now I understand ye. I don’t zactly. b’long
to no colleg‘e but Pma professor of what mlmster calls
hydrology

 I.was now thomughly mystlﬁed
- “T hope you'll excuse me for takin’ so much liberty 5
but I knowed you was a Yankee, andl so 1 thought I’d
speak tew ye,
man that walks as if he’d suthin to walk for ; and not
like these ’ere sleepy Southerners, that walk jest as if
they’d had the yaller fever. I won’t keep ye, though,””

~ added he, secing that I was getlmg uneasy ; * good nlght'

- Maybe We’ll seé one 'nother ag’in.”

“"May the gods avert it!” said I, devoutly, as he
turned away ; and I returned to the hotel with the reso-
Iutio,n{ toleave Norfotk on the following day. I made the
proper inquiries of the clerk. There was no vessel, he
said, going South, sooner than the day after the ‘morrow,

On the following day, a friend invited me to visit the
Pennsylvania. I declined ; giving as my excuse the
fact that T had often been on board of her.

“ But thefe are some ladies going on board.”?
- ¢ That alters the case.”’

“You’ll go ?”

“Yes.” '

I mtght ha\

It s a rale satisfaction tu me tu meet a

-+ A HUMOROUS NOVEL.

« Sharp three, this afternoon.”

“Very well.” :

Accordingly, at three o’clock, T found a gay party in.
the act of embarkation at Ferry wharf, Two “of. the
Pennqyltama s cutters, with their gay pennants flying;
were alongside the wharf; and both were LloseI} stow ed

with ]adies and gentlemen.

“ Shove off there, forward, » said Lleut Py “Iet
fall | -give way!”’ and our neatly dressed boat’s crew
bent to their oars. . We were welcomed by a march
from the band, as we reached the accommodation-ladder ;
and, as we stepped on deck, were most politely and cor--
dially received. - The few necessary presentations were
got through with the ease and tact belonging always to

1 the well-bred gentlemen of the quarter- -deck., There was
4 no parade, no bustle, no fuss.

As the dinner-hour had not yet arrwed we strolled
about the decks of the noble ship, and our fair neighbors
were initiated (somewhat briefly and 1mperfectly, if the
truth must be said) into the names, uses, and mysteries
of divers parts of the armament and rigging. I was in

unusually good spirits that day. Chance consigned to
% my civilities’ Miss Rosalie’ D

, a charining young
woman, whose acquaintance I remember as one of the
pleasantest in my life, and who, alas! has maried and
gone away to the far South. May she live forever! We
had a delightful chat, I had answered her thousand:
and-one questions about the ship ; and was getting into -
rather a dangerous habit of looking into her eyes—there,
was never a finer eye in all the world—when, just as we
were coming out of the commodore’s ‘cabin, there ap-
peared to me, hat in hand, and with a smile that en-,
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gulfed all other dimensions in the single one of open-
~ness, my friend' Professor Matters.
“Human natur!” he exclaimed,-
Why, haow du yudu?” S
“I am quite well, I thank you. :
‘““Glad to hear it! How dew yaou dew
added he, turning to my fair companion.

< Is this yaou !

M

She seemed to get the bearings, if I may use 2 matine .

phrase, at once. It was impossible to be angry with the
‘man, and, therefore, I felt a sensation of delighted relief
when she replied, easily, | ' ‘
“Ithank you; I am in excellent health and spirits.
.Have I had the pleasure to meet you before to-day ?”
- ¢ Quite likely, quite likely, ma’am. I'm pretty tol’bly
"well known here to Norfolk. My name’s Professor
Matters.” '
_“.Professor Matters, r
acquaintance. I hope Mistress Matters an
Matters. are quite well.” . . '
- “You’re aout this time !, '
“How?? | o :
“They aint no such Lady as Mrs. Matters.”’
“¢I’m delighted to hear it.”’ »
“Git agut! I——»> .
“ Excuse me for interrupting you.
friend Lieutenant P—
to invite you to dine with-us, TLieut. P——
~ the privilege of having another plate laid ?>
¢ Most certainly. For whom.?”" o
¢ Permit me to present you. Professor Matters, allow
me to present to you my friend Lieut. P——, Lieut.

, ma’am P
 “iddore _ ' ye
# fication of the professor, and spun him some yarns of his
“voyages that caused his listener to open his eyes in

4 wonderment, as he exclaimed, most fervently,

I am delighted to ‘make your
d the young

Here comes my
; andl am going to request him 3

,may I beg ‘the professor. -

] hot col

Y

S

»
e X

A

Ay

= A

SCCOMI N

SSaRs

| he said, as he looked at the superscription. < Th
' from my friend Professor Jinkins., You may read it ef
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——, this is the celebrated Professor Matters, of—
P ‘

« Ah! Steventown, ma’am ; State of Maine.”’

« Of Steventown.” ‘ _ o

The Lieut. entered into the spirit of jthe joke, and did
'the honors with the profoundest gravity.- Even Commcf-
, who is a bit of a wag, aided in the mysti-

“@it a-0-u-t! Smo! yedon’t say so! Commodore, you

can take my hat!”? ~

On one of these occasions, he actaally offered the vene-
rable hat to the commodore. As he did so, he caught a
glimpse of a letter inside. '

¢ 1 never showed this letter, I b’lieve, commodore,”
: ¢ That’s

ew want tew.” ,
’ The commodore put on his spectacles and read the

i superscription—

« ProF, Farry MATIERS,”
¢ Norf. ”

« Connecticut river ! scissors! darnation!” exclaimed
“Didn’t I tell him to write it F'. Mar-
rers ? I say, commodore, don’t tell anybod : .”'
But it was too late, Lieut. P——— and my fair friend
had heard it. The word, in sea-phrase, was  passed
along,” and then came a smile, a grin, a titter, a chok-

ing, a burst of uncontrollable laughter; and this grew
3
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to 2 roar as the professor threw his dilapidatéd hat *
furiously down on deck, and himself went off into an -

]Etnean convulsion of merriment.

“ Don’t say nothin’ !”” said 'he, as the roar subsided.

“Don’t mention it! Yl stand treat all round !’

~ Never before or sinée has the ward:room of the Old -

Pennsylvania so rung with ‘loud, long, irrepressible
laughter; To describe the scene at the dinner-table
would be too long a digression. I must defer it for a
fature day. 'We returned on shore. '

In the evening, as I was chatting with mine host, I
heard the bell of a neighboring church.

““Is there a meeting?”’ T asked.
“Yes; at Mr. A——s church. Would you like to
go P ' ' . _ ,
A “Vt’afy much. I have heard something of Mr.

“- We went to church. The house was thronged with

the beauty and fashion” of the city. Mine host’s pew
was speedily filled, and the services liad already com-
menced, when, with a look as sanctimonious as that of
Joseph Surface, in came my friend the professor.. He °
stopped at the door of mine host’s pew (who poiitely

gave him his own seat), nodded familiarly to me depo-
sited ‘hi.s hat, and, drawing forth an immense ba,ndana
so flourished it as to draw upon him the inquiring g‘az;
of the congregation. He, all-unconscious (apparently-
80, at least), fastened his eyes upon the preacher. ’
The hymn was given out. -The professor declined the
'proﬂ'er of a hymn-book, and pulled from his pocket a
book of his own, which, to judge from its appearance,

e
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R T A

A HUMOROUS NOVEEL. Sy f

mioht have been used in the days of the covenanters.

he tune was Old Windham. R

0! Handel and Haydn! O! the Boston Academy
O1 Spirit of sweet sounds!

With an’ earnest zeal, not according to knowledge,
s and an exertion of lungs which sent the blood to ‘his
§ cheeks and forehead, the professor broke ground in the
% opening notes of 0ld Windham. -Loud, shrill, sharp,
"7 fierce, unmitigated, and remorseless, like unto

_«The notes that erst blew down
01d Jericho’s snbstantial town,”

“atp

!
E
(‘i

partaking the lulling soothingness of complaining saws,
in their teething agonies, the softness of the notes
of donkeys, and guinea-fowls, and peacocks, intermin-
gled with broken-winded clarionets, tin horns, the voices
of belligerent cats; and the breaking of ‘much crockery,
.was heard the professor’s voice, It was all forfissimo;
no cadence, but unbroken ¢monotony of wire;”? with
now and then a nasal, tremulous shake on some note,
a whole measure behind the choir. It met you like
a dry north-easter, in tarning a corner, on a February
day, in the City of Notions. Elderly people looked
puzzled—waggish people Jooked interested—humorous
souls were in a state of what is sometimes called intense
fructification—the minister rested his head on his hands
—the deacons frowned—the. girls tittered—while, for
myself, I bowed my head to the book-rack, and held my
aching sides. | ‘ : R
 The day is long past; but now and then, as I have
done while writing these lines, do I live over again the
roar of laughter in which I'indulged that. night, as I
laid my head upon my pillow. -

,
i
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about the disposal of my baggage. - I remember the in-
tense satisfaction with which T congratulated myself on

the skill with which I should spring the mine on my new

and somewhat over-sociable acquaintance, I'do not
now recollect, however, whether or no I had ever heard of
the proverb which recommends people not to shout unfil
they are fairly out of the woods ; or of that other which
speaks of coming for wool and going home ‘shorn, If
- Lhad, I ' must here confess to the reader that I had either
wholly forgotten the same, or else that the seed of wis-
dom had fallen on stony ground, _ ,
I was early astir the next morning. The clock told
five as I stepped to the office. ' '

“I hope Mr. Seaworthy has found his stay in Norfolk

agreeable,”’

said the polite clerk, as the porter lifted my
trunk, | '

“ thank you. Tvo.agrecable, by far. Ishould have - &

been away a fortnight ago,”
“You take passage in the Betty Warren ?”
“Yes.” , ‘ .
“I'm afraid you'll find a dull berth of it; and, if it
- rains, you’ll be sorry you didn’t wait for g better vessel.
. There’ll be a dozen of them going out in a day or two.”

“I thank you; I have a special fancy for the Betty
Warren.  Good morning,”

“ Good morning, sir.”
“Pleasant passage to you,
“Thank yon.”

Directing the porter to go to the wharf of Hardy and

Mr,. Seaworthy,”

?hut "ud you "low me to look at that ’ere map *
gneighbor - He had removed from his head the, }t}noi d;

 Japidated whi 1 re yet seen on the Ame-
| %élapldated white hat which I have yet

T B At s S Al

e ot S

Ay
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- : ’ of
[ay ' . S othi ed into Barclay’s to buy me a map
Having decided to leave Norfolk in the morning, I 4.; ro‘thers, Ilsitjfg,—an adpensable ertile, et me say,
went to the clerk, and gave the necessary directions \-’f@g{:“_’lhe Caro

any one who travels thither. T had opened one of

. . ’ L3 ln .
“them, and was examining. it when a loud, shrill, ring
! i xclaimed—-
'%:%mg, nasal voice at my elbow e

; ’ ‘ere!  Scuse me, sir;
¢« Guess I must hev one o’ them ’ere! Sc ) SiT3.

¢ Certainly,’” said I; and I turned to look at my

rican continent ; deposited tle same on the counteli, ?(r;tl;
as careful a solicitude as Brumn'lel would hiwe 'auf -
cravat in the same place; and, without any signs oreas
cognition, drew a pair of rusty spectacles from‘,sa Em thy
case, adjusted them, held the map. off at arm oth,
and gazed thereon in utter abstraction.
“«Um! Ya-a-s!”’ said he, at length.
be many towns in Ca’lina, anyhow.”
1 had = moment’s leisure to observe hl-lm. e was 2
strongly built man, of —perhaps forty years of age.

¢« Don’t seem to

He was a

features were large and strongly mal’kfﬁds part_icylatiy{:?&
p nose, which was prominent, distinetive, unmistakable,
; ’

and emphatic. The hair was long, and of -rave}:g b::k;
ness; and a long, matted lock hung ob.hqule y ;)it, ®
bald spot on the top of his head, the precise ,O-Ci );mil;
which Uncle Ned, immort;{l in song, ;Zdvzf; e(; : l:. hais
£ him for memorys”’ is eyes W e very ¢ and
;iercing, but intelligent and good-hu-moreg tzv;tf;é &
and his whole cast of features and frame: de .There
more than ordinary vigor of body an’d mm‘ t.h dere
was a goodly array of wrinkles centering at ]? uter
- corner of the eye, which gave a world of emphasis
D%

.,




30 BERTIE:

the genuine twinkles of fun and drollery which occasion-

ally flashed from it He was laoking down intently upon
the map, his head bent low over. it, when suddenly he
seemed to have found what he sought, for he looked up
at the bookseller, and said-— - | .

“ Mister, I'll fake this 'ere.” Scuse me, sir’’—turning to
me—*I forgot that I took it from yaou. T—ah !~ here
was a start*of surprise, which would have made his for-
tune in a provineial theatre — ¢ how dew yew DEW?
Glad to see ye. When d’ye git off »”

¢ To-day,” I replied, in answer to the last question.

“To-day, hey? Why, I'm goin’ to-day myself.
P’r’aps we'll meet ag’in somewhere or "nother.”

¢ Very likely.” - o

“ Wal, mister, here’s the change. Tew shillin’s I
think you called it?” ' '

¢ No, sir; three.” L

““Ah! wal, that’s more’n I ever paid afore. Beats all
natur how these 'ere South’ners dew stick on the price.”
““Kin you tell me’’—turning to me—*the best route
intew North Ca’lina? I contemplate takin®' a tower over
there.” S | |

“The ‘molst direct, perhaps, is the stage route. I’ma

_ stranger here, howevet; and Mz, Barclay can tell you
more accurately.” ' '
- ““Wal; 'l be much obleeged tew hiin.”
_‘“You can go by the railroad, if you choose,” said
Mr. B——, politely ; “or by stage; or by the canal.” -
- % What canal ?”’ .' |
“The Dismal Swamp Canal,”

““Git dout! Who’d ’a thought that ’ere canal begun -

here to Norfolk ?  P’r’aps yew’ll go that way?”?

\

A HUMOROUS NOVEL. 3;

"‘P ssibly 1 may.” : | o
“V‘?al anyhow, I hope we may run-ag’in one *nother
, No doubt we shall, somewhere ’no;her-. Good

nce more. oo o0
ornin’, gentlemen !’ .
(2‘ Gbo’d morning,” I replied; and Mr. Bf qutVLEd me
the politeness of leave-taking. - ' '

nI drfw a long breath of relief at my escape ; paid for

my map, and was speedily on board the Betty Warren.
found all hands swaying, with might and main, on a

huge cask in the hold. The captain informed me that

here had been some mistake in the stowage ; ar{d that it
was therefore necessary to-break out a part (_)f ins ‘c]:rgoi
He wonld get away, he thought, abmft ‘one o clock. |
returned to the hotel; passed the morning with the ngvlvs-
papers; and, on my way to the vessel, between twe v;
and one o’clock, stepped into Myers’ for a 1ugch. - Iha
finished it, and was paying for it, when, forth fr?m t]h;e
stall adjoining my own, adorned, as befb.re, with t e
never-tou-be-forgotten white hat, came my friend the pro-
I . | _

fes‘S‘OAh! Mr. Seaworthy; how are ye now ?,7 We ma-
nage, somehow ’nc‘:;her3 t(,)’ git together often.’

“ rtainly do, str. .. |

“ Vl\g: (i\‘/elyers,%et r,ne introduce my friend Mr. Seawor- .
thy 17?

I bowed, of course.

Mr. Myers was pleased to say,
with a smile and a bow, R N
«8ir! Mr. Seaworthy, I’'m happy of your ’a’cquam -
ance. Sir, you’re a gentleman and a sclfolar!
I bowed, - o
« Say you’ll git away to-day, Mr, Seaworthy e ;
<1 think I shall. Good morning, Professor Matters.
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And I turned from him just as’ his lips were openmg
to ask how, when, and where ?
¢ Good mornin’ tew ye, Mr. Seaweathery,” replied my X
friend ; ““p’r’aps we’ll meet ag’in somewhere *nother,”
¢ May it be during the Millennium !> muttered I ; and
I made my Way to the wharf. ' CHAPTER III

GETTING UNDER WAY.

# Cras ingens iterabimus sequor.”

SR D s T e b AR

‘MucH to my annoyance, I now found that the schooner

would not get away until three in the afternoon ; at which

#time the skipper assured me he should positively get un-

gder way. His mate had engaged, he said, to: take

Jianother passenger ; but if he, the passenger, were not on

Jboard in time, the vessel would not wait for him,

& T will not hazard my reputation for veracity by under-
taking to say how often I consulted my watch during the .
two succeeding hours. At last, at a quarter before three,
Captain Ragsdale came puffing along with the last of the
stores, and gave orders to get under way

“B’low there!”

¢4 HELIO f32

“Come on deck, now, and let’s git the bloody old
Betty under way. Bear a hand now, you Laz’rus!”’

i“ SII‘ 2

“Luse that ere jib. You Sam Hines, ontie Vthat ar

 fosail!”? | |

“ Ay, ay, sir.”?

“ H’ist away now !”

-““Laz’rus, luge”—so the sklpper said loose—<* the

i

:

@%f ﬂv-
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mainsail thar ! Be on yer pins now! Cast off that ar stam
fast! This-a- -way now, an’ help one h’ist the mainsail !
- #Ain’ you gom to wmt for the passenger”’ inquired
Lazarus.

“ No!”” shouted Captam Ragsdale
for the Gov’nor! I-—*

““Hold on there! Yaou! Bov! Isay!® shouted some-
body, as Lazarus was lifting the bow-fasts:

I'looked up. There, wheezing like a victim to the
phthisic, his venerable and ubiquitous white hat held
firmly in his hand, was—my friend’ Proressor Mar-
TERS! . : :
“Has the Old Man of the Sea reappeared in the flegh ?”
. Was my groaning query to myself.

“ Yaou boy, what’s yer name?”’

¢ Name Laz’rus.”*

“Lazg’rus what

“Name Laz’rus.” 4 :

“ Wal, jest hold on tew that ’ere rope a minnit till I
git my baggage aboard, or by the Great Horn Spoon
you’ll never see Edentown' Here ’tis naow!”’ ,

And he pointed to a truck which had just made its ap-
pearance on the wharf, On it were two barrels, and, as

“J wouldn’t wait

!

Jected, superannuated hair trunk, There was a trifling

be of enormous weight ; and the skipper had, it seemed,
no other resource than to cut the mousing of the peak
halyard, and use it (the halyard) for a_fall. At last the
baggage was on beard. ‘The barrels were stowed amid-
ships, and the trunk was borne to the cabin. I caught

* A negro says “ Name John ;” never © my name is,” &ec.

Bboom, and tie up that ar sail!
delay in getting the barrels on board, as they proved to - [;
“Times like these ’ere, duty must be done!”
f . “ Shall I'steer for you?”’ I asked.
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) glimpse of the card as it passed me, on whlch in large
nd somewhat unclerkly capitals, appeared

«PROFESSOR F. MATTERS,

STEVENTOWG‘MQ. »
ges= < This side up, with gre@eare.”

Cast off that ar bow-fast !” ‘

4 Ay, ay, sir?

« H’ist away on yer jib now !”?

“Ay, ay, sir.”

“Stan’ by the peak halyards thar! it’s goin’ to blow a
erfect hurricane ’?

Tven so. In the hurry of getting under way, none
ad noticed the threatening cloud; but it was evident
hat we were about to encounter a severe squall. It was
of long in coming; and, fortunately for us, we had
eared the opposite shore so as-to be well under the lee
f the buildings. As it was, the violence of the squall

§was sach as to part the jib-halyard, and down came the
§sail, shivering and flapping with a ﬁerceness that seemed
dlikely to tear it into shreds.

High aprose the voice of the startled skipper, in notes
carcely less loud than those with which Satan is said

, B0 have called to his prostrate legions.
I found on a nearer approach, a bald, cadaverous, de-

“Je—rooz—rum! Sam, lay out thar on that ar jib-
Dont mind the spatter-

»'1”.—(the water was flying merrily over the bows).

“ Can you steer ?”
11 Try me. bR
“ Wal, if you can, you'll obhge me, for that ar jib 1

f 20 to Davy Jones ef I don’t go and tend to it myself.”’
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. He went forward, My friend the professor had beey

+ holding on to the low quarter-railing during the squall§
. He now looked-round to me with a Iudzcrous air of over.®

d asked, .
bwe’re in much—in much da—dan

powering terror,

“Do yew thf
geri”’

“Not the least in the world.”

“ Wal, I can’t help feelin’ oneasy. I can’t swim, and
I don’t hke the looks o’ things nohow. I wish I'd tuck
the stage.”’

“T-wish you had 1’ thought 1 ; but I assured hie.there
was no danger,

“ Dawcer!” exclaimed the sktpper, who bad just re.
turned from splicing the halyard and setting the jib;
“ to be sure there ain’t no danger. This ere ain’t a patch
to some gales on the Pasquotank and old Albemarle. ']
show . you somethin’ when we get off the mouth o’ the
Chowan.* Why, I've seen worse blows ’n this on the
canawl !”’ ’

“ Git aout!”

“True, as my name’s Jeemes Ragsda]e.

“Smo!” ‘

“Fact,”

*Couldn’t "you set me ashore, cap’n ?”

“Too late. Besides, the -squall’s over.
thar !’ : -

¢ Sir.”

“ Set the gaff-topsail I’

“ Ay, ay, sir.”” . |

We. were now passing the Navy Yard, and the Penn-

sylvania’s band was playing,

- * Pronouneed Cho-awn.

For’ard 8
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exclaimed the

Py

« Wal, if that don’t beat all natur,”
rofessor ; “beats the Steventown band all. holler!
 «Yes, 1t’\s mighty fine!” replied the. skipper; “but .
#hat's the use on’t all? She’s a mighty nice: vessel, but
Llie costs a blame sight more’n she’siworth "

-« ysed to think so, tew, cap’n,’ rephed the professor ;
« but the trewth is, that ef the public money didn’t go that
way, it "'ud go another. Folks will have their "lowance o’
blood, and thunder, and . g}ory, t'ain’t ho use talkin’.
I was out to South Ameriky tew years ago. There was
some locations there where the dirty Portygese and, Spa-.
nishers couldn’t git enough to eat; but they must have
their glorifications.for all that; and them that cussed the
government most was al’ays fust to jine in, and shout
hooror!  The most paradin’est military feller I ever seen .
was oneé o’ them cholers on the Spanish Main; and he
lived. in a little doggery of a house, built out o’ the ribs

| of a sulphur-bottom whale. - There was Jim Simmons

up to Steventown Stuck, I swow!

stuck !”?

We were indeed aground.

“ Wal, don’t you spose I knows 1t 2" replied the skip-
per, a little netfled at being thus interfered with, in the
discharge of his duty. “ I never could keep the run o’
the bloody chanpnel : a]ong here ; but anywhere else, 1
knows it as-well as the man ’at. dug it 'out '’

s Sartm, cap'n, sartin, I didn’t mean no ‘fence.
Don’t get'r riled. ¢ Keep your temper’ is my rewl. Iseen
it ohee over the cap’n’s office "board of a steamhoat

We were soon off the bar, and, fo]lowmg the narrow -
and dlﬂ"wult channel between the low but picturesque

Cap’n, you re

“shores of the rmer, we' reached the ]ocks Just at nightfall.

4
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CHAPTER 1IvV.

THE VOYAGE.—THE CANAL.

~ “IHi robur et s triplex.
Circa pectus erat, qui Jragilem truci
Commisit pelago ratem .
Primius "—Honar,

Tue professor’s fears subsided when we had fairly;
entered the canal. When, however, we had got through |
the short cut, and rfe-entered the river, another squall
took us on our starboard quarter. - Away went the gaff
topsail sheet; blocks rattled ; the sails flapped with

noise that was almost deafening ; the pig, the buckets, ;

and the firewood slid furiously into the lee scuppers, and |
I fully expected to see our top-hamper go by the board
The professor got hold of the weather tiller-rope,
clung to it with a strain that would have parted any

‘'similar piece of rigging of less staunch materials. His i

~whole reliance seemed to be in the skipper, This last

2
uncombed hair blown fiercely back from his weather-

‘browned face; his form erect; his eye flashing, and
gleaming at every suspicious point of his marine defence
He had no very great confidence, I was sure, in the quali-
ties of the Betty Warren ; but no sailor, however much
he ‘abuses the vessel in which he sails, will ever quietly |
suffer another person to do i R ‘

-

. and stan’ by to take in sail
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¢ Blast the bloody old tub!”’ exclaimed the mate; I
i ? e bottom !”?

I:S‘hosllll'e gﬁlf odt:;:hsir!” gro"aned the professor, * don’t
ay.so. Its fairly flyin’ in the face o’ Providence. ?,l,x-
-hw! Dew yew think she’ll tip over, Mr. Seawortby.

And, without waiting for my reply, he began to say a
ine from :

_ % When I can read my title clear,” .

hen Captain Ragsdale, whose ire had- b_een roused by
he mate’s disrespectful remark concerning the vessel,
roke ground with . )
¢ Wg;lo the h~- are you, Sam Hines, to be I:Iartm’z
ut sich stuff *bout this wussul? They ain’t ’nother

M .1 22
 sich a craft on this canawl. .

«T don’t think they s,” muttered the mate. \

¢« What’s that ? Say that ar agin’, and ef I don’t sen(%\ ;
you to plant oysters my name ain’t Jeems ‘,Ragsdzle. ‘
You poor corn-chawin’ land-lubber! go for’ard thar,
ye

“Ay, ay, sir!”” growled the mat_e, who did not seem
anxious to provoke the wrathful skipper to the execution
of his ominous threat; and he went forv-vard. _

The squall abated, sail was taken in, and we ‘Welz
soon ¢ locked through”” into the Dismal Swamp Canal.
little negro stood by a span of mulles, ready tp tow uhs.
Another span soon came. The drivers sprang upon the
backs of two of the mules, and away we went. The pro-

. fessor seemed reserved and thoughtful, and 1 did not molest

him. All was new tome. The drivers kept up a plain-'

B tive and monotonous song, improvising in their humble

style, and filling the woods, leagues atound, virithleqhoes.'
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.. Why is it that boatinen and sailors are more musical
" than other laborers? The sailor in the forecastle, and at |

his work ; the gondolier at his oar ; (thé boatmen on the i

)/

Chesapeake and Ohio Canal call their boats ¢ gunda- |
los!”) the ferryman—all are singers. Blacksmith
whistle. Tailors are tfaciturn, Carpenters_are quiet

Shoemakers are merry ; but your sailor, or waterman, is
If he be unable to sing, :

almost always a singer.
ten {o one that he has a rickety old accordeon, violin, or

an asthmatic flute, with which he offers whole hecatombs
of slaughtered erotchets and quavers upon Apollo’s altars. ;
‘The more deaf the divinity to his importunate prayers, &
the more numerous the sacrificial offerings, 'The most f
persevering Yotary of the art I ever saw was a mulatto, -

at sea, upon whose hardened ear fell unheeded the dying

groans and complaining sighs of suffering semibreves ;

and ‘minims, whose existence he cut short aequo pede,”

cuts

“The bearded grain at a hreath, .
~ And the flowers that grow between,”

I suppose it must be motion that provokes this musical
development ; for your stage-coach driver is always a
singer. C S

The quaint and somewhat mournful strain of the dri-
vers seemed to have awakened a responsive chord in the
breast of Captain Ragsdale ; for he came pensively down
the ladder while I was making some notes of the day’s
occurrences in my journal, and took in hand with gingerly
care an old flute, ' ‘

“ Was I fond of misic ?* he asked.
e Very.” .

i
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-« Anﬂ so be I,” ejaculated the professor. -

« Would he disturb me bjé'p,l’aying 3

(G e least in the world.”” - L

Alliio:ilzhout farther parley, he leaned far. back in his
hair his long,wlank, macilent frame, blew' into the end
{ the instrument, snapped the key, and with some such
ensiveness as Don Quixote may be supposed to hav‘e
isplayed when he sung :

4 Love with idleness combined -
Will unhirge the tender mind,”

| to the enamored Altisidofa, he ran his fingers over the
 holes, as if to (]uiet and subdue rather than encourage
{ od call forth the elfin medley of startled quavers that

ame tumbling over each other at the first potent blast
of that terrible conjuration. Thirds, fourths, fifths,

' octaves; intervals before unheard of,-and never since

\ G ; d resistlessly forth. upon
with the sfride and ruthlessness of the grim reaper who ? spanned by buman skiil, poured xes ’

the startled air, and the old canal, ,

“ unconseious of a flood,
y s X ,
Whose dull, brown Naiads ever sleep in mud;

seemed to simper its smiling approval by the faint dimple

that gathered in its swarthy cheek.. -The pr‘c?fes’sorf v;:}s
delighted. Strength, and not skill, was ev1dgnﬂy is;,
musical standard. Sam Hines and bl_a(fk Lalze(t'rus came
aft, and sat down near the door. Prm?u'sE tclp, 2 -negro
who was at the helm, was evidently beginaing tq neglect
his duty, so absorbed was he by .the music. old

‘Lonzy, a bull-dog, and Jack, a terrier, came to the com-
B panion-way and stood looking with canine solemnity at

L t performer. The former cast some ir_anilrin'g
s | ting ; and I judged, from his
4% :

glances at me, as I sat wri
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puzzled air, that he had falled to satlsfy hxmself What it !
all meant.

“Dod rot it all, Primus! can’t ye keep her off o’ i}
“You triflin’ !

“the tow-path shouted the skipper.
feller! you ain’t no ’cotnt, nohow, lo steer,
take that ar helm!”?

- ¢ Ay, ay, sir.” ‘
The captain now went on deck, and the professor and
myself turned in.

Laz’rus

tone,

“] say, neighbor.”

“ Well 2 |

““ Yaou remember the
sylvany P

“Yes.” :

« 'Bout my narme | ”

¢ Yes.”? :

“ Wal, don’t laff ’bout it. It’s a serious subject,
Now I don’t keer to hev it git dout.- The trewth is,
‘tween you and me, my name’s Funnyford. My grand’-

dinner Penn-

"board the

ther had a pardner o’ that name. But I was al’ays |

rather_stocky, and so they got to callin’ me Fatty.
Professor Jmklns hicered some one call me so, and he
thought it ’as my name.”? ‘

“ Well, my friend Funnyford, I—’

“1’d a leetle ruther yew’d call me professor, ef its all
the same. tew ye. Fact is, people °1I call me- Funny,
sure’s ye're born, if they git hold of it.>?

“Very good, professor; I will try not to betray you.”

“ Dew, if ye please ; and I’ll al’ays do the fair thing,
and stan’ shot till we git to Edentown. Good night!”

%‘
n
; : was well nigh at the full, and I did not rest well.

~Just as I was getting drowsy, my
companion rose on his etbow and said to me, in a low |

‘beneath the counter.
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The moon
One
Be that

«“ Good night, professor;” and.I slept.

sleeps more soundly; I fancy, in a dark night.

| asit may, I could_hear, in my half-waking repose, the
. monotonous song of the drivers ; their emphatic blows on

he ¢ unfed sides” of the jaded mules, and their chir-

i rupping, intermingled with divers epithets and persua-
' sives not proper to be set forth in this history, to quicken
- the cattle’s motion.

: Captain Ragsdale conjured forth
the crickets with his orchestral snore, and- the smolke-
browned little cabin rung with their song. The rats
were performing

“ Lavoltas high and swift corantos”

behind the bulkhead; the tow-rope rustled over the
low shrubbery on the bank ; the rudder squeaked, and
the water curled and eddied in a low musical ripple
Ever and anon, the professor
would start feverishly from his troubled slumber, with a-

‘hysteric, “Oh! O dear! O cap’ ni” manifestly dreaming

of the ballad-famous catastrophe,

“Then three times round went our gallant ship,
Then three'times round went she;
Then three times round went our gallant ship,
And she sunk to the bottom of the sea !”

At last I sank into a profound sleep, and when T awoke

it was day
“Morning in the Old Dommmn,” I.said to myself as

I stepped on deck, We were passing a hamlet on the
canal, called, if I remember well, Deep Creck. The.
spring birds were singing; the sun shone gloriously ;
the air was fresh and bracing ; all was quiet and all was
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beautiful. So far, the Dismal Swamp had been anything
but. dismal. . The drivers were lying athwart the backs
of their cattle, which (I long to call them who) plodded
sorrowfully -along, with heads downcast, as if life had
lost for them its tinge of romance; and they were
thinking of other and younger days, when, peradventure,
their hearts had been left “ fracted and corroborated”
by some coquettish jilt of a bright-eyed filly.
- The morning wore pleasantly away. The professor
busied himself by some abstruse calculations with penci
and paper.” I wrote a letter and a page in my journal,
A negress, of more than ordinary comeliness and intelli-

gence, accompanied by a very pretty child, took passage |

with us. I heard her say, in reply to some gquestioner
on the tow-path, that she was ¢ gnoin to North Ca’lina

visitin’.”> Her husband came on board soon after, but,
poor fellow! hehad forgotten his “pass,” and was

- obliged to go back for it. 'We could not wait for him,
and he had a long walk of it to overtake us. Lonzy,
the dog, came ever and anon to the companion-way, and
looked in upon us with an air of one who is endeavoring
to fathom a mystery. He would look, now at the pro-

fessor's cabalistic formulas, now at the motions of my |

pen; and then, after. a brief consultation with the
shaggy little terrier, both the dogs put thelr paws on the
highest step of the- ]adder and gravely observed our mo-
tions,

We had been hoping for a pleasant day. As the
morning wore away, how;e{fexj, we saw some most unmis-
 takable signs of rain. It'grew sultry, The cattle trod
drowsily along, and the drivers walked silently beside
them.

[ leaked,
. drops did not ooze through the deck. Thence it trickled
f along the carlines down upon our heads. As fortune

The dogs stretched themselves at full ]eﬁgth !
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jnpon  deck. The professor turned in for a nap As 1
twent on deck at noon, we were passing the hotel, not far,
if T mistake not, from Lake Drammond. The. stage-coach
idrove up.
'who seemed quite too languld to get out; and I caught a
iclimpse of a fair girl in 2 mourning- dress, whose head
fwas bound tightly with a handkerchief. Light as was
the load, the horses—three leaders abreast and two:
wheel-horses—ambled slowly and wearily along, op-

There were two or three gentlemen inside,

pressed, like ourselves, by the sultrmess of the wea-
ther. - '
At length as we were ﬁmshmg our . dinner, down
came the rain. It began with a thin-and almost impal-
pable drizzle.
“I'm mighty ’fraid we’re guoin to hev a wet time

on’t,” said the captain, as he donned an oil-cloth jacket
and sou’wester. ¢¢ What do you think, professor?”’

“T think we’re goin’ to hev an etarnal drizzle, an’ no
mistake !’ - -

He was not far wrong. The rain. came faster and
faster; the tow-path was speedily a mass of mud; the
mules and their drivers, as well as the man at the helm,
were dripping with water; the dogs looked wistfully
info the cabin; and the captain came below, and sat
moodily down, with his head on his hands, evidently an-
ticipating ¢“ a wet time on’t ;” and knowing full well, by
sore experience, the sad import of the expression. We
discovered, to our great disappointment, that the cabin
But one single corner was there where the
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would have it, the corner in which Professor Matters and’
myself were srttmg proved to be passably dry..

Night camde on; and, dfter a late sapper, we el
deavored to contrive some plan for a night’s rest. 'To
sleep in the berths was out of the question ; for the rain

was dropping merrily into them, and we had been obliged -

before nightfall to roll up the bedding, and stow it away

in a locker. We spread a matress upon the cabin floor,
shut the doors, and betook ourselves to repose. .I be- |
lieve some grammarians reckon repose among the active |

verbs. I beg leave to say that I favor that classification.

Never, to the best of my knowledge and belief, have I |

so vigorously endeavored' to sleep. I counted whole

thousands ; I listened to the pattering of the rain ; 1held |
my eyelids firmly together, and resolutely ignored the ¢

fact that the professor was beginning a snore, which, i
I might judge ez pede Herculem, would prove a perfect
typhoon when the drowsy god should fairly encompass
his plethoric proportions in the emphatic hug of the  wee
sma’ hours.” I groaned aloud at the very thought of it.

“What’s the matter, nelghborP ? asked the professor,
in a sympathetlc tone.

“ Nothing at .all, I thanlk you, pmfessor, but would §
you oblige me by turning upon your side ?”

« Which side?”
- ¢ Tt is immaterial ; say the l@ﬁ side.”

¢ The left side it és. Good mght 1"
- «Good night, professor

“Pleasant dreams to ye!”

“ Thank you.”

Vain is the help of man. Blessed is he that expectetb
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nothing.  ¥orth from the professor’s nostril, ab imis
sedibus, come forth the clarion notes, now in a strain

which mrght relatrve]y be musically denominated planis-
simo, NOW in a crescendo movement ; it swelled like the

- porth wind in a Carolina forest of pmes, to forte and

fortissimo ; ‘now plaintive,

“Aa when Scotchmen grind undying notes upon hand -organs,”

now sharp, short decisive ; ; stirring one’s blood like
the shriek of a bagpipe in extremis; now long drawn,

sustained, like a colonel’s shout to distant squadrons; .

‘now crisp, abrupt, emphatic, startling ; now--but will
the reader pardon the. futile ‘effort to describe it? . He
has but to ‘take down Horseshoe Robinson from the
shelf (if it were at hand I would copy the extract), and
read how that hero snored, on a certain night when the
‘herotsm of a girl save® both himself and Butler from
threatened peril. The “ grunt” and *snoit”’ of Gal-
braith; on that oceasion, might. possibly aid the imagina-
tion of the reader in forming some faint conception of the
manner in which the professor made night hideous to me.
We made but little progress. The cattle were jaded,
| and they crept wearily along in the mud, possib]y two

and a half miles the hour. Once, too, in passing another ;

boat we got aground and it was a long time before we
got under way again. The captain came below and

kindled a small fire ; but the wood was wet, and it hissed
and sung, and smouldered, and flickered, until he gave -

np the attempt

: I'had risen upon my elbow to witness his. exertlons,‘
and I maintained the same attitude after he stepped out
upon deck and closed the oabm doors Old « Lonzy
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“crept in unperceived, drlppmg all over with the rain
and, setting his feet broad apart.on the cabinfloor, b
gave himself-so vigorous a shake that his ears and ta
were for the moment invisible. The weight of the show
fell upon the upturnied countenance of my happy fellow
- lodger!  He rallied a little, and drew the sleeve of h
coat (neither of us had undressed) across his lips, an
rolled over. It would seem that the capiain had not
fastened the cabin-door ; for I heard the terrier scratchin
for admittance: In a moment more he shcceeded in ¢
‘fecting an entrance, just in lime to escape a wrathfy
kick from Lazarus. That worthy was at the helm, an
the-blow he meant for the terrier fell harmlessly. (to a
save hxmself) upon the cabin-door. I could hear hi
groan a moment after, '

“Ah—h—h! Cricky! Plague take de feller! I bi
‘broke my foe, sartin! Dod dod de Iuck' Gwine to rai
for eber, I b’lieve!” * :

All unconscious, however, of the perils he had escqped
the drlppmg terrier, whose every particular hair looked as§
if it were conscious of the apostolic injunction to «
" out and be separate,” pausedin precisely the same placef

where ¢ Lonzy’’ had: paused a few minutes before, and
again the rains descended, and the floods came in &
blinding shower upon the face of the snoring professor.
“ Connecticut River! Scissors! H
professor, “ who done that “ere ?»

And so saying, his eye fell upon the poor terrier, whof
was now getting into the proper attitude for the seconl@

shake. In the dim light of the smauld\ermg fire, he

seized upon the nearest object (it chanced to be one of

[ go now !
gravy!

 temper, Fatty.
' down ‘and git another nap.’

—11"? roared th 3
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his own. bPQfS). forﬁ the ‘infliction of due éhastisement.
Had the blow reached the poor terrier, there is no telling -

how soon the author of these pages mlght have had oc- -

casion to write his epltaph—

“ Mulus 1lle bonis ﬂeb:hs oceidit,”

He had the discretion to vamsh—-and he survwed _The

g blow, however, upset the oil-can, and left it, bottom up-

ward, in the capacious leg of the professor’s remaining
boot, I feigned a sound sleep. It was not until he had
felt for a long time, on a table and in the locker, that he
found the lamp. - This, after much asthmatic éxpendi-
ture of breath, he lighted, and took a dehberate survey. of
the cabin. :
“Je-rew-sa~lem,”’ exclalmed he, as he partially open-
ed the cabin-door.. ‘‘How like all natur it does rain!
Sleeps like a top, that *ere feller !’ (looking at me). “Darn
that ’ere tarrier! Hello! Hel-lo! Hrr-Lo!. Here’s a
‘What’s this ’ere in my bute? Lamp ile, by
‘Childern of Isril! It’s eenamost half full. Wal,
Fatty, I should like to know ef you don’t estimate that
this ’ere’s rather a' pleasant night on’t! Wal, keep your -
I guess you might *hout as well lay

How I survived the convulsion of laughter with which

my sides were aching, and how I restrained it, I know
| not. The professor, however, had not, apparently, dis-

covered that I was awake. He left the lamp. burning,

stretched his: brawny limbs beside me, and was soon

asleep. - He hiad left the. cabin-door ajar, and presently

a goodly stream. of water trickled down beneath him ;
5 ' :
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while, from a new leak overhead the blg drops began to
fall upon his heaving breast. g

The nlght had become cold, and I silppose I ought in
-all charity, to have awakened him. I am ashamed to
.confess, however, that T beheld the descending curren
with a feeling something very closely akin to satisfaction
Eatlgue and drowsiness at last carried the day. The
lamp burned dimly ; the fire went ont; my eyelids drew
drowsily together, my head sank back; “the deep, pro.
found, eternal bass” of the professor’s snore fell upon un-
heedmg ears. In vain did Captain Ragsdale startle the
dull ear of night (who call’s it so ?) with the nerve-palsy-
ing blast of a tin horn, by way of warning to the lock-
“keepers. In vain did the rain patter, and trickle, and
drop, as if discomfort had dissolved herself, in order to be
omnipresent. Islept. Howlong, I knownot. Iremember
Iamt]y, as if it were all a dream, some low muttermgs at
my side.. When I was fully awake, I saw by the expiring
flicker of the lamp that the professor was S1ttmg dp in
that precise position somewhat vaguely described by the
words “on end.” .

‘¢Childern of Isril P’ now reached my ear, in a low

mautter, like distant thunder, ¢ they ain’t a dry rag on me, g

Ugh-h—h~h! By the great horn spoon!

I du believe.
how cold it is! ~ Feet wet, tew! Blast the old sieve of
a boat!. EfI ever git aboard a canaw] boat again, may
I—howsomever, Fatty, keep yer temper They re
pumpin’ the old thing now. Wonder if they’re goin’ to
pump her all night! Shouldn’t be surprised . ef she’d
sprung a leak. Ugh-h! Jehrew—slum how cold T be!
I say, friend I’ .
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I made no reply. ‘

«T say, neighbor. Yaou !’ :

« Eh? -Hello! What és it ?”’ said I, drowsily. ,

«What 1s it, indeed? It’s a young deIuge, sartm
Did you ever see sich a rain?”’ .

« Well, it really has been raining, professor,” said I,
in the quietest way in life ; ¢ we must have had quite a
shower.”” _ ,

«A shaower! a rLoop, you mean. Look a here!
Look at my shirt and weskit! (vest.) Jest look at my
trowsis; will ye? Look at-that “ere bute! I shouldn’t
wonder ef my hat was wet.” | -

He pricked up the wick of the lamp, and, in its mo-
mentary gleam, the venerable béaver was found with abotrt
a pint of water in it, resting as coolly and quietly as if
it belonged there. "The professor was not long, as may
be readily supposed, in emptying the hat, and then he
threw it down upon the cabin floor, with a Wrathful vigor
that I shall never forget.

“ Cuss the rotten ‘old thing!
swear. I wonder what time it is?”

‘ Half-past two, professor.”

- “Half-past few. I wish it was six.

The professor’s eloquence was here cut short by the
arrival of Captain Ragsdale; who informed us that, if we
would put up with such accommodations, (!) we might
go into the hold, = A part of it was dry, he said, and we
could sleep there better than in the cabin,

"¢ No doubt on’t I’* responded the professor. _

We carried our bedding into the hold, and, to our
infinite delight, slept uninterruptedly until seven o’clock.

It eenamost makes me

I 3y
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We found ourselves at South End. We were not long
in locking through. The poles were now taken in hand
“and we were, at an early hour, winding along the count.
less turns of-the Pasquotank.

just at nightfall, we let go our anchor abreast of the=
pretty village of Edenton. I now flattered myself that
I should escape the professor. Itook leave of him, and |

evaded his questions as to my destination. On reaching "%
the hotel, I learned that it was court week; and the ©
obliging Jandlord was pleased to say that he had buta}

single vacant room ; but that fhat was at my service.
He might be obhged he added, to give me a fellow-
lodger ; but would net do so, if he could avoid it.

I then made some inquiries about my unelé’s family
He knew Colonel Smallwood very well, he said; and
would send me across the Chowan in the morning.

- %Could he send me early ?” I asked.
¢ As early as you please.”
¢ 8ay, at four.”

“ At four.”

“ Will you breakfast here ?” _

“ A mere lunch, if you please ; toast and coffee.”

“Good night, Mr. Seaworthy.”

¢ Good night, Mr. Bond,”

I may have been abed an hour, I was just falling, at

any rate, into a delightful sleep, when a tap at my door
awoke me. :
“ Who is there ?”
Open the door one moment, if. you p]ease, Mr Sea-
Worthy :

We were so fortunate as ©
to be able to lay our course into Albemarle Sound, and,
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1 did so. Mine host, for it was he; apologized for

| disturbing me ; but said that he was full, and . that they
' were full at Hathaway’s; and that he was, therefore,‘
- obliged to ask me to take a bedfellow. .. -

« Was it a gentleman of his acquamtance P T asked.

“No. A stranger.”’ ‘

« And you have no other bed ?”’

“Not a bed in the house but what has at least two
in it.”

“ Well, then, it is but for a n1ght I consent.”

Mine host dlsappeared A servant soon afterward
made his appearance with a venerable trunk which I

 thought I must have met before, in my travels ; and while
I was endeavoring to decide the query where it could

have been, I heard the step of the owner in the passage.
I first saw the top of a white hat (not, as it seemed from
a hasty glance, in the best possible state of preservation),
as the new-comer stooped to enter the low door. The
head was then lifted erectly, and a loud
4 Her~lo? why, how pu you pu?”’ was a whole book
of revelation as to the name of my bed-fellow. '
¢ Why, what’s the matter? sick ?”’
“Yes; I am somewhat indisposed.”’
“T'm trewly sorry ; anything I kin dew for ye:
| “Noj; I thank you.” _ .
“ When du yaou git away ! PP
“It is uncertain.”
I now called the servant to me, and asked him to wake
me at three. He promised fo be punctual, and left us,:
“] hope I shan’t disturb ye,”” shid the professor, as
he drew off his boots. I’ve ordereﬂ a bucket o’ hot wa-
ter. Don’t feel very well myse]ff, and so I thought I'd
5% '

2
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Where'd

sozk my feet. That’s a nice trunk o’ yourn.
ye git it 2
¢J really do not remember.”’
" ¢ It must ha’ cost ten or twelve dollars.”
«1 think it more than likely. Excuse me, if you
please, professor; I am sleepy. Good night!””
«(ood night, Mr. Seaweather! P’r’aps we’ll run
ag’in one ’nother ag’in, some time.”
T baven’t a doubt of it 1"’ I muttered, and I slept

The boy called me at three.

I verily believed, in the arms of sleep ¢ After a hearty
breakfast, I embarked. I followed the ‘plan I had pre-
vissly arranged.

to transact some business; and, about four o’clock in the

afternoon-of the following day, set out, on horseback, for i IEAR Ver,
£.0a5, ’ ’ 1 sight of 'it, indeed) my uncle’s house; for it is not two

' hundred yards from the head of the sound, between the
- mouths of the Roanoke and the Chowan.

the CyrrEss SHORE, the residence of iny uncle.

Dressing in all possible ;
haste, and as silently as I could, I left the professor, as

I landed at Plymouth ; sent my trunk |
back by the boat to Col. Smallwood’s; went to Windsor |
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CHAPTER V.

“AULD AGQUAINTANCE"—THE ,ARRIVAL

. My ‘home! my home! my happy home I
Soxa.

11ap sent to Cypress Shore, together with iﬁy trunk,
a note to my uncle, Col. John Smallwood, apprising him

j of my arrival, and requesting him to send a horse for me,
| to Windsor, on the following day.

The reader who
happens to know the geography of the region of which
am speaking, will perceive that I passed very near (in

: : It will quite as
easily be seen that I went leagues out of my way. In

‘making this detour, I 'had several objects in view. One

was to avoid my new friend the professor; another; to Yisit
an old friend, Dr. Jeffreys, of whose change of residence
I had not heard ; ; and another to execute a commission
for a New York merchant to his factor in Bertie.

Not finding Dr. Jeffreys at home (he had recently re-
moved to a plantation near my untle’s, known as ¢ Under-
wood”), I went directly. to Windsor, where I arrived
about ten o’clock on the same evening. I have known
the time to pass “ on angel-wings” there ; but the earlier
hours of the next day seemed interminable. My horse
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arrived, at- length, and I was speedily in the saddle,
With many a silent query as to the possible changes at
Cypress Shore (I had been gone three years), and whether
Helen Jefireys was single; and with now and then a

laugh at my escape from my friend the professor (which -
degenerated into a chuckle of exultation when I imagined -

the surprise with which he would probably awake, and,
~on finding me absent, exclaim « Hewman natur!”’) dzd

I steadily travel onward.

In winter, spring, or fall, which is to_say in ratnv %

seasons, it'is a good three-hours’ drive from Windsor to
my uncle’s residence. Such was the case at the time
of which I speak, the tw enty-mnth day of March, 1849 ;
and my horse gave some signs of weariness as he * pad
ded the way’’ in the silent shades and utter loneliness
of the giant pines. ‘ L
O! those Carolina roads! extending leagues.on
leagues, with never a crook descernible by the-eye, flanked
by thick-set pines that have been blazed and scarred by
surveyors and tar-makers ; level as a house floor, and
sometimes as hard ; musical at times with the hunter’s
horn, the hounds in full ery, or the notes of a thousand
birds, thrown'into fine harmonic relief by the low bass

of the wind as it sweeps through the lofty pines. O!

those Carolina roads! Will any one whose eye shall
dwell on this page remember a gallop along their sha-
dowy track, or through the bridle-paths and wood-roads,
‘wherein no Mentor could have saved the bewitched Tele-
machus? Will any heart, I wonder, feel a throb the
quicker or more pleasant at this mention of the stillness,
and solitude, and deep shadows of those finest of the

world’s pathways? ¢ They are -always melancholy
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pleasures, those of memory,” saith James 3 ¢ for they are
the rays of a star that has set,” Even so. There are few
things that waken for me more pleasant, and by’r lady!

sadder recolléctions, than the remembrance of divers
walks and rides (not to make the remotest allusion to the
person or persons—isn’t that lawyer-like >—with whom
they were .enjoyed) through the magnificent pine-forests
of ¢ the good old North State.”

I am digressing. I rode but slowly, and it was near
nightfall when I reached the post-office, which, I re-
membered, was about six miles from Colonel Small-
wood’s. T had passed it, and had just entered the woods
again, when I heard the clatter of a cart behind me, and

the sharp and somewhat urgent chirruping of the driver.. =

Whoever he was, he was manifestly in a hurry; for I
heard now and then a whack of a stout whip somewhat
vigorously, not to say devoutly, administered. “Think-
ing it not quite civil to turn my head to witness the ap-
proach of .the new-comer, I reined my horse out of the
road, and made him slacken his pace for the stranger to
pass. On he came with a clatter that made my horse
somewhat restive, and, as he rode up abreast of me, my
ears were greeted with

“ Human notur! I this yaou 27’

“I am laboring under the impression that it s, I
eplied, as coolly as I could say the words.

“ Wall, ya-as! I thought it must be yaou; eenamost.
now’d *twas yaou. How’ve you been ?”

“ Prelty wel] I.thank you; I hope you are quite well.”

“Why ya-as, reasonable, I thank ye; thongh ‘I had

 ? an awful time out to Edentown with the bowel -com-
I plaint,”’
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«I am sorry to hear it,”’ I replied; thoﬁgh, forgive

- me, gentle reader! I wished it had been the cholera,
¢ Good evening, sir ; it’s getting late, and I must ride on.”
- 8o saying, I plied my horse with a touch of the spur
that nearly cost me my seat, and 1éft my friend the pro-
fessor at a round gallop. T had ridden possibly a mile
at the same rate, when, on reaching the brow of a small

hill; I saw my uncle’s carriage and grays, and, on a |

~ nearer approach, old Grier, the coachman, .

¢« Ki! Maussa Greg’ry, for sure!” exclaimed he, as
he removed his hat, and gave his knee a curious sIap
with it, ' :

7

‘The colonel’s gray head and rosy visage now issued |

from one door of the carriage, and a bonnet that I was
sure I had seen three years before, and which, even
then, I.considered a venerable relic, betokened the pre-

sence of {hie colonel’s maiden sister, my aunt Corny, at
the other: : .
“ How you ben, Maussa Greg’ry "’ roared Grlef

“Hello! Gregory, my boy! how are you?
see you,
driving to ¥’ > shouted the colonel.

“ Why bless me, Gregory! Why don’t you hold the :

horses, Grief! I do believe they’re going to run away!
I’m so glad to see you, Gregory! Why d1dn t you write ?
Come this side ; Molly’s dying to see you.”

Then followed a general and particular shakmg of
hands, with the more .affectionate greetings to my Aunt
Corny and little Molly Smallwood ; this last being a

curly-headed, rosy-cheeked bew:tohmg, mischievous,. -

frolicking grrl and an adopted daughter of my uncle.

£ roadside.
Glad to

Hold up, Grief! where the devil are you
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“Let Andrew ride . your horse,” said the colonel

|« Get into the carriage with us.’

And Andrew came from his post behind the carriage.

| He took my horse, and I seated myself bes1de my Aunt
i Corny, with Molly on my knee.

“Drive home, Grief,” said my uncle. , :
Grief had driven out of the road for the pnrpose of -
urning, and the carrlage was standing crosswise in the

* 4 road, when, at a short distance, I saw Professor Mathers
f standing upright in his cart, and endeavoring, appa-
 rently, to restrain a rickety old skeleton of a horse, then
| smitten with the marasmus.
{ persuaded the animal into a gallop.

He had, by some means,

“Whoa! hold on, yaou darned fool! I do b’lieve

 yaou'll run intew that ’ ere carriage, splte of all I km
{dew, Childern of Is—"" ‘

‘This last exclamation-was cut short, as, apparently,
utter despair, he reined the horse into the ditch by the
Whether such were his design, I know not.

e was leaning back, at an angle of forty-five degrees,
the apparent effort to stop the horse; and when the
heel ran into-the ditch the cart upset, and the professor.

$leaped from it with an agility which surprised me. He
fell headlong, however.

We got out of the carriage, -
d as we approached him, he had one knee tightly

fagainst his breast, and his arms around 1t in a frantic
thug, ‘

“0-h-h-h I*? groaned the professor
“Are you much hurt#”” asked the colonel.
“Oh-h-h ! human natur!” was the sole reply, with

B2 moan that would have justified the admlmstratlon of -
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extreme unctlon, and which brought my Aunt Corny,

, tremblmg like a leaf, from the carriage.. :
«.] do believe he—he—he is killed I’? she exclaimed,

gasping for’ breath, ¢ Andrew, hitch your horse
Molly, my dear, run to the carriage, and get the mug
for Andrew, and let him fill it with water. Ilere, my
good man, smell this!”’ and she applied a phial of harts.
horn to the professor’s nostril.

¢ Childern of Isril 1’ roared the injured man; aud
he leaped to his feet. “Thanky, ma’am; I feel quite re-
lieved. Oh-h-h!” (Mere was another groan.) ¢ Wil
yew let that ’ere darky help me git my cart int’ the
road ?”?
¢4 % Most certamly, "
: ‘pat'mes were somewhat excited ; ““and, as it is now

sunset, you had better drive home with me, and take 2
bed.”’

«Thank ye, kindly!” groaned the professor s ¢ but
I’m on my way to Colonel Smalley’s, or Smallwood’s, |
b’lieve it is. Kin yaou tell me where *bouts he ties up

tew, Mr. Seaworthy P
“So! youre acquainted, eh?” said the colone

« Come—the boys have got your cart into the road, |8

see, My name is Smallwood and I am probably thegh
 He is at-—??

person you wish to see.”

The professor accepted the invitation, We reseated
‘ i Yew’re a sister of the colonel’s 3
in less than an hour we were seated by a cheerful fire 2l
I wish I could present to thefs

reader the scene of that evening, as it now reappeane
”

ourselves in the carriage, while he mounted his cart; and
the old family mansion.

to me, The gray-halred colonel in his huge old- fashloned

arm-cha:r his rosy visage. yet more rosy with ‘the’ Tightl

-

answered the colonel, whose sym-

A HUMOROUS NOVEL, 61

nd heat of the gemal ﬁre his benevolent smile betoken-
ng the tempordry subjugation of his: constitutional irrita~
ility. He was the ideal of your'testy, choleric, impa-
ient, yet- benevolent, . warm-hearted; hospitable South- -
rn- gentleman of three score” My Aunt Corny, who.

dumitted fo ‘me in confidence, three years ‘before, .

hat she was (a little upwards of thirty’?(the ‘colonel
eclared she was forty-five), relaxed somewhat her habit--
al primness as she conversed with me, casting.now and
ben a somewhat timid, uneasy, inquiring -glance at the
tofessor, and kmttmg away with a spasmodic activity -

b that provoked then, as the recollectlon of it does now, an

mresistible smile, ' ' -
“You are always busy, I belleve, Aunt Corny ” I
aid fo her, in one of the pauses of the conv ersation, |
“0 yes, Gregory. Since Kate has- gone aWayitcr) ‘

{ school, and Bob to. college, I'have taken to knitting as

pastime.. Indeed, I-don’t know what I should: do with-
ut it. Poﬁy Fegglns-e-you -remember- Poliy, ‘don’t
on ?——-prmes to'be such a capltal housekeeper, that

: there is little or nothmg else to do.””

“What college is-yer son gone tu »? inquired the pro-

E fessor,

“Not.my son, sir; Robert Small\n ood is my. nephew.
“0 ya-as! . *Seuse me, ma’am; I remember ROW,
“Yes, sir,” replied Aunt Corny, nervously

“What college did you say ?*” .= °

‘I was about to say that he was at Brown Umver-

6I. -.
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“And wihere’s Miss—Kate, I thmk yew called her
She’s your niece;’ I s’pose 2"’ :

.4 Yes, sir; Miss Kate Smallwood is my mece,” re
plied my'aurit, 2 little- irritated by so many questlon
from a stranger ; “ghe is an adopted dang‘hter of m
brother, Colonel Smallwdod. She is aft schooi at Rich
"mond #r’?

4 Oho 1" replied. the pmfessor, and he reiapsed int
somet’hmg very like -2 brown study. ' (Doés anybody
know, by the by, whyit'came to be called a brown
- study ?y "He had’ probab]y made up his mind to €om

ply very literally with the colonel’s = request. that e,
would « consider hunself at home ;” for he drew his 588
chair.nearer the fite, puﬂed off his boots, and thmst his fee

far inside the fender, within a very dangerous prommlty
tﬁ?the"ﬁr‘e'.f - He then managed, how T know naot,'-"lo €0ax

Mol]y‘ to his side, and ‘then to seat her upon his knee, |

pourmg forth, meanwhﬂe, whole encyc]opedlas of nur
sery rhymes, which' kept- hér in hlgh glee until bedtime
I-coudd see that my Aant Corny’s heart was warmin
towards the awkward and ancouth but kind-hearted pro

fessor ; and I was well nigh ready, on my own part, %
'forgne the burr-like tenacity with which he lad clung§
to-me. - Grief, I conld see; was dellghted with. him, even §
while he grinned at his oddities; and the old colonel’s face §

expanded iato-a genial smile, far beyond the strict limit
of ethuette, as little' Molly pu]led forth from 1he ‘profes

sor’s vest pocket a huge- old-fashioned watch,so big that |§

she could scarcely grasp it with both hands.

 “Hello! he exclaimed, suddenly; *childern of ff
Tsril, ef it ain’t ten o’clock! Colonel Smally, ef yewls

‘please; T'll go to bed,” -

s
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 Grief was, mstantly at hand with a pau‘ of shppers
The professor bade us good 'night ;- Molly soon dis-
appeared ; and then four long hours dld we chat about
the past. :

Many a scene of the sea dliwe Imger OoVver, many a
mile of my wandermgs did- I retrace; and it was not
until my uncle snored in the midst of one of my most
mtereqtmg stories, that I begged my better listener,
Annt Corny, to defer the rest until another day. A most
grateful feelmg of rest, and home, and familiar faces,
gave me a delicious- -sinking away into the world of

dreams. 1 was again in my own chamber- my’ own

books were upon the well-remembered shelves ; my own
dusky valet’ smlled drowsily. his heartiest smile; my
little fire sung, and fissed, and whined'; old Ponto gazed
earnestly at me from his resting-place on, the rug ; the
crickets -were in full orchestral furor, and I sank to. rest
with ¢ O! my hoie, Brave old CypressShore' Peace be
within thy walls!” as'my last conscmus benedlcnon




BERTIE:

" CHAPTER VLI

‘THE bLD‘ E‘IELD—TH'E OLD HOUSE.

“ Thus will we begin the pastoral life.”
- Dmg mem'ﬂ.

] swmn,” said Sanche Panza, and he might have
said: the same without swearing, I think the-world is

everywhere the same.”” . But the sanguine sqmre, it will §

be ‘remembered, was, untraveled, There is no ‘record
that he ever left the chlmney -corner before his marriage;
and Donna Teresa Panza first awoke and missed his
.conjugal presence on-the first night of his world-renowned
pilgrimage. With many graing of allowance, there-

- fore, O shade of the squire of sq(ures' do I repeat thy

" immortal words ; much, 1. confess, n thy own spirit,
but nevertheless “s0- as with a difference.” Else why
have the terms “haughty Southron™ and “weasel Scot”
‘beén bandied across the Tweed ? . Why else have «La

‘Belle. France’” and “ Le Diable Angleterre” played
fisticuffy across the Strait of ‘Dover? . Why else. the
epithet « proud” for the Spaniard and “passwnate”

for the Italian? Why else sweils the world of words,

" as the sands of the sea for multitude, with these latter-
day a.ddmons of Blue-Nose, - Yankee Sucker, Hoosmr,
Buckeye,. Wolvermem-what not? :

“« Not" Amurath an Amurath succeeds,

But Harry Harrys™
said the new-made king Henry V.
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< No, Sancho,” thought I as 1 came down the next

_mormng, ¢ the world is not everywhere the same ; and

you yourself would not have said so on a second knight-
erant pilgrimage. And, as if to confirm my remark,
the voice of Professor Mat%ers, in no very gentle tones,

saluted my ear. -
“ Git a~o-u-t! - Don’t ye s’pese I kin put-on my own

clothes?, Same ‘thing, a’most, yew tried to dew last.

-night. " Jest as if a man couldn’t pull off his own traw- e

sis! Who told ye to come here ">
« Maussa John." ‘ '
« Who’s maussy John :m :

« De colonel, manssa.’’
“What- in the name o’ human natur du ye call me

maussy for? I am 't'nobody’s master.””’
“Yes, maussa;” :
. “There it is ag ‘in. Yew km leave these dlgglns.
© «Yes, maussa.” ‘
« Wal, why don't ye- go? Clear out Igt;e.ss I},km‘
dress myself. Whats yer name?” T,
“ Name Grief, maussa,” - -
“ Name what 2"
“ Name Grief.”
“Git aout ! yew’ re Jokm'

o

What’s yer name, any-

how ?2?

“ Name Gmmr, maussa. S

« Wal, yew kin take my hat.” -

Here there was a short pause.

“No, no! yew consuméd fool ! Idor\’t want il bmsbed
Yew're gittin’ all the nap off on’t.  Yew kin go. I'm
threw with ye thzs time. I al’ays W|a.1t on myself to

. 6% |
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 hur; and I don’t:want nobody to wait on me away f’rom

hum. Pm a free and 1ndependent cmzen of Stew entown, |

State of Maine.” o
“I al’ays waits on de gemmen, maussa,’’

¢ Childern of Istil! can’t-you take a hint; yew darned ¢
nigger! Make yom‘self scarce now, or I’ll_make- you |
think the eend o’ the world’s comin’, Ef I don’t I hop

1 may die!”

~Here Grief ev1dent}y beCame alarmed ; for I heard his |
“As he passed me, a mo-. |
ment afterward, his mouth. displayed its whole inventory |

stép at the'head of the stairs.

of interior decoration, as he said .

“Ki! ben gwine *stracted, sure’s you bawn!”’

As T bave already intimated, I had not seen C)press
 Shore for about. three years. "My uncle had given me
:repeated invitations to make my permanent home there,

* For reasons which would be of no possible interest to the’

reader, I had declined ; but I had, until ¢ my last voyage
paid ‘him a regular annual Christmas visit. Having
some CuhOSlt) tosee what changes ‘might have taken
place, I called old Ponto from his kennel, and ordered
old Peter to saddle a horse for me. He had not forgot-
ten my preference, it seemed ; for the horse he led: to the

rack was none other than brave. old Hampton—one of a.

thousand among horses. He was a large andrbeautifully
formed horse ; coal-black, spirited ; worshiped by all the
negroes, who declared tmanlmous]y that “he knowed
a-heap.” 1 mounted and rode towards the fishery.

This, 1 may remark, in passing, is ‘about’ mldway be-
. tween-the mouths of the Roanoke and Chowan, than which
there are none more beautiful rivers in the whole South.

It was'a most delightful morning, At intervals, between
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the pmes and cypresses on the shore, 1 could 2 fsee the
sound.  There was hot a rlpp]e on its broad surface, and
it looked like a golden sen, in the gorgeous flush that
overspread itsface at the first -fierce glance of the *the
old day-wearied sun.”’ The : air was musical with birds;
a jolly negro was. maklng the woods rmg with 4’ quaint
song ; a distant pack. of hounds were in full ‘ery; and
anon came the fresh breeze from ‘

% 0id acean’s gray and melgncholy waste,”

to stir my blood with, the pulse of boyhood. Old Hamp-
ton snuffed it too; or was it the long-drawn cry of the
hounds that provoked him’" into a frlskmess and Jolhty
wnworthy his years? .

The scene recalled o me many a pleasant recol]ectnon
of my former visit ; and I more than'half resolved tb ac-
cept my uncle’s long-shghted invitation to make my home -
with him.

“0! the South! the South' ‘the beautlful South '”
I exclaimed aloud,as T rode along; and Old Hampton
hung ‘bis head, threw back his ears, dropped into 2
drowsy amble, and at length put -an end to my revery
by a very inconsiderate start at some 1mag1nary danger
on the shore of the sound. Its shores were already a
scene of bustle. The fishermen were out in their bat- 7
teaux, and the mnles were in motlon at the. ﬁrst w;nd-

Iass

Behind me was * The Old Field. ” The oM Fie]d'
Ilike the phrase.. The scene of toil, in years long gone
by. The moss has grown over the ‘record

“ Tnm]y set forth in Iapldary hnes, ‘

whmh tells us of those long burled tillers of its broad
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wealth- ‘j-i'e'lding aeres. What volumes of. recollectmn
siumber in the very name !—of the stalwart rovers o
the tall old woods, ere yet.the axe had rung its merr
peals of strife to, the death which followed the whit

=man?s arrival ; of those later days of terror, when the me
of seventy-sxx left

o« the ploughshare in the mold,
Their flocks and herds “witltont a fold
The sickle in the unshom gram,
The-corn half-garnered on the plain.”

* -, * ok . B ) E

“The bugle’s wild and. warhEe blast

Shall muster them no more; '
An army now might thunder past,
And they not heed its roar.”

Here foil has plodded Heré avarice has hoarded its ;

shmmg stores. Peril, by flood and field, has here  quick-
“ened the warrior’s pulse, or blanched the cheek of wo-
-man.  Love has here had its altars, Bereavement has
* here written her chapters of Jamentations. Ambltion has
had her votaries; Religion hath wakened the voice. of
Prayer and Worshlp ; obscure heroism hath fulfilled its
mission ; youth has gamboled in the shades of overhang-
ing trees, and age. has been gathered to the mlghty con-
gregation of the dead,
My revery was agam dlsturbed by the braymg of the
hounus. OJd Hampton raised his fine head, and bounded
_away. The whiole pack was soon visible. Several gen-
tlemen were galloping’ behind® them ; and in a few mi-
nutes I was side by side with the hunters, among whom I
met with hasty but right hearty greeting from old friends
“hom I had last met at my uncle’s table. We were in

1
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at the death. Engagements for days to come were
nade; and I turned- homeward, I paused a moment at

the, gate for a view at the old family mansion. " The
§ northern-front is not nearly so atfractive as'the southern.

The trees which- had been recently ‘planted, ‘at ‘my last
visit, were npw finely grown’; “and it was evident that

§ another month would make:the spacious lawn one of the

most beautiful-spots in the world. The house was large,
painted white, and furnished with dark-green shutters,
Huge chimneys were - built -at both ends. outside the
house; and, on the northern side, a ‘broad piazza, sup-
ported by half a score of columns, extended along the

i whole length.’ A hospﬁable deal bench' ran along the
"‘ weather-boarding ;. and at one end of the piazza was a

sort of shelf attached to” the balustrade, on which a
neat unpainted bucket, with shining hoops-and bail of
brass, was always standmg Tn a hole of this same
shelf, fitted for the purpose; was ‘the ‘ewer; and near
this, on_a roller, was a towel white as the snow. Through
the centre of the building ran a hall, some ten or twelve
feet in width. T may be - permitted to say here, for the‘
benefit of- my northern reader, who may not have seen
the south, that for three-fourths of the year, the hall and
the porch of a southert mansion are in constant requlsv-'
tion. You sit, lounge, or take your siesta:in either.
Both, but more commonly the piazza, serve you for your
promenade. In the hall you very frequently see the ap-
Pliances for - sporting — guus, belts, ponches, horns—
while on the walls you will perhaps see engravings of
celebrated horses. In the. piazza; the dogs consider
themselves pnvlleged ; and even the hounds somet:mes
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intrude, -The youngsters romp there, and there the
* hobby-horse performs his untrrmg gallop X
Bless me, what ‘a long. paragraph of the descriptive!
As I dismounted, I'saw Professor M attérs in earnest con-
versation. Wlth my uncle "They. were coming’ from the
Lot.  This‘is the .name, by the by, given to. the inclo-
‘sure, surrounded usually by ‘the sheds and stables,
where the horses, mules, sheep, and cows are gathered at
night. The professor had his hat in his right hand, and
“had, apparently, the weather-gage of the colonel, who
walked slowly along with the abstracted and somewhat
irritable air of a man who is very reluotantly being con-
“vinced of what he. considered, at best, a somewhat
‘doubtful proposition. I gave liftle heed to the matter. at
the time ; ‘and I only mention it here by way of prepar-
ing the reader for subsequent developments in' my story.
Little Molly and my Aunt' Corny met us_ as we as-
“cended the steps of the piazza. Grief annoulnced. break-
- fast, with his profoundest bow, and we gathered. around
the table,
- the colonel into the custom of 'saying grace, a fact that
~ surprised me a little, inasmuch as I knew that nothing
could restrain. his. expletives when he was in a testy
humor, Tt so ‘happened that, as we approached the
table, the professor ‘'was conversing with me, When
the- colonel bowed his head, and began. saying the custorn-
ary words, Professor Matters took it for granted that the

remark, whatever it might be, was addressed to bimself.-
~ Turning so hastily around that he did not perceive my

~ uncle’s devotional posture, he said; abraptly— -
¢« What’d yaou observe, colonel P’
“D—n it, sir, I was saying grace!”

My Aunt Corny, I discovéred, had persuaded
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Aunt Comy was horriﬁed ; -the professor looked: ~peni,-.' ~
nt; little Molly was mystified ; and, for myself, I-was

nigh join'ing the colonel in his boisterods roar of laughter |
at the comic mmrrlmg of the devout and the profane.a
Conversation, however, soon took ' its usual qulet vern,

-« If your business will admlt of it,”? said my uncle,
addressing the professor, ¢ I shall be hippy to have you
pend a few days with us.”
¢ Thank ye, squire, or, I believe, they call, you colo~
el; I'm very much obléeged tew ye for the invitation.
Guess Pll stay ; for I've alays wanted to know some-
hin’ *bout this ’ere southern country ”? ‘
“ am rlght glad to hear you say so,” rephed the
olonel ; “and we shall take a great deal 'of pleasure
I domg what we can.to make your stay agreeable, I
mpose but one condition, which is that' you make your-'
elf at home. There are the guns, powder, and shot in the
all; the fishing;gear hangs in the carriage house; Grief -
il brmg you a pointer or setter ; or'a horse; if you care |
oride. If it be agreeable to you, I propose to take you
o the fishery this morning.”” .
-« Yew. couldn’t suit me better,”
“ Well, then, Grief, order the horses.
traw for Professor Matters,”

And Grief drsappeared

Saddle Broom-
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CHAPTER VII.
THE FISHERY

“ There is no d’eath ‘what seems 50 is transition,”
Loxorrriow-

% Merrily, wherl we reach the shore,
A can we'll drain to the lads of the oar,”
REGATTA Sunea,

THE first of my quotatlons at the head of this chapterf

may seem very wmuch out of place, for what has death to
~ do with the shad -and herring fishery ? ' Sure enough!
Bnut has it not something to do therewith ? “Are there not
hundreds who, like myself have had the death—struggle
of the game mar a morning’s spert? True, one’s sensi-
bilities become obtuse by the whn]esale destruction of
life in a haul of fifty thousand herrings ; but then T can
never forget that there may be in fish even something of
that intense love of life-which is so remarkable in men.
To return to my quotation. Very few lines of Long-
fellow’s golden thousands have afforded me se much con-
solation as that same. "I have never excelled in the use
of rifles, double-barrels, and ﬁshmg gear, simply because
(do not langh at me) I could never see a perch or a par-
tridge, a bat or a bass, a pike or a pullet,in “the
agony,” wrthout much the same spirit of lamentation
which J acques manifested in the forest. I never had a
mormng § sport which did not reproach me that I had

B

/i¥the dog-days.
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attempted at least to- rob the: Creator’s: tenantry of their
rightful lease of life. I 1mar1ably rescue .a fly when I
see one drowning ; though, to say the truth, Iam less
merciful to them in the:mass, and on sultry mornings in -
I rarely strike a horse. - T have a horror
of chaining 2 dog. I would have all creatures lire, be
free, and be happy; not excepting snakes even, if they
will keep out of my way. The reader may imagine, then,

; wrth what a feelmg of J'ehef I first. read the words

“ There is no death, what scems s0 is 1ransrtron »

For, questronleqs, a transr’tron from perlls of shark and

# perils of hooks, from perils of dogs and perils of guns,
4 from pertls by ]and and perils by sea, from perils of nets

and perils of spears, to a state of comparative certainty,
f not of safety, free from any. the slightest element of fear
r suspense, is, I take it (admitting the poetical premise), .
ery decidedly a kindness to fish, flesh, and fowl.
In some new phase of existenée, they may chancé to
ecome elements-in the eye or llp or brow of beauty,
1, in coarser combination, '

% 8ip with nymphs their elememal tea"’

They may be transfused into the composrtron of heroes,
ages—what not ?—who shall rank with Plato, or Shak-
peare, of We]hngton, or Washrngton or, perchance, it

ay be reserved for them, in some of those less essential
oruis of existence, now, alas' well nigh forgolten, to roam -
hrough the air,

o The light mrhtra. of the lower sky LS

Therefore, hear,- 0 fish! and repme not at your mani-
st destiny.  You are whirling along the lifies of latter.
T -
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day progress. There’s a good ‘time. coming for you; a
time when the. soclal “condition of your race -shall be
perfected.  All fish are born free and equal. . The shrimp
shall be as big as the whale,- The dolphin shall no morg
be. oppressed by the shark ; nor the flying-fish by the dol-
_phin. Nets, hooks, and spears, Jances and harpoons shall
be heard of no miore forever. Be patlent Some.minnow
now llvmg may live to see the dawn’of that day,. and|
the birthi-and chrrstenmg of that perfect social. condition, 804
long looked and ‘battled ‘for, and, apparently, so distant,
still, The conciusron, then, of the whole matter, is that]
- your Nimrod and your Walton are benefactors of the ani-;
- mal kmgdom, and that all scruples may be banishéd ' as!
to-the propriety of sporting and ﬁshmg Quod erat de-
monstmndum P : !
The horses were soon sadd]ed I saw, in the nervonsE
preparation of the professor, that he was not much accus-|
tomed, if at all, to the saddle ; and was ‘thus'somewhat
prepared for the over-vigorous spring wh%rch he made ini
mouriting, and which carried him' entirely over the'hors
A second eﬁ'ort was successful and off we went, Broom
 straw, by the by, was a fine hunter; a strong, square-se
-and -very spirted horse, on which a man might find i}
amusement to eharge a battery I knew. very well that]
he was occasronally “ frisky,” especxa]ly if he happene
to hear the hounds ; and 1 was somewhat surprised th
the colone] had ordered him for our guest, ' In the South
however, it is taken for granted that everybody can ride
‘and it had not, probably, occurred to my uncle that th
. professor, mrght be less accustomed’ ‘than himself to th
saddle.  Tonce thought of exchanging horses with m
. uneasy neighbor ; but it was a delicate matter to broach

H
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and, besldes, I remember that 0121 Hamplon had a way
of {aking the bit in his teeth that was not very‘convenient
for an unskilled rider j-and I kiew that should he take a
faney to do so, on that particular ocoasron, he would give -
the professor a. John Gilpin excursion over. the whole
plantatron., Besides I noticed that my friend sat tolera-
bly well in the saddle, and I thought Broomstraw was
disposed to heed the insinuating . tones in which the-pro-
fessor said to him, patting his-arched neck the while,
-« Stiddy, boy! wha-a—a! none o’.yer highférlutin’
now! There, jest walk naow, you darned fool . -
The colonel saw the professor’s -uneasiness, and we
‘both reined'in. . The three horses then went quiétly along \
at a slow walk. ‘
¢ How big is this ’ere farmro’ your’n }*’ asked the pro-
“fessor, as he looked over animmense cotton-patr:h
¢ have about ten thousand acres.”’
«Whe—e—w! Git aout! ~Yew’re jokm
Do _you- consider that a. ]arge farm in Maine ?”’
¢ Ondoubtedly Deacon Weskit’s farm, down to Ken-
nebeck, is.the blggest m them parts, and lhat ere.is only
- Yeven-hundred acres.” . BRI '
“ We call ourselves smaHr farmers. o
*Wal, you kintake my hat' What do you raise along
" here?? . .
. «Cotton.” -
“Is them:’ ere htt]e spraouts cotton P77
11 YeS 1 .
« How ‘much dew yew raise to the acre”’ -
S “Abale” . S
: "‘And how much does a bale fetch ; .

: -

] m

k
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68 From twenty-five to forty-ﬁve dollars, about forty

doliars now,” .

«Hw much dew yew raise ?”?

¢ About a hundred bales.”.

‘“ Wal, I consider that pretty tall farmm . Of course,
yaou raise a. power o’ corn ?* ,

¢ About ten thousand barrels,”.

¢ Ten thousand bawels 2

¢ Yes.” '

. “Sho! Why, that ere’s ’bout ﬁfty thousan bushels '
How many hands—how 4 ‘many niggers does it take ; P

41 have something like two hundred and fifty.

In a sitnilar strain of question and reply did the pro-
fessor and my uncle continue until our arriv al at the
fishery ; the one meeting with nove]ty at every step, and
intent upon knowmg all that questions could elicit ; -the
other happy to reply ; and, to.say the truth, a little flat-

tered by the open wonderment excited by the ‘details of |

the extent, resourees, expenditures,. crops, and cultiva-
tion of a large plantation.

We halted on the shore. Tt rises abruptly to the helght
of perhaps twenty feet, leaving a beach of a few
yards in breadth, on which the fishermen: haul in the
seine. Tt will be seen, then, that we could overlook the
whole fishery. o

Direetly. beneath us was the house, to wh:ch until

that year, the colonel had regularly removed hls famnly,
and in which he had been accustomed to re51de some six

or eight weeks every spring. Tt was of goodly dimen- .

sions; and it was rothing unusual for the colonel
to have -half a score of guests, who were wont thus to
pay their respects to him—and the shad, Flanking the
_house were some twenty cabins for the use of the fisher-
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men. At 1ntervals along the beach were eight storut
windlasses, used for haulmg in the seine.. They were
turned by mules. - The seine was-about twenty-two hun-

- dred yards in length ; ‘and the warp was so adjusted, by -

cringles, as to gather “the haul” into a féw yards of the

centre, so that the part of the beach on which the fish

were landed was but ahout ﬁﬂeen or’ twenty yards in
length. ~ . . o - '
When we reached the shore, the Warp was on the
second windlass; and, as it takes four hours to make a
smgle haul the reader will perceive that we had abuynd-
ance of -time to show the professor the lions of the fish-
ing. beach. The. boys were riding on the windlasses,
and lashing the mules into something akin to activity. -
Some of the men were getting their batteaux in readi-
ness, while others (among them a few wonien) were cut-
ting, cleansing, and salting down the fish,” ‘The cutting-
bench was placed beneath a shed “erected for the pur-
pose ; and there were some hundreds of fine shad upoh it. .
We descended to-the beach. '
In conversation with the overseer, Mr. Barney O’Brien,
whom we shall beg to introduce to-the reader by and
by, and who was then supermtendmg the fishery, I met
an old acquaintance, none other than Mr,. John Butter-
ton—Dr. Squire Butterton, to give him his usual title—a
friend and crony of my uncle’s, and- his nearest neigh-
bor. The professor, the overseer, and the squire were ~
soon made acquainted ; and we seated ourselves:to, Whlle
away the time until the ¢ landing” of the fish. -
“ What sort o’ ﬁsh dew yaou ketch hére 27’ asked the

professor

T*i
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. “What sort o’ fish is it ? rephed Mr. Barney O’Bnen,
- with a brogue ‘that. ‘would, have - done honor .to” poor
‘Power. “Av coorse:we catches shad. -Did any one

iver hear of hemng, batm a- hundther or two, before"‘;

the tenth av April . -0 -
1 spose them ’ere is shad. » L
““Av-coorse; thim’s shad ! divil 2 less!”. |
e Haow ‘many kin you ketch on an average 2.
“ At'wan hahl is it *? -
“Yes” 0
¢ Maybe tin thousan’ pr ‘ |
. This, by the by, must be entitled. to poehc license ;
for Barney was a man. of somewhat Iargel) deve]oped
lmagmatmn. _ e L L
% Ten thousan" Sho"’
“ Thriie as the tm commandhers!??
“Git aout I”? - o
% Och!"hother’shin! will I swear tlll it o
¢ No, don’t- swear, Mr. Briney ; T~ .
¢ Misther O’Brien, av its agreeab]e 1.
¢+ ©Wal, then, Mr. O’Brien it is. When dew Jaou
begm tew ketch herrin® . S R
““In a-week, maybe » . ' .
* Wal, haow many o’ them ° ’ere . dew yew common]y
ketch to a haul ?» A '
¢ Bivinty-five thousan honey Al
i Hay 21 ,
“ Smnty-ﬁve lhousan’ ; on the Vangehs
less, honey.” . ‘ :

Di'vil a

~“You seem somewhat surpnsed Professor Matters ”

said the squire, who had been quietly taking the mental
d:menswns of the astomshed and mcredulous professor. 2

-ters ??

made nine hundered P’? " -.

‘come down te-the beach: to-mght
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«Wal, ya-a-s; [ am.” ‘ :
«You are not aocustomed to hear of such extenswe
results from our maritime fisheries?”
¢ Wal, not exactly. I have. heerd o’ three hundered
barrels of - ile out of a- rlght whale ; but you k:n take my.
hat on fishin’.”
. % Three hundred barrels, dzd }ou say, Professor Mat-
“ Ya—a's' That’s what I sald, squire ;. but that ere
was a young whale; a calf They got forty -six. barrels
out of his head - i
<t Professor Matters, you. appear to—:—’_’
« Trew; T tell yetrew as'the *Postles.” =~
- ¢ Three hundred barrels ?”’ S S
¢Ya-a-s; and they estimated that his mother’d a
< Professor Matters 1 rephed the squxre, Wlth a queer
twinkle of his eyes, * you ean retain your hat ; and per-
mit me to' add that mine is at your service. . Suppose you
pa: :
“Wal, I’m unanimous.” 7 .
“It is so. understood, %hen,” Sald my uncle. _L‘ Wel
meet here at eight this evenmg : :
‘We turned homewards..” The sqmre mounted ‘and
rode up beside the professor, - .
“ Do you proposé to remain long w1th us, Professor |
Matters?” said he, w1th a low bow.+
.- “Wal, no; not a great while.””
« Some- few days, 1 trust P o ‘
“Ya_a_ w ) . .- E : q }
«T hope; then, that you will honor me w1th a visit,
You will ﬁnd the Inteiligencer, the Patrlot, ‘and Enqmrer ;
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at my house ; -and perrmt me to add that, .as’ you .are
Just from the'North, I would be glad to -conversé with
you on political matters.
sion of it, I see.” .

“ Wal, ya-a-s; so 1t ’pears to me, I’ll ‘come over
squire.”’

“So do, professor I must bid you a gond morning, :
colonel ! Bring the professor, and my friend Seaworthy,
and Miss Corny, and .Molly, and dine with us to-mor- !

row. ~ Will you come ?”? ‘
“ With a great deal 'of p]easure, nelghbor Butterton.”
“ Well, - then, it is so arranged
three. Good -morning.”’

*“Good morning, squire!” rephed wedn chorus and

we' struck a brisk trot homewards.

It seemed that my sporting friends had not’ ﬁmshed
the ‘chase, as I'had supposed ;. for I heard the hounds at |

a distance, ‘and observed with some uneasiness that
Broomstraw. was beginning to be fidgety. o

“ Wha-a-a! ‘steady, I tell ye!” were the trembhng '

~words with-which the professor broke ground. 4 Wha-
a-a! yaou consarned fool!. ' Wha-a-a! steady"’ And
he patted, coaxmgly, the neck of the prancing gray.
Meanwhile, the horse began A series of demonstrations
~which kept his rider in perspiration of pure terror. I
offered to exchange horses with the professor,

““Thank ye,” he replied, ~¢I ealkilate I kin ride
an)thmgm the shape of horseflesh.” _And he leaned far
‘back in the saddle, braced both feet out in the stirrups,
and gave a pull on' Broomstraw’s bit to which he was
not accustomed, and to which he was determined not to
submit, He reared suddenly, and the professor bent

;

They are having a stormy ses- |

I’ll»cxpect you at |
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hastlly ferward -and grasped the mane. He then threw
his feet out of the stirrups, endently with the intention -
to throw himself from his saddle. Before -he could -do
so, Broomstraw was in a fast gallop; and back to our .
ears, in faint dnd half-smothered tones, came, the words
¢« Wha-a-a! Je-rew-slum! Childern ‘of Isril ! "’ i
Somewhat uneasy for the consequences,” -1 left the
colone] to ride home at .his own pace, and, giving
Hampton the spur, was soon. in chase of the _professor.
As if chased. by fiends did Broomstraw shape his course
for the hounds; the-professor clinging; with a drowning
man’s hug, to the mane,; nor did the ﬁery gray pause
until he Jomed a-knot-of fox-hunters, then in full chase
and coming dlrectly towards me, As they came up, the
whole group were in a roar of laughter ; in which I most
heartily joined as I wheeled old Hampton into line. It
was near]y a half hour ere we drew reip; and the pant-
ing-gray then gave his rider a chance to dismount.” He
had no sooner done so than lie seized the brzdle-rems,
near the bit, and, with a bearing on them that well nigh
threw Broomstraw on his ‘haunches exclaimed, -
¢ Whoa, naow! will ye? Who’d -yaou think was on
ye? Yaou ain’t no great shakes, nohaow !”? And then,
throwing his venerable hat furiously to the ground, he
stamped as he shouted, O, Jeems Rwer' ‘Scissors!.
Cuss.it all tu next Jinnywary !> S
Amldst otcasional bursts of laughter, i in W‘mch to do
him. justicé, the professor hearu}y joined, with a cachi-
nating rapidity of iteration on a deep-voxced $He! he!
he 1’ which brought the tears to his eyes as.he sunk wea--
rily to the earth, I succeeded in presenting him to my
friends. He was. cordlaily invited to' visit them all; and
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aﬂer a few mmutes desu]tory chat we bade our friends
good- morning; s S
“ Who was them ‘ere 277 asked the professor, when we
- 'had ridden out of hearing. '
“ First, there was Mr. Amos Sayles, the postmaster »
“ Which was he ?” " S

- % The gentleman ‘who——7? .

- “That quiet- -lookin’ felIer, yaou mean all skm an’
bones, as it were.”

B Prectsely; Heisa merchant His store is at Me,rry

Hill, as is likewise the post- ofﬁce.” ‘- B

"% *Bout &ix miles back here ?” o

* Yes, " We will ride up there on Satlirday, if you are
so inclined. We have but a semi-weekly mail, and
Saturday is the next mail- -day.” - :

“Thank ye. Id like to go. I'm e:kp'éctin a letter
froth hum. But who was that “ere tall chap with -the
black eyes?® o

“That is Mr, Archlbald Buckthorn, a nerghbor of
ours. - He has a son in-the navy. His intimate friends,
however, call him Uncle Baldy.” ]

“ Would it dew for me to call him so?”

' ¢ Hardly.
a Frenchman hates a Scot He is a noted ﬁre-eater,
too, and—"" -

- ¢ What dew yaou. mean by a ﬁre-eater m
% Oh! he's a great shot. Fights a duel now and
then. The best shot in the State. -
twelve paces. .
what you say in his presence.’* z
. ““Wal, he’s a savage-lookin’ feller,: that’s sarfin ; but,

friend Seaw orthy, drd you ever sur-oy that Yere?”  And

He hates all Not'therners as . cordlally as -

Snuffs a candle at-
I would recommend you to be careful,
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¢ held out-for my inspection a clenched fist that in
pired me with some considerable respect for his physi-
al strength: - That has hever failed toe yet; and I've
ved to-be thirty- erght-—-yes, goin’ on thlrty-nme year
d. Trayther guess.the postmaster’s-afeared of him.”
« That is possible, certainly ; for Mr. Sayles is a very
uiet and somewhat nervous man. I was surprised to .
e¢ him fox-hunting this, morning ; for he very seldom
ngages. in any sport except fishing. He is 2 great
evourer of newspapers, and at his store you “ﬂl find-
im the politest man in the world.” ,

“In course; he don’t seem so set in his way asg that
re Mr.. Buckthorn. " :
«He is not, . His readmg, though somethmg of a
arty nature, has rendered him hboral Uncle Baldy
ldom or never reads. He hunts, fishes, races, travels;
e is always in motion. I need scarcely say to you that
eis a man of very strong prejudices; and especially
ith regard to-everything Noithern.” '

“ Who was the other man ’Iong with Mr. Buckthorn
nd the postmaster ?*’. ;

“One of the most agreeable men in the world my
ery partlcular friend, Dr. Jefireys. He i is quite a.wag,
nd something of a musician, He tells a capltal story,

Jand is the most hospitable gentleman alive. I may add
fthat Madam Jeffréys is a lady of whom the whole céunty
s proud ;. and ‘Miss Helen Jeffreys,” I contmued, with
fan effort to appear uncongerned, ¢ is—-—

))

“Oho 1”? excla:med _the professor, Wuh a qmrzlcal ,

]eer L Oho' that’s it, eh 7~

: “Yes, Professor Matters ; that’s 1t!? said I a httleg

Inettled ; “and now for a_gallop to the gate.”’

\
|
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Although I was in constant fear that the awkwaﬂh‘les
of - my companion would -cost him.a fall; he- continue
“somehow to keep his seat. We reached home withou
" accident. - The ‘professor engaged my uncle in a-gam
of draughts, in which I observed that the latter was al
miost - invariably successful, whlle 1 chatted- with' my
Aunt Corny.. lier primmest, of - caps seemed pnmmer

than e ever that mornmg , '
| “By the by,. Gregory,” said she, suddeniy, “I mus
~_show you Bob's letter.’””  And she rummaged the drawe
of her neatest of all work- tables. ¢ This is what I get
by giving Mo]!y the key: to-my work- table. Everythmg
" in confusion. Where-ds it? "'What can have—
these children!™ Here it is at last. There, read that.”
I must beg Mr. Robert- Sma]lwood’s permlssxon to

'show it to the reader, = R

BT BRomeNWEﬁSITY, PeevaNCE,MR I,
¢ March 20th, 1849,

. «My prar Aoxr Comw :—Very few thmgs in all'the
world could give me so much ‘pleasure: as the reception

of your last letter. I say very few, for, as a-miatter of
course, you will allow me three exceptions: Videlicet;
yes; from-one’s sweetheart the absdlution ofione’ § sins;
and the fee sunple of Califernia. * Do you know, by the
‘b}, that scores of shlps and’ thousands of pedple aré hur-

rying off to the gold mines? New Bedford they- say, isg
-sending hundreds away ; and Nantucket (how I wish I
eonld take you te Nanhwket) is almost deserted |
wonder these Yankees, in their, mgenulty, don’t set Nan-|§

Why not ? - ot}
S Wthe sky.

tucket aﬂoat iike a Peruvxan catamaran.

Oh!id
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else make a balsa of elephant sking and blow them up
with an east wind, and then navigate the ‘dear native
oil’ (saiid) to El Dorado ? :
“To return to your letter. I know not how to convey
o you any idea how welcome it was, unless the skeleton
words can receive some mesmeric- energy. from  the
eartiness with which I thank you. They tell us that
words are things.” Be it so; but.they are very poor
hings, to my thmkmg True there are men and women
by the by, father tells me that Kate writes a charmmg '
etter, and I suppose I ought to writé to her) who give
hem .beauty, energy, eloguence—life ;" but, ordinarily,
they are mere livery hacks that anyboedy can put through
heir customary paces. Give,then, my dear Aunt Corny,

| whatever emphasis it may make you the happier to give,
¢ to the assurance that I have not received so welcome a
 letter since I entered college.
| lege.
to prayers and recitation ; and that, too, among these
 emotionless Yankees. The abolitionists coaxed old Gabe
away from me, and, of course, father won’t allow me
| another.
i we call our Professor of Dust and Ashes, and who may,
therefope, be in some sort ‘considered one of the corpora-
tion; is not worth a”’—

I am getting tired of col-
It is such a bore to be knocked up at daybreak

"The stupid old blockhead of a servant, whom

here there was some word erased-—

“straw ; of no account, as we say at home. I shall send

riama home in a few weeks, and you may expect.me

and, besides, the
Ive a

soon after. I don’t ride much now;
pavements have made her very tender-footed

| notion- they don’t half take care of her at the stable.

- “Spring is here. There is not a cloud to-day in all
The air is “ frosty, but kindly,” and the much-
e .
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slandered weather ]acks little: of perfection. I woull
fain have a pair of. the world-renowned -seven-leagu
boots that T might visit. you. I said as'much, just noy,
to my chum, and he asked if there were room enough i
Lower Catolina, between the swamps, to put them on/

(How little these people know about the Seuth), I ha‘veg

a great respect for Aladdin, for—
) ‘I m lanely, lanely, &’ the day

now, and I envy his facility of traveling. The telegraph
is nothing to it. Was there but one wonderful lamp}|
And is there none now in eXIstenceP Had I one, oh!

“how would I rub out of it an exemptlon from the fetters
of space and time!. I would set at liberty some slave of
the lamp who has, perchanceﬁ laln

¢ Wedged whole ages in a bodkm s eye,’

and then, hey! presto! I would be- seated so cozily by

your. side, with Molly (kiss her for me, won’t you?) on

my knee, while we would chat, and laugh and miserlily
count over our hoards of pleasant memories.

““Well, it will not be long ere I shall sée you all;
Let me say in your ear, Aunt Corny (and ‘hold it low,
for father will not hear of it, I’m afraid), that I wish. to
go.to California. Now do not try to dissuade me, for I
am resolved to go.  T'will visit you all first, however, and
possibly stay with you- unfil autumn.- Meanwhlle, I

have written enough if T have given you any ldea of the

affection and respect. with which I am,

“ Your student-nephew,
«ROBERT SMALLWOOD |

“P.S.—You are right.-

£ ]

It has been a year and more*
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since 'I wrote to Kate. I will write and beg pardon.
Remember me to all, distributing my missive hugs and
kisses with due regard to the propnetles

The professor and my uncle had ﬁms_hed— their game,
and the letter was laid aside. We dined, and, while the
colonel was en;oymg his pipe and siesta, the professor
accompanied me in a walk along the shore of the sound.

In the evening we went to the fishing-beach. The
torches were .blazing, and the shores of the sound were *
gleaming, far and near, with similar lights. - The cut-
ting-bench had just been cleared of fish, and a group of
negroes were gathered round Grief, who had brought his
violin, and was then playing a merry old reel that infused
into rtheumatic limbs, and younger sinews, a genuine
fever of excitement. Old Harry IHog, the swineherd,

‘accorapanied him with the banjo, while another clapped

his hands in time. I undertake to say that Professor
Matters never before saw heels and legs and toes in
such vigorous, ecstatie, indiscriminate activity. At any
rate, he said very emphatically that he had never seen
the like ‘o Steventown,” and that it « beat all natur.”

Squire Butterton left us about nine o’clock ; and, ‘half
an hour later, we also left the beach.

“1 must say,”” said the professor, musingly, ¢ that
them’s a merry set of niggers. Dew they fish Sundays?”

“Yes,” replied the colonel; ¢but they have one dol-

~lar a-day for their labor on that day. They are sup-

plied, to0, with water-proof clothing; and are as com-

fortable as I can make them. I believe the whalemen

fish on Sunday, don’t they, professor 27 |
“Wal, yes; Ib’lieve they dew.”
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CHAPTER VIII

“HYDROLOGY” A NEW SYSTEM.

“ I'alth‘ it's @ pairt of me svstlm, sn‘""

Tur Intsa ToTon.

T BELIEVE it was in the comedy of ¢ The Irish Tutor”
that T once saw the acting of a scene of which the above,
quotation is a part. As well as I remember, a gentle-
man advertises, or writes, for a private tutor. He is
successful; engages the learned gentleman, and is in
daily expectation of his arrival.  On_ the eve of his de-

parture, however, the tutor dies ; and his Irish valet con.
* eeives the idea (nobody but an Irishman could have con-
ceived it) of donning his master’s clothes and wig, and
going to supply the vacant tuforship. He arrives, mys-
tifies his employer, and contrives to extricate himself
from all his thousand blunders. -
have it, however, he finds an old flame, some Biddy or
Judy, under the same roof. Not knowing what precise
temperature and - application of blarney might be neces-
sary to bribe her to silence, he kneels to her on one
knee ; half coaxes and half draws her apon the other;
and is in the somewhat perilous process of a Kilkenny
- hug, when in comes the master of the house.” The
maid shrieks and vanishes; the employer storms;
the Irishman winks slyly at the old - gentleman, over-

B P S P I Sy
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As his evil stars would

while -
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whelms him with a torrent of blarneyish explanation,
and winds up by saying, “It’s a pairt of me systim, sir!”’
The drama-loving reader will pardon my thus recall-
ing a familiar scene, for the sake of the new system,
now about to be revealed to him, of mypRoLOGY. The
reader has no doubt been wondering what it could be
but let me beg him to-bear in mind that I was in a per-
fect fog of mystification up to the very morning of which
I am about to speak. I had, moreover, been in-a whirl
of new scenes and odd experiences ; now faint and ach-
ing with laughter ; now vexed at the pertinacity, border-
ing upon the clinging. §ympathies of poor relations, with
which the professor haunted me-—¢ Wakmg and in my
dreams.’” - .
When I came down from my chamber the next morn-
ing, there was no one astir. I was awake much earlier
than usual.- I found a supp]y of fuel and light wood in
the box, and was not lonig in building me a fire. Then,
drawing my -dressing-gown closely around me, and
throwing a spare blanket over an old. arm-chair, I sat
down, and gazed upon the cheerful blaze with a keen
sense of comfort ‘which I have no words to describe. In
a-pile of musty old volumes on the table was the ¢In-
genious Dreamer’s—good old John Bunyan’s—Divine

. Emblems ; or Temporal Things Spiritualized ; fitted for

the use of Boys and Girls.” It was dated so far back
as' 1808. I pored dreamlly over it awhile, and then

“gave my eyes a hohday, by thinking of the Pilgrim’s

fortunes on his way to the Eternal City. ' Like his cham-

ber, in the Mansion of the Good Interpreter; mine looked

towards the sun-rising; and like his, too, at that hour,

its name was Peace. I mused, I know not how long ;
. g




90 . BERTIE:

followmg hlm from the Siough of Despond to his meet-
ing with Mr. Legality ; to his entrance into the Narrow.
Way; his sogourn with Interpreter ; his losing of the bar-
_-then ; his temptafions, ‘battles, chains; to the Dark Val-
ley; to the deep: waters, more awful than the fabled
voyage with ¢“the grim Ferryman the poets write of ;”
to the ghttermg Clty whose S

# s "ates are all of orient pear,

Whose streets are paved with gold ;7

and beneath whose walls the hosts of Heaven, gathered
rank on rank beneath the ‘banner of -the Cross, awaited
and welcomed his coming. In dim and shadowy array
I beheld them marshaled, silent, glittering, when, lo!
one long, loud shout, “The noise of wings like the noise
of great waters, as the voice of the Almlghty the voice
- of speech as the noise of a host.” And so thorough]y
real was the scene to me that I leaped to my feet, every
vein tingling with excitement, the hot tears .gushing to
my eyes, as I exclalmed “Q! shade of brave, hermc,

lion-hearted, good, glorious old John Bunyan, peace to

thee! I bless thee! Live forever!”. :
My revery was broken. /I ‘threw open the shutters.
The thin crescent of the waning moon was looking down

upon the earth and sea, with -an air of aristocratic cool-

_ ness, and uiter. absence of all enthusiasm, emment]y
worthy of the first circles, Below lier beamed the morn-
ing star with a flood of glorious light, Thm, mist-like
~ clouds floated lam]} here and there. The .cocks began
their fierce, shrill, pulse- -stirring matms My little fire
burned drowsﬂy, though. musically and socially, with a
Iow, kltten-hke purr, whlle ever and apon it gave a short,
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sharp, choleric snap, like a gouty alderman in an easy
wind. © My candle had burned low, well nigh to the
socket ; and ‘its "expiring flicker threw my shadow into -
huge, unshapely, -ever-changing . proportions. upon the
wall. A faint glow appeared in the horizon. -'A long
streak of bright sky succeeded it. 'The clouds flushed

into the’semblance of ‘magic isles of a golden- sea ; the
: ghttermg rays fell in a flood of glorious light upon land .

and sea; and I rose fo my feet, and welcomed the sun-
rising. .

As I have already said, there was no one stirring “ex-
cept the servants when I left.my chamber. Blind old
Alice, the. greyhound, met me as I took my hat from

the hall-table, and followed me in my walk along the

shore. I walked well nighto the mouth of the Cashie.
The sun was far up in the sky when I returned ; and I
remember thinking, as I climbed up the bank how
keenly I should relish my uncle’s substantial breakfast.

I believe T have not yet mentioned ‘the fact that my

uncle’s mansxon\had a large basement. - This was di-

vided into various apartments, One of these was Bob’s
study, or sanetum, to give it his own appellation. Ano-
ther was appropriated to Old Penny (Penelope), the

~laundress ; -and still ancther was used as a store-room.

The piazza was sufficiently high for'a person of ordinary
stature to walk erectly undérneath it.

As I approachied the house, I saw a group. standing
near the door of the laundry. = The colonel was standmg
Besxde my plam-]ookmg Aunt Corny, while a little in
front of them stood Prefessor Matters, apparently giving
directions to two stout negroes, who were making quite
a large excavation (some forty or fifty square feet possi-




9% : BERTIRE:

bly)in the earth. As] approached still nearer, T saw
. the proféssor stoop low down, in the act of giving di-
rections.. I was about to ask Aunt Corny, in whose face
I saw the unmistakable indications of a forthcoming vo-
lume of explanation, the meaning of it all, when I was
very suddenly and most unexpectedly interrnpted.

My unele, it seems, had recently. purchased of a Ver-

. mont wool-grower, through his agent in New York, a

large Merino ram, and several ewes. As I afterwards
learned, they had taken the premium at the State Agri-
cultural Fair, as they passed through New York, The

silver cup, I may add, in passing, still decorates the '

parlor manté]piece in my uncle’s house. It appears,
moreover, that the colonel had petted the sheep out of all
reasonable bounds. He fed them, salted them; played
with the big-horned ram (he was always called * The
Sheep” at Cypress Shore), and suffered the little negroes
to tease him, for the sport of seeing them scamper when
once old Butty’s ire was stifred into aggressive warfare.
The war was thus, occasionally, very literally and pre-
cisely, and vigorously carried into Africa.

Now, it so happened that, in my eagerness to sée the ‘
cause of the unwonted commotion beneath the piazza, -

I left the gate open. Old Butty; being of a Paul-Pryish
inquiring turn of mind, and, out of all question; some-

what experienced in the pursuit of knowledge under

‘difficulties, took -a fancy to follow me -inté the yard:
This he did, as I have since learned from Old Dinah, in
a very gingerly style, with many a glance of anxious
inquiry at the group beneath the piazza. As chance
would have it, the first object that stirred his belligerent

propensmes was the hinder man of Professor’ Matters, ‘
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as he bent low over the excavation (then about three
feet deep). * The more immediate cause, mayhap, was
the red lining of e dingy old surtout of the professor’s,
in which he was then ‘intrenched, and which is destined
to make some figure in a future chapter of this veracious
history. . Whatever it was, in' defiance of all the acknow-
ledged etiquette of modern warfare, and in utter msubordl- '
nation to the articles of war, Old Butty retreated fo what
appeared to him to be the precise distance for an effect-
ive ‘charge, gave his diminutive tail a short, abrﬁpt, ,
wrath-instigated wiggle, and.like a war-horse that smell-
eth the battle, bounded towards the unconscious profes-
sor in the pas de charge, lowered his head, and ¢ charged
home upon him ! = - :

The first glimpse I caught of the prcfessor \after I saw
him falling héadlong into the hole, I saw him prostrate
between the twb negroes. They, too, had been knocked
down by the professor’s momentum, and were rolling in
a convulsion, of laughter, while he was spitting the soft
earth from his mouth in'a paroxysm of ire.

. “Pati’archs an’ prophets!” sputtered he... “ Ding it
all tew .dingnation! Who done that “ere?’’ And he
bounded vigorously ferth. from the excavation, with a
very wrathful look of inquiry., There was no reply, for
nobody could speak. My Aunt.Corny was in tears of
laughter. The colonel had sank down on a bench, and
was holding his head on his hands, in the attitude of

- one of the principal figures.in Hogarth’s picture of the

“Laughing Audience,” in helpless convulsions; while
what little physical strength refaained to me I wholly
lost, on seeing the professor seize old Butty by the horns
and roll him several times over and over upon the. grass.
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There was no grace said that morning at breakfast ;
for although the colonel and his grave sister had. some-
what recovered their composure, nothing could check the

titillating giggle of the romping, laughter-loving Molly,

- The- charming Jittle girl would now and then assume a
look: of staid, demure firmness, not unworthy my Aunt
Corny herself; but then she wauld, in the next moment,
burst into uncontrollable peals of genuine, contagious,
ringing, boisterous merriment. In this, to do him Jllstlce,
the professor very good-naturedly joined, with the air of a
man who wishes to make the best of a personal mlshap,

When, at length, the incident was forgotten, I again
asked for the explanation which I was on the point of
demanding on my return from my morning walk, As
I descended the steps of the\piazza, I saw some of the
servants rolling a barrél into the yard. They rolled it to
the piazza and left it, -

“ What is this you are making ?** T asked of my uncle,
as he returned from a short stroll with his httle pet, Miss
Molly. ‘

“ What is it ? why, a cxstern, to be sure.”?
¢ A cistern ?”’ I replied, a little mcredulous]y

#¢Yes, a cistern; and why not ?”?

«Why, it is all right, 've no doubt; but I confess I

wonder at your having a cistern built when you have
~ the sound at your, door, and the best of springs within
fifty-yards.”

¢ Well, that is all true enough Gregory,”’ sald my
uncle, somewhat testily; . ¢ but Professor Matters tells
me that thls water can’t be healthy here in- this. low

country. The swamps are all around us, you koow ;

and the rain water when properly filtered-is, he tells me,

¢ calls it hydraulic cement. -
not long since, in the ¢Scientific American,” ?” -
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the purest in the world. Besides, the Expense is a mere
rifle,”
¢« How much, probably a4

“Why, twenty-five dollars for every thousand gal-

“ And how much will your’s hold P77
“ Possibly five thousand gallons.” :
“ Which is one hundred and twenty-five ¢ dollars.,”” A

n,pretty good day’s work,”? -

“It takes two days, lwo days, Gregory,”’ sald my
uncle, a little staggered; ¢ besides, the professor furnishes
r; + the materials.”
/ «Such as what ?”* . ] :
“ Why, that barrel contains the principal part, . He
I read something about it,

¢

L . «So this is what he means by calling himself a

»professor of hydrology. A tolerably lucrative system,

%Three hundred and- seventy-five dollars a week, to_say

ﬁnothmg of the honor of the professorsth ”

.« Why yes, Gregory; yes, that is doing pretty well.

. However, he is to arrange it with a pump, so that we
.. But come and look at

We Jomed the professor.
“What dew yaou say to that ’ere ?’’ asked he, as he
ointed triumphantly to the exca\atmn “Ain’t it a
reat thing, naow ?”’ )

“It certainly is,” I rgplied, demurely «It will hold

everal thousand gallons.”

“No, no! But won’t it be a great ad(htlon to thls ere
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farm—or plantation, I believe you éallf it? Jest look g

- that ’ere 1” w
" And he handed me a piece of hardened cement
as hard apparently, as granite. “In three days tha
‘ere cistu’n ’ll have a coatin’ of cément just like this
~ Last forever, sir. Have it filtered through this ’ere box,
Box filled with charcoal. Pipe go_es up tew the pyazy
with a pump, ye know.”

“Exactly You must find: this a proﬁtable profes-
sion.’ ‘

“Wal a feller would think. 80 but bless your soulfs
it’s very expensive this ’ere cément; and then it costs
sich a power of money to travel. Bless your soul, |
don’t make scarcely nothm at all!”’

“Indeed }” :
¢ Fact, I’m dewin’ this *ere cheap for the colone
for he’s a pertic’lar friend.” -

The mystery was solved. Slmple as I thought ‘him:
he had already got the servants into submission, de}
‘lighted my aunt. Corny, fascinated little Molly, andf:
persuaded my uncle John that nothing could prevent sf;
fatal recarrence of his occasional. attacks of colic, excepif
the free and regular use of well-filtered rain water.
observed that the colonel had alréady a hypochondrla
“suspicion of the really excellent water of the spring. F

““ Have you constructed many of these ? I asked.

“ Wal, no; not tospeak on. Bat, bless' your soul, s
I shall. My system of hydrology, sir, is destyned to creat
a great revolution. Thousands 0’ people, sir, dyin’ a
over this American hemisphere; jest by the use of ba
water.. Why, sir, I've knawn a case of chronic rheu
matism cured by this ’ere filtéred cista’n water in tew}

- weeks.
‘my travelin’ bag. I’ll go up and git ’em for ye. ' Like
1to have yéw look at ’em,” :
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"Fact, sir.

¢ Thank you, professor, your word is amply sufﬁ-
cient,”

“But," ye see, I'd a leetle rayther you’d see ’em.
Sha’n’t have time this arternune, ye know. Goin’ to
take dinner with the squire, yew remember,” |

He now disappeared. In a few moments he returned,
bearing a package of greasy, cracked, much-bethumbed
certificates -of the cure of nearly every phase of ‘mortal
ailments, consumptzon not excepted,
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CHAPTER IX.

FAMILY MATTERS—THE DINNER AT SQUIRE

BUTTERTON’S

“ Queum vocet Divam populus ruentis
Imperi rebus?”

« Trust not the tale! - The Pilgrim’s hallowed shore,

Though strewn with weeds, is granite at the core "
' 0. W, Homms

e 2o s P S e T e BT

Wz had 2 lunch that day, and the professor was calle
in,

‘that he could not “trist the cément to the niggers,’” an

assuring us that the colonel’s scuppernong (the cask §
was twenty-three years old) had made him ¢feel fortyf: o

years younger.”” The colonel rode over to the fishery.|
Molly got up a garae of hurly-burly with Linda, he
little ‘maid, and other children from the cabins, and
“drew my chair beside my Aunt Corny for a chat.

It is now qulte time to say to the readerthat my uncl
was the eldest of three brothers who had emigrated
originally, from England, and settled in ,Vlrg:ma Tw
of them removed into Bertie, where one of them, Hum

He remained but -a moment, however, declaring}

phrey, had soon afterwards died of a bilious attack.f

‘The other, Hugh, remained in Virginia, and, but a fewf
months after Humphrey’s death, also died. Both ha
married, but the latter was childless.
long survive him. Hugh had two .daughters, Kate an

His wife did - not]

father, Mr, .Iohn Seaworthy, had married sisters.
= latter was lost, in my boyhood, on the Florida Reefs;
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Molly Smallwood, who came with their mother to reside
at Cypress Shore soon after their father’s death. 'The

- widow lived some four years after her removal, and then

the daughters were adopted by their surviving uncle,
John Smallwood. He had lost his wife before removing
from “Virginia, and: when ‘he settled at Cypress Shore,
his maiden sister, Cornelia Smallwood, his housekeeper,
Mistress Polly Feggins, and his son, Robert Smallwood,

& were his whole family.

It is necessary, also, to add -that the colonel and my
The

and I had imbibed his liking for the sea so far as to have

+ made five voyages, and during which I rose to the berth

of mate of one of the finest merchantmen in New Yotk.

I remembered Kate as a-plump, romping, spirited,
hoydemsh girl, of dark brown hair, and hazel _eyes,
whose mischievous twinkle betrayed her through a world
of demureness. \ :

Molly was of much fairer complexmn of a frailer
and more delicate orgamzatwn ; sens1twe, affectionate,
apt; one of the spirits that cling to your best symapa-
thies, you know not why ; mercurial, 1mag1nat1ve, spi-
ritual, not of the earth earthly,

The conversation tarned upon the sub;ect of Bob s
letter. '

“ Does the colonel know of this whlm about going to
California - i

“Yes, indeed,” said my Aunt Corny ; « showed him
the letter ; and, besu!es, he has recexved one }nmself
much in the same vein.’ : ‘

“ That; then, is the reason‘why the colonel is so° “out.

- of spirits ?”
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« Precisely, He bhas been quite. lively since you
came ; but I ecan see that it wears upon him. O dear!
what shall we do, exclaimed she, ¢ to drive this foolish
_ notion out of his head ? Can you think of nothmg, Gre-
-~ gory?”

“ Why, my dear Aunt Corny, I sald very questly,
#T am nothing’ of 2 dlplomatlst, but I. think: somethxng
~ can be done.”” -
 “What?” asked my aunt, 1mpetuous}y, and- she
actually stopped knitting. ' '

~ “Yon say he has. not seen Kdte for more than two
years ?”’ - ‘

114 Yes .

« And Kate has grown from a gu'l of ﬁﬁeen into a
lovely woman ¥”

* % She’s the belle of the semmary ; a toast and a favor-
ite everywhere. Stay—here is Madam Stewart’s letter,”

¢ Somewhat complimentary, certainly,” said I, when

T'had glanced at the paragraphs to thch my aunt di-

rected my attention. -
. “But not at all foo comphmentary She was here
at Christmas, and spent the holidays ; and I'm afraid to
tell you what a sensation she made in old Bertie,”

¢ Well, then, my dear aunt, send for her. -

him away from the gold mines.’

¢ Bure . enough!” exclalmed my aunt ; “how - stupld

in me ndt to have thought of it!
. the colonel o .

“If you. please.’?
© And my aunt disappeared to acqumnt the colonel wit

“our new systern ‘of tactics; averring, ag she left ‘me

ShallI speak of it t

little Su.

Let her be
here when Bob. comes home, and Tl engage to keep
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that she had seen the account of some such a plan m'
one of the magazines.

Tt was about three o’clock on the afternoon of the
same "day that Grief drew rein; and landed us at Squire
Butterton’s. ‘The reader who is famihar with the geo-
graphy of that region will' understand:; me at_once when
I say that the house was“two or three furlongs from the
motth of Salmon Créek, -directly on the ‘bank, and
perched airily on an eminénce on a little pomt, perhaps
two hiindred and fifty yards above what is known to the
sailors. as Gravestone Point. Tt overlooks quite a reach
of the beautiful little river, and gives a fine view of
the graver and statelier Chowan. -

The rosy-faced ‘kind-heatted, but somewhat blustermg
old squire met us as we alighted, and welcomed us with
courtly trbanity ; rubbed his hands, and declared hlm-
self delighted to see us. ,

“Ah! how d’y, my little pet ’ he exclalmed as he'
lifted Molly in his arms and gave her a genuine hug;
“ delighted to see you, Run along and find. Sophie and
There they come, now! Such a romp as
there *}I be- to-day' Well, Miss Corny, you grow young
as the spring opens. Allow'me.” '

And he handed her very politely up the steps \

“I resign you to Madam Butterton. Professor Mat-
ters, I bid you welcome to Bachelor’s Bay. Nezghbor

Smallwood, walk in. Make yourselves at home, if you

please ; and excuse me a moinent while I receive Buck-
thorn and the doctor. You’ll find Sayles in the parlor.”

And, 0 saying, he left us. Uncle Baldy and the
doctor arrived, and the bustle of reception was soon over.

Madam Butterton, a matronly and somewhat corpulent
Gk
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lady, engaged the professor in conversatmn ; and; with
womanly kindness and tact soon made him entirely at
‘home; while, in the opposite corner, I was" chatting
with the very accomplished Mrs. Buckthorn, and with
one whom I cannot mention so coolly, none other than a
charming girl of nineteen, Miss Helen Jeffreys. Dr.
Jeffreys had changed far less than his daughter; There
was, possﬂ)ly, an" additional wrinkle in the fun-furrows
that gathered so thickly at the outer corner of the eye;

and, possnbly, a little -stronger tinge of gray might be
detected in the long, ]yart and somewhat neglected
locks of the finest hair in the world. 'The ‘merry, fun-
flashing eye was unchanged ; the loud clear, hearty,
ringing tones of his good-humored voice; the dress, even
to the tie of an unexceptionable cravat, were unchanged.

“ Where is Madam Jeflreys to-day?” asked Mrs.
Bugkthorn.

“In’ Edenton, madam’,” said the doctor with a low
bow. ¢ We expected her Iast evening; but Balaam
tells me that she has decided to remain there until Satur-
day. . She bas a very great.horror, you Jnow, - of the
ferry, and I fancy that she thought the sound a trlﬁe {00
rough last evening.”’

- Dinner was announced, and 1 somehcw happened to
be seated beside my fair friend Helen Jeflreys, 1 know
not how ‘to .describe her; in what words to give the
reader an idea of a somewhat slight but admirable form ;

. a full, eloquent eye; a graceful step; a soft, low voice,
_that makes my heart throb the faster as I write of it;

and a smile which won its way through all the yet dlSCO-
vered strong points of old bachelor entrenchments, I was
glad to be relieved, in part, from a most uncomfortable

ool it
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ﬂutter by hearmg the squire ask Professor Matters if he |

had read Mr, Clay’s great-speech.
¢ The last one, you mean, square P
1 YBS.” - .
¢ Wal, no ;. I hain’t seen it.
it to Edentown
“Very decldedly, yes
fessor Matters ?”’
“Wal, I can’t exactly say I am. My father was a
dimecrat, and I' voted for Old Hickory myself; but I -
can’t say I admire thie dewins of the party now-a—days.
;% In what partlcu]ars 27
" «“Why, this ‘ere free sile, an’ abohtmn, and so on.’
. % Then you are not an abolitionist ?**
¢ No, siz !’ '
¢'Then you regret, as much as we do, the unhappy

I hearn-’em talkin’, *hout

It’s a great speech, T guess.” ‘
You are a whlg, I hope,l Pro-

. agitation of the country during the present unprecedented

session of strife and bitter feeling ?”’ :

“Sartinly I do so; and I'm glad to see brave old
Harry Clay face the music. I rayther guess, tew, that
our Daniel’s gittin’ riled, ’cordln to all I’ve hearn.A

¢ Mr, Webster, you mean.”

“Ya-a-s.”” . - ,

“You of course. know the state of feeling in your

‘région of country, Professor Matters. Now, will you

give us your opmlon P Isa majorlty of the north hostile «

to us ?*? .
¢ By no manner of means, square. Everybody there,
almost, so fur as I'm-acquainted, feels jest as T dew *bout

- it. We would like to see the darkies free and enhghtened_

citizens of this glorlous republic; but then, ye see, we ’ve
made the bargain, an’ as long as the censtitution stands,
why we have no bizness with slavery.””
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‘Do you think the northern people know much of
the - actual condluon of the slaves, or of our state of
socxety P2
- “Not to speak on, square, not.to speak on. Al 1
_ever knowed ’bout the matter was from books that give
some terrible->counts’of whippin’, and huntin®, and cut-
tin’:the slaves,”

+#And have you seen anythmg of that kmd 1n the
south?”

“Not a bit of it, except in tew or three cases.”, '

“Well, my dear sir, we admit that slaves are grossly

misused in some- cases ; biit the cases are rare. You

will consider yourself at liberty, I hope, to' make any
investigations you think proper: By the by, neighbor

Buckthorn, I see they talk of Stdnley for Governor.

What say you ?”’

“] say no; let him and Clmgman stay in Congress :

to rare (rear) an’ charge on them northern chaps. If
thirigs go on as, they’ve begun; we’ll have need of ’em.
For my part, I'm tired of this bullying and bluffing. I
hope the southern members will either withhold supplms
or -else dissolve the Union.??’ :

“Fie! neighbor Buckthorn 1" exclaimed my uncle.
«T am surprised to hear You say so. What reason can
you assign?”’ S

¢ Regson ? reason enough, colonel

~worse and worse. Why, a gentleman can’t carry his’
servant north of Mason and Dixon’s line. You hav’n’t
forgotten -how' ‘the abohtmmsts stole Gabe' away from
your son Bob > : : :

“Not at- all, uncle Baldy, but allow me fo ask how-

The berth keéps
up her aggressions year after year, and things are getting. -
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you would: feel in regard -to this matter had you been

born in Massachusetts or Connecticut ?”’ .
Mr. Buckthorn hesitated. ' S
¢« Why, of course,”’ interposed his lady, é preclsely a8

northerners feel.” -

“ Exactly so, ma’am! 1 exclaimed the' professhr ;-
“you ve, jest hit the nail right on the head. Yaou see .
we're brung up to think a nigger jest as good as a white
man; an’ of course we say tew ourselves, haow.’ud we
like to be slaves? It wouldn’t dew, nohow. . Wal, ye
see yew’re brung up right along with the niggers. I
see, the childern play togetheF and talk together, and .
they think,. in course, that it’s all right.””’

- “YVery true, Professor Matters,” said my friend Dr.

Jeffreys ; «we are raised differently, and thierefore must

make allowance for each other’s prejudices.” '

- «Yew’re right, doctor. I couldn’t ha’ said’ it better

myself. It’s jest what I said to Abraham Somes up to

Steventown. - Ye see he’s an all-fired, pepper and vine-

gar, hammer an’ fongs, rarin’ and tearin’ abohtlomst.

So ses I tew Ab#’am (people call him Abr’am for short),

sesI, ‘Hev yaou ever ben tew South Ca’liny, or Vlrgmny,

or any o’ them ’ere southern States

“¢Wal,-no,’ ses he'; ¢ but ’pose I hain’t?’

< Why,” ses I, ‘how much dew yew know ’bout that
’ere country?’ : LY ‘

<“¢Why, ail: ’bout 1t, ses he. .

¢ Haow?’ ses L. L

¢ ‘Why can’t I read the ’Mancapator, n’ leerator,
an S— ) Do

ce s Who 8 the edltors Q> them ere papers > ses I

— -

B
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& ‘Why, abol:tlomsts, of course Mr. Garrlson and
Mr, —. : :

BERTIE:

¢ ¢ Wal, then,” ses I, “yew’re jest lookin’ at one mder

o’ the picter, and that’s the darkest side blacked over.”

¢ ¢« Wal,’ says he, T b’lieve you 've pretty near hit the
nail ‘on the head.’”

“Do I understand you to say, Professor Mattere,
- said Uncle Baldy, ¢that you approve of the institution
of slavery?” :

“No, sir; I can’t say as I dew. Prov ldence has
al’ays *lowed it to exist, to be sure; but, for my. part, I
can’t reconcile it to my feelin’s to look a mgger in the

- face an’ call him my chattils.”
“Did. you seé the account of the Southern caucus ?”’

“Ya-a-s.
«And what do you thmk of it #”’

“Why it’s 2 small corn in the Nashville Conventlond

game o’ bluff.” - . :
¢ think you will find to the contrary, professor

" %1 think riot,
instid: o’ all this ’ere talkin’

“ They will - do somethmg, sit; andT am ready to
shoulder my ‘musket and meet the North on Mason and
Dixon’s line.” This Unlon is bound to dlssolve, su', sure’s
you’re bawn'1”’

“Anyhow, why not dew. somethm

I

« 1 hope not, friend Buckthorn I hope not. Mr.

Clay was right. If yaou and your lady there?’—here the
. professor bowed smilingly to Madam Buckthorn—¢ was
to fall out ’bout anythin’—I don’t s’pose yew would,
‘but_ef yaou “should—why, yaou wouldn’t dissolve the
union, would ye
¢ Hardly,” said Uncle Baldy, with a smlle

- are brothers, and we must dew like brothers.
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“ Wal, then, this Union is Uncle Sam’s family, * We
We must
ave. patlence and have good feelin’, The Union, gen-
emen,’ ? said the professor,, warmmg a htt]e, over a glass
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{of scuppernong, “is ]est for all the world like my hy-

raulic cément. It ain’t so very hard to mix it, and put
well together ; but when it’s once hardened and tﬁe'n ‘

 broken, it ain’t worth puttin’ together.”’

At this stage of the discussion, we rose ‘from the

‘table, and the gentlemen went to the piazza with pipes

I lost much, I confess, of the professor’s
loquence and Uncle Baldy’s ultraism, in a low chat
ith my fair neighbor ; and if this report of the conver-

 sation should ever meet the eye of either of them, T hope

ey will make all charitable allowance for its imperfec-
There was another chat m the plazza The

the North and the South.
41 think we’ve rayther got the advantage on ye,” re-

‘“ Wal, for one thmg, we hev bettér tools, and all that
rt o’ thinge We hev a- power of hydraulic cistu’ns.

i There’s an instance now,’” and the professor pointed
ftowards a negro who was: driving a yoke of oxen.
[« Twig_ that *ere’ yoke, *
’cept a round pine stick, strait as a gun- -barrel.
I'll lay that ef yew’ll examine them ere catt]e s necks,
yew’ll find 'em raw.””

‘What is it? Nothin’ in natur

" Now;

“ And how-are they made in your country 2
“ Why, they’re made six or seven inches wide, and ‘
fitted to-thie neck, and polished equal to a silver cream-
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plfcher. Besuies, your. farms aré so thunderm’ blg
You can’t haif culfivate *em. - Manurin’ five or six
thousan’ acres o’ land i is out of the questmn. *Tain’t no
 use talkin’.”? '

"7 #No doubt of it,” rephed the sqmre.
points have you noted ?"”

“Wal, tew say the truth, I hain’t ben here long
enough tew. dECIdE, but T'll give ye an idee or tew
afore I leave.” : :

%I understand you have a new invention for us, Pro-
~ fessor Matters?”’ said Buckthorn “ Pr‘éy.give-,me" somme
- account of it.”’ Pl ,

' Wal, sir, T ean’t give’ ye much account on’t for the
‘ system_I.foller is a secret.- I may say this much though,
and p’raps I may give a lectur’sotne o’ these days on
the ‘subject—mebee to .Edentown. I call it a new
system of Hydrology ; or, in other words, manufacturin’
cistu’ns .out of ‘hydréu}ic cément. -Yaou see, a great
many “kinds' o’ water is onhealthy, and there ain’t no
water._that's quite pure; but rain water filtered thraough
;charcoal s bound to be pure. No need of any.doctors
where they use my cistu’ns,”” . . .

S Indeed?” -

“ Trew’s the *Postles!” :

“ Why, Uncle Baldy,” said the doctor, with a queer
twmk]e of the eye, ““ you must Aave one of these cisterns,
They’ll be the death of my profession, however,”

In similar conversation-the time wore away.. Coffee
was handed round, the horses were ordered, and we

“ What -other

| doctor’s residence.
inventor of open fires and open doors, after the fashion
' of the” Ancient Dominion!) shone charily through the
 windows as we approached the house.
called away soon after his arrival to attend a patient ;

4
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“ Where -did - you meet with the. hve speclmeuP”
sked the doctor, as we rode towards Underwood.

I gave him; accordingly, the history. of Professor Fun-
yford Matters; not omitting an account-of the dinner
n board the Pennsylvania, and our memorable voyage.

{ And.-long and loud did the.merry doctor laugh over the

narration, . A brisk drive of a mile brought us to the .
The light of an open fire (bless the

The doctor was

and, with an injunction to Helen to.take me in charge
until his return, he left. us—alone. Then came a chat
about the past. We sing. ’

" “I love the merry merry sunshing;

< Tt makes the heart so gay"’ L ,

was the first in a goodly collection of songs. ,{It called

| the sunshine to the face of the fair girl beside me.. O!
a gem of a woman was Helen Jeﬂ'reys!, As I trace
[ these lines in uncouth ch'araCters,I can recall, as if it
 were yesterday, the scene of that evening. - The fire
f blazed cheerfully on the’ hearth ; the cat purred quietly
- [ on the rug, in affectionate prommlty fo ‘Birdo, the-doc-
£ tor’s favorite pomter‘ the tall old- fashloned clock ticked
R in age-hecoming ‘gravity, and held up its long hands in
fwarning to.me, as I gazed on the mass of rich brown
g curls that fell over snowy shoulders, and the outline of

the face which they half veiled from me. And then, as -

turned homeward, Wlll thé reader think it.an intru- [ff the rich tones of her voice rung to the words,

‘sion upon the more lmportant matters of this histofy, if [§

Isay that I rode home with Dr. Jeffreys and his danghter?

“To hear‘ the sweet birds singing
' On th-eirl summer holiday,”
10
[
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and the ger]tlest eye in all the world was lifted to .mine, dreamed, too, of Mr. Haynes and Helen Jeffreys; and
L g } " g ; 4

I' remember "a “sensation which, as nearly as I ean
imagine it, was very strikingly similar to the feeling tha
people are said to experience on the verge of a precipice
an 1rres1st1ble desire, videlicit, to throw themselves head
long !
that struggled to my lips ;
last, and stronger, and mere . desperate effort; when
Dr. Jeffreys returned. Dear, dear Helen Jeffreys! I
Bless me, what a confession I was going to make!.

. ¢ By the by,” said the doctor, afterchatting -awhile,

[ have a teacher for my little folk. The colonel and

Squire Butterton are to send theirs, and-we shall have af:

merry set of them, He is away just now.”

¢ ¥rom the north 7 -~

“Yes; but not at all Yankeeish or. prounual
veled, T fancy.”” ' - :

“ And an author, tao,” said Helen

“Indeed.” . : ‘

e Yes,” 1nterposed the doctor; “and Helen has
coaxed him into a permission for us to read the MS.”

fra-§
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“Better than that, Mr. Seaworthy ; T have read a pait

of it to him, You’ll like Mr. Haynes, I am sure:’

¢ T am quite sure I shall not,’” thought I; and omlt
' tmg, with the reader’s permlssmn, to state the premse
locality to which I felt some inclination to. send Mz
Haynes, not within reach of the hospitalities of the. Hu-
mane Society, 1t must suffice to say that I remember
wishing that I, too, was an author, to have my manu

script so read to me.” And, when'I retired that night, |

I did not lay my head upon my plllow until I had writ
ten an elaborate article for the ——— Magazine. I
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got very much out of tempér with myself when I awoke,
by suffering his name to rmg in my ears with every
tone of Helen Jeflrey’s voice. I rode home early that

i day. There was a queer twinkle in the doctor’s eye as

Time and again did I strive to uiter the wordsf I pleaded headache; and his daughter’s face was de- -

and I was about to make 2}

miurer than demurenéss as she informed me (my foot was
in the stirrup) that Mr. Haynes would be home the next
day. O! Mr. Haynes! Mr. Haynes! It was lucky for
both of us that we did not meet that morning as I rode
to Cypress Shore. Old Hampton was in a foam when 1
alighted ; and T can never forgive myself for a kick that
made old Ponto beat a most precipitate. retreat.
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 CHAPTER X.

(.

MY AUNT CO‘RNY.«-—-CLIMATE.-r«A'CHiLL.

% Macies, et nova febrium
“Terris mcubmt cohors

MY Aunt Corny ‘was one of m) greatest favorites.
" She'was, not to speak too definitely. on such a sibjeét, a

middle-aged. lady, of small stature. Her complexion
was dark ; her eyes and hair black as night. She was
thin, qmte‘so, and she was most literally of that degree
‘of fragility Which the. winds of heaven may not visit too

roughly. She increased her diminutive stature some-~

what by wearing her hair through all ‘the variations of
the mode, in projecting .puffs, which flanked a central

pyramid, supported by a venerable comb, whose dimen-

" sions would frighten*many a modern belle. She wore
-black almost uniformly ; and on some occasions sported
a cap, which, as not one of the initiated, I cannot be ex-
pected to describe.: She was never out of humeor ; that
is to'say, seriously so. True, she would sometimes be-

‘tray- a shade of displeasure at some negligence of a

servant, or the fussiness of the.over-particular Mistress
Polly Feggins, the housekeeper; but, beyond this, her
life having passed its Aptil and summer, resembled those
weeks of uninterrupted sunshine which sometimes mark
the early fall. She was refined and lady-like in all she
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did. She had an ear for the faintest sigh, and a heart open
as the day to every genérous and charitable: sympa‘thy_

' She was, however, a timid, shrinking sort.of woman, and
of that: highly excitable temperament called nervous. - She
was, too, somet}nng of an invalid, ~ She'had atru]y apos.
tolic faith in the cold-bath, shower-bath, flannel; and
flesh-brushes ; and these articles of faith not only fretted
her into indisposition, but, T am sorry to add, sofetimes
became topics of conversation, which were anything but
edifying tp ker auditors. She had, too, much the same
sort of faith in early rising ; -and she thus not -unfre-
quently - robbed herself of needful rest.  For this she
rellglously atoned by a longer nap after dinner. :

She was a famous doetress, too. FEvery planter has
his medlcme chest, and he becomes, as do the members
of his farily, ‘suffieiently familiar with the ordinary
diseases of the climate-to prescnbe very safely in many
cases which; in town, would receive thé attention'of a
regular physician. This will explain ‘the fact ‘that my
Aunt Corny knew, to a grain, the necessary dose of blue

. mass or quinine for the ordinary intermittent fever, as

well as the milder remedies, But her chief forte was in

¥ spring medicines, as she called them,- It was her custom
¢ every summer to gather her stock of herbs ; - chamomile,
 Catnip, thoroughwort, red pepper, pennyroyal—what niot?
| These were carefully dried and préserved for use. Then
[ she knew so many varieties-of bitters, each an unfailing
f specific! and she had a way of commegdl_ng her medi«
| cinés by taking them herself. She was fully persuaded
| that the colonel was fast going fo his grave because he
i would not take her doses;-‘while he, jolly old- soul! .
laughed remorselessly at her until he saw the tears stirt-

10*
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ing, and then he would kiss her, take a spoonful of bitters

with the very wryest of faves, and restore her to good
humor. There was one closet jilled with her medical
preparatlons and - apphances, and to this, at the first
visible-symptom of illness, did she fly, Did the colonel

growl with the’ rheumatlsm, she was loud in the praise

of spmts of turpentine, hot’ vinegar, iodine, and British
oil. Did he groan with his periodical colie, forth’ from
the miniature dispensatory came- ethier, . Iaudanqm, and

peppertnint, while Grief wds dispatched with a cup of

spice and brandy to be heated for instant administration,
Did Molly cough, there was no end to the forthcommg
syrups. Had Polly Feggins a sick headache, you would
have thought the sick room a ho’sp:tal SO numerous were
the infallible remedies.

~ This, to say the truth, was rather annovmg to the
colonel ; for she would keep-a servant a week in the
hospital, when he might as vse]] have been reheved in
twenty-four hours. :

¢ Don’t dose the sick ones to death, sister Corny,”’ he

would,say. “Give them one medicine at a-time.”

T ——
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“ Why, brother John; how can you' say so, and the |

i

poor creatures suffering so ?”

“ Well, well, Corny, have ‘your own way. The ladies
always do!” and the colonel would beat & retreat.

Blind Alice, the greyhound staggered up to me uncon-
scious of the ungentle reception which I had givenold Pon-
to, with amute but expressive and aﬂ'eetlonate welcome, [
bent over her and caressed her, in a somewhat peniten-
tial mood ; and old Ponto, generous old fellow, sidled up
and was aiso patted. That he did not die of surfeit that
week is more fa:r]y attributable to his own ostrich-like

3
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digeetive powers than to any de‘ﬁciency" in the quantity

“of food with which I stuffed him, by way of expiatory -

sacrifice, as. fruits meet for repentance. - I.was always

gentle, by the by, to domestic animals. - Not that Ilacked,

in my boyhood, the universal propensity to test.-and
exercise my power over them ; but T-was so taught by
my father—-peace to his ashes' As 1 grew older, I had
some cause to suspect: that my organ. of benevo]ence,
phrenologlcally speakmg, was somewhat too largely
developed ; for, not to ‘mention dogs and cats apoplec-
tically departed this life, I so stuffed a favorite’ black
horse with oats and corn meal that he very unexpectedly
went to the bourne so fatal to all travelers ;

“ Nox fabule que Manea,
Et domus exilis Plutonia.”;

To this day, possibly. for the same reason, it is the rarest
thing in the world for me to hunt or fish. But, pardon

‘me; I am not writing an autobiography.

* On entering. the house, I saw Grief going up stairs
with a bowl of tea. | -

“ Grief,” said L.

‘G Sah »

¢ Who is smk P
© « Massa *Fessah.”

“You mean Professor Miatters.”
% Ya-a-s, maussa.” C

““What ails him 2> . : _

“ Do’ know; massa. He done gin out dis mawnin’. *
Miss Corny ben give him fo’ dose physxc Got a mlghty
‘bad aguy, I b’lieve.”” -

I lost no time in going to the professors chamber.
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He was in bed, and a single glance revealed to me the
truth of Grief's account as to the ague ; for his bed was
shakmg spasmodically, and ‘his teeth were chattering
‘beyond the power of eontrol. He looked up at me, as I
entered, with that - expressmn of despalrmg terror and
eager inquiry which is so offen seen in a man, hitherto
uniformly healthy, Who has suddenly been laid upon a
sick bed. :
« Ah! how’s this, professor : 2 said I as cheerfully as
could, * S :
“I'm. goin tew be very’ smk I’m afrald ”
¢ I reckon not.”
¢ 00-00-00-00! dear me, how cold T am.
natur makes the weather so cold all to once ?”’
"¢ You have a chill.”
¢« A what #”’
“A chill.” : ’
‘““What. on alrth du yaou mean by a chill ¥
Here - Grief entered with a message, and a bowl of
pepper-tea from my Aunt Corny, :
- ¢ A chill 'is the usual term here for what you, per-
. haps, more commonl_y call an ague.”
¢ Yaou don’t mean to say’t I’ve got the bilious P

‘What in

“ Perhaps not,”” I replied, a little mallcmuslj, seemg '

the professor s alarm,
"% Don’t deceive me.

Dew yaou think I’ve got a tetch
o’ the bilious?» . >
“ A very slight one, poss1b1y »
“D’m afeard it’s all over with me.
ther knew where I was.
ef anythin’ should happen, in that ’ere trunk,

I wish’ my mo-

73

I—

“O fadge! You talk like a child. It’s only # chill.”

believe I shel shiver myself tew death. |
b derstand now what’s kep me a shiverin’-so lately. Fust

- this time.
i up to-morrow.”’

- Yaou can find my papers, ef—
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“ Only achill? He! he! he! only a chill? I dew
I begin toun-

most froze, and then bllm’ hot; stewed eenamost to

death.”
‘Here Grief reappeared with a message of-inquiry,

' and a decoction of nutmeg and French brandy from my

. Aunt Corny.
;j sor’s taking it when in came Dr. Jeffreys.

I was about to protest against the profes-

. Well, professor ; got you on your back eh

"¢ Wal, ya-a-s; pretty much.”

« Don’t look so dolefully, professor ; you won’t die -
You have merely got a chill. T'll have you

« Dew yaou really think so, doctor ¥,
¢« Of course I do. When were you taken ?"?
«Wal, I hardly know. I felt a dreadful achin’ in my

bones yesterday ; and I've kind o’ felt weak and hmpsy
like, jest like an old basket, for. several days

«Well, don’t be alarmed, Nobody minds a chill in

E 'Berue‘. T have one every day, myself, sometimes two.
| Take this pill in.about two hours.
a dose of oil.
b in two hours.
L these every half hour.”’
L box..

In the morning take
"Then, during the day, take quinine once
If you can’t sleep to-night, take one of
And the doctor handed hlm a

« What's all tbls i

“ Some of Aunt Corny’s preparatlons

“s« Well, pitch the stufl out of the window, if you hope
to survive till morning. I've another call to make.

. kh ]
Good morning, professor.”
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“Good mornin’, doetor. Yaou’ll drop in ag ’in, Wont
ye?” asked the mvahd meekly. -
¢ Of course.” . |

. And the doctor vanished. - . -

The ehill passed away; and, after a violent fever,
during which the terror of the professor was most ludi-
crous, the medicine was taken. In the evening, the

doctor called again, in company with the squire and ;_ ¢
i« 1 am sure you will.”’

Uncle Baldy. The colonel also came, and. sat for an

hour in the sick-room ; and we succeeded in restoring ?

the patient to something like his. usual flow of spirits.
When they had gone, I administered the prescribed §
opiate, and the professor was soon asleep. :

The next day he was decidedly better. In the éve-

nmg he dressed, and made his appearance in the draw- |

ing-room,

“I’ll be darned ef I didn’t think I was goin’ to kick
the bucket,” he said, as he finished giving an.account
of his sensations to Aunt Corny. She, good soul, was a
‘ready listener ; and expressed her wonder that any one
in the world should be without nutmeg and red pepper,
“evidently ascribing the professor’s recovery to.the inun-
dation of doses she had sent him the day before. There
was crockery enough at that moment in the professor’s
chamber to ¢ set up’’ a small family a housekeepirg.

“ This is a queer climate, anyhow,” said the professor,
musingly. “I used tew wonder what in natur made
people *bout here, some on, ’em least-ways, look so yal-
ler and onhealthy, an” walk so faint-away-like. But I
b’lieve I've seen the elephant. Ever sence this warm
spell o’ weather come on, I’ve felt' amazin’ weak an’
poorly, - Darn.the hot weather!

Give me the White

-
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ountains, or old Varmount State, or even Mount De—
art, Island, tho” it ain’t' so very cold there, bein® sur: |
ounded by salt water, ~Ef I thought I was goin tew
ev another chill, Lhope I may hoe ef I wouldn’t take

ut for hum to-night.”

«Q, no fear of that,”” said the colonel. “.You will

get better directly.”

" Wal, I hope I shall.”

¢ Yes,” said my Aunt Corny; 1 have put up a bot-
tle of bitters for you 5 and, if you will take a spoonful of
them three times a day, before eating, you will get well

: dlrect}y
-« Thank ye, ma’am! but I

I winked at the prof'essor ‘He understood me, and-

 added,
“1’m very much obleeged tew yaou. Dve o doubt
they re excellent.”
.« They are so; and if you will permlt me, I would
recommend to you the cold-bath and hair gloves.”

i« Now, sister Corny 1”? exclalmed the colonel, laugh-
33

\‘
B
*1
;

: ing, ¢¢ don’t
¢ My Aunt Corny 5 feehngs were hurt and, puttmg her
| handkerchief to her eyes, she left the room. The colo-
nel followed her, and I heard a low conference, inter-
rupted once or twice by a sab.

i < Ah-h-h-h!” said the colonel, as they re- ~entered the
; drawing-room, with the tone of a man whose throat has
 been burned by-brandy;  well, 1 believe it is a;good
thing, Corny Professor. Matters, allow me 2o recom-
f mend to you the virtues of the Nutmeg- -bitters. I can’t
| vouch for the ingredients; but for the stwength——-”
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" ¢¢ Now, brother John!”
. % Well, well; Corny; I. won’t say anythmg Hior
about it.”

A HUMOROUS NOVEL,

. And Aunt Corny betook herself W1th a martyr-hke air |

to her kmttmg

CHAPTER XI.

THE SCHOOLMASTER.

«I¢ showed how Wisdom tarns its houss to yoass,
‘Feeding the heart on joys instead of fears,
And worsh:ps God in smzles, and not in tears.”
" Limax BraNcEaRD.

“ Work! and despmr not!”—-Goz'mE

. I Tooxr my favorite walk that evemng along the shore

E of the sound; following the beach for a couple of far-
 longs, and then turning into the woods where the pines

ad strewn their carpetlng of leaves, and in which many

| 2 romantic wood-road wound through its silent depths.

My dear reader! have you a sorrow at heart; a care
nsoothed, a purse in extremis, an aching brain—in -
hort, are you in “any affliction of mind, body, or
state,” go to the woods. The bard tells you truly
hat, for her true worshiper, Nature hath ‘

“ For his gayer hours * * * a smile
And eloquence of beauty; and she glides
Into his darker musings, with a mild -

- And gentle sympathy, that steals away
Their sharpness ere. he is aware.”

es, go to the-woods ; its silence shall preach to thee.
are thy brow, kneel in'its solemn shadows, and peace

 shall flow into thy heart  as a river.”

11
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I spent perhaps an hour in the shade .of the plnes

and refurned home.

As T entered the house, I heard the voice of my Aunt )
Corny (it was getting to be unpleasantly shrill) jus|f

quivering into the expiring sigh of
B Thou, thou reign’st in this bosom "

I was about to enter the parlor and smg w1th her (she

always insisted that I was a ‘““great help to her in af
second”), when she struck’ a symphony entirely nev |

o me. 1 paused A low, clear, tich voice, but some. Gay, or Gray, or Hayes), “let me.make you acquainted

thlng sad, as I thought blended pleasantly with hers i in with my nephew, Mr. Gregory Seaworthy.” .
, , Mr. rthy.”” .

the following ballad :

I
O! fairest of the many fair
Is my own Molly Bell ;
The lassie of the golden hair,
- 0! my own Molly Bell!
Molly Bell!
- When, when shall I see her,
My own Molly Beli?

1L
0! years have fled, { am alone,
- My own Molly Bell!
My.dear ones to their rest have go}:e,_
My own Molly Bell,
. Molly Ben! -
When, when shall I see her,
My own Molly Bell 2 -

IO
The rover’s sands are well nigh run,
0! my own Molly Bell!
Another hath the maiden won,
0! my sweet Molly Bell !
Molly Bell! ‘
When, when shall I see her,
My own Molly Bell?

R S e
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Iv. .
- Farewell! a long, a last adien,
" My own Molly Beli ! 4
And life’s last prayer Il breathe for you,
' My own Molly Bell!
Molly Belt!
No more shali I see her,
My sweet Molly Bell!

The song ceased, and I entered the parlor. As I did

: so, my. aunt rose from the_piano.

¢ Mr, —"? (here she said something that sounded like

I bowed, and accepted the hand of the_ stranget; all

the more cordially, I confess, for his performance at the
' piano. I could see but little to inipress me in the hasty
E glance which I gave him, in the ceremony of the intro-
1 duction, save that he was-a small, pale, slightly formed
.‘ young man of an almost unnitural bnlhancy of eye.
| There was nothing fierce or unpleasant in its lustre.. To
 the contrary, although he did not smile, the look was
b full of kindness.
and the one hy which I bést remember him, was an ex:
L pression of calmness, thought, power of mind, and great-
| ness of heart,
| the greater part of my aunt’s collection of songs; the
L most of which, I undertake to say, did not date farther

But the most- stmkmg characterlsuc,

We resumed our singing,.and ran over

back than the fifteenth century.
My uncle had rode out into some of the ﬁelds, and

Professor Matters was busily at. work upon the cistern.
Little Molly was ailing, and, my aunt mformed me, had
| kept her room during the whole morning,
| therefore, to my, new acquaintance, whose name I had.

I proposed,




. 124 ~ BERTIE: .
not yet learned, to walk with me. , My favorite walk, as
I have already- said, was on the shore of the Albsmarle;
and thither we bent our-steps, | :

“¢That is a glotious_sight to me,” said the stranger, [ but as an humble
| the. great brotherhood of scholars, I protest against ‘-her
| negicct of them. Why, sir, look at me/” and hé tumed
to me, betraying a bright flush of t‘he cheek ,wh;ch boded

pointing to the sound. ¢ X wonder how many there are
who feel like myself, that this world of ours is Jull of
beauty, in its lowliest and homeliest range of visible
forms 2" o S
‘“They are few, I fear; very few.” . = .
. “And such is precisely my fear. May not this be the
compensation to the scholar for the trammels of the - po-
sition which society has allotted him?” ~ =~ =
“But is society at fault in the matter? Are you

among those who demand a reform, or. a reorganization |

of it? -

=% With some qualification; yes. Is it not an enigma? g
E excitement as he spoke. ove
| his long, wiry, black hair was blown back from his fore-
i head. . His features were awakened from thEI.-l' repose-;
| and I thought, as.T looked on him, that T had Tever seen
a finer impersonation of the higher ap.d‘n'ob‘ler. q'ughti“es
and faculties of mind and heart. -

It seems to me the Falstaff of the great comic tragedy
of Life; or rather a compound of Falstaf Shylock,
Dogberry, Jack .Cade, and.the Vicar of Wakeficld,
Keen, careful, considerate’; prudent above the degrees
of economy, thrift,” guardianship, or housetvifery’; yet
every day the victim—yes, the mother and’ perpetrator
of humbug,” - - o T

- T thought of the ‘professor’s system-of hydrology.
“Society, sir,”” continued my companion, * is the patron
saint of poets, plasters, panaceas, and: pills; the pre-
tended fosterer of Genius; claiming; with motherly so-
licitude, the care of the nestling, from ‘the hour when, it
 breaks the shell until it soars with an untired wing in mid
heaven ; yet starving him,- as-she does jurymen, into
full-fledged flight. - She is the benevoleat builder of hos-

pitals, almshouses, and asylums, to whom all shadowy,

3 thoughts from an exciting topic,
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§ white-headed, soup-fed, ghost-like, impalpable urchins,
in all work-houses, continually do ery.” .

« You are misanthropic.” - N
¢ Not at all, nor visionary. But as an humble one in

ill for bim. * o
« Look at me, sir!”” he continued ; there is no sha- |

dow of vanify in the assertion, when I say that I have

the capacity to do some better service for society than to

| teach the occult mysteries of Noah-Webster .a'nd‘ ‘Li'.‘nd-
ley Marray. I “fret .in my fetters; and the impatient

spirit is fast gnawing its way out of its frail ¢ clay tene- .
ment, ¥ . o ‘.

His eye glistened, and his'slight frame quivered with
He had removed his hat; and

«« Why not ‘write ?”” I asked, '..}t'hinksng to divert‘hig _

¢« Do you know what you ask me?” he said, alinost

| fiercely. 1 am writing. - When the toil 'of.‘the,,school-‘
| room is-over, I do-writé. I have elréady written a.book
| in which-T have endeavored fo set iny northern f;r’xends
right in regard to the state of society at the _so_lut‘h_.

¢ You are from the north, then?” K

1] s',’ .
\‘Ye ' * John Weiss,

11*
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¥ “Yes, everywhere, and always. Old garrulous History, |

sir, has not words to tell of ‘the sgrﬁce the scholar hath
done among his sons. The fairest of earth’s flowers grow
* upon his grave. He' has not shrunk from the dusties
- avenues of -toil ; statesman,. general, poet, preacher,
philosopher-—~what not >-~he is ever the ministering ser.
vant.” - S |
“But remember,” said I, « that his pursuits keep him
-aloof to a greater or less degree from society.”

st s
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“¢Aloof, sir?  Yes, you are right ; but society should k

not therefore forget him. - But he.is not always aloof.

. Hebhasléd the oppressed through the sea of . the wilder- f
~ ness to freedom.” He touched the Hebrew lyre, and have ‘
not his lines gone out over all the earth? Aloof, sir? |
Why, what nearer communion with men than throngh E

books ?”’ : -

* “But so few read.” . -
¢ True, it is so indeed; and therefore was it that the

prophet’s lines of promises to these latter days were sealed

to all but the scattered few ; and when the scholar would

have taught his fellow-men, they shunned him as they

would shun the pestilence. Are not the devil and Doctor

Faustus mentioned together? Wizard! sorcerer! were the
~ epithets for him. - Society is too refined now-a-days, sir,
to burn him at the stake ; but, she calls him enthusiast ;
she barters his blood and sinews and gradges him the
scanty pittance of his hire. 0! world, world. Thou
that crucifiedst thy Saviour, that stonest them that are sent
unto thee ; how often would wisdom have gathered. thee

32 men. as Garrison, and Phillips, and Quincy ?”

under her wings, and thou wouldst not !—But you spoke

of society here ?”’
“Yes.”

"¢ And does society here, too, wrong the scholar ?”’

i
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¢ It disappoints me.”

4 How 7 . o .
- «In very many ways. The “'contr.ast bétween' north
and south.is very great: You find, for instance, the better
educated and more refined people of tht.a north,. as a.
general thing, residents of the village or city; whf:reas,
{he most cultivated and liberal people I ha‘-re met in the
south have very generally been residents in the coun-
try. ‘1 had wrong notions, to some extent, or, .per}'igps I
should rather say, one-sided notions of the institutions of
the south—slavery, more particularly.””

“How so?"~ ’ S .

<« Why, I had simply thought of i, as md.e.ed'm.any
southern ‘gentlernen of the highest respectability think,
as an evil, a very great evil. I'had heard of the abuses
witli- which” the system is- chargeable, even.lf it be
defensible when not so abused. Bat the other side of the
picture, if not studiously concealed from the m.':tssg_s ".ﬂt
the north, has never to, my knowledge been fairly Jaid
before them.  They are not told, for instance, that the
children of both master and slave are playfellows ; that |
there are a great many slaves who would not accept
freedom ; and that many gentlemen hold slaves, not so
much because they approve-the system, as that the state

‘of society miakes it well nigh impossible that he should

live here without being a slaveholder.” -
- «Then, of course, you have no sympathy with Vsuch

“Yes, I have ; just so much as this. Qo‘tﬂcl my--w.i]ll,
aecomplish ity I would have-every man free,iand lef Aim -
Jfind his level in society, instead of being fettered fo a par-
ticular caste. But I am far from considering the system
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so far.wrong, and so great an evil, as to jtistify the over.

throw of the social and political organization of society,”.

- “Do you not think that the elements of societ are
such as t.o,._ make it inevitable that the same ev‘ilk \gou'ld
be found in any possible organization of snciefy?” .
_ *“Most assuredly. I'ani not of those who look forward
to a f;uture perfect state of societjn— But whatever Phi
lanthropy can legitimately do in the reformation of 1:
of the evils of our social system, she-has my syrﬁpathy?x}!

the effort. The evils and blessings of society are com- -

parative, and no man shall be my teacher in regard to

t.he tnstitution of which we are speaking who has not

lived %ere and seen its operations.” "
“You admitithen,. that the Nort) ed 1

ou admif; : North- has wro

South in this matter .~ : o nged ‘the
“ Both havg done wrong, sir, Neither of them seem

to remember that their education is entirely different, and

. )

that what one is taught, from infaney to think right,“the '

| other is taught'to consider the grestest of -all wron
: They are both in fault, sir. -Thére should be m(i:g'
charity and liberality on both sides.”” :
Such was the tenor of our conversation. As we ap-
proached the house on our return, we met the profes “
““An!” said he, in his most nasal tone “‘ah'hli;:-"
*Haynes! haow dew yaou dew? M. ‘Seavc’rorthy,’yom:

most obedient. The cistun’s )
: he . cistun’s’ done, gentlemen, or, ag .

Grieflsaid jest naow, I’ve ¢ done finished it.? >’

¢ So this is Mr, Haynes, eh 4 thought I, as Jﬁre entered
ﬂi]ex }{_f)use; A few games at backgammon whiled awa |
the time until dinner. In the evening I rode vrrith"'hiujir ‘
to Underwood. .His modesty and reserve in the presence
of Helen Jeffreys very speedily moderated, though they

| {0 the same sage conclusion...
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did' not “ remove my apprehensions.. He had disarmed
i me, however, and I resolved to let matters take

their own course. I'have known wiser men than T come

'The evening passed pleasantly away. .1 retired with

the schoolmaster, at a laté hour, to his study. His table
| was covered with manuscripts. I questioned him con<
E cerning his success as an author. -~ ° :

'« Why, sir,”” he replied, *it has not been very flatter-

L ing. A lady friend of mine carried this” (pointing to a .

§ MS. volume) “ to New York some. weeks since, and
L offered it to several of the leading publishers. Their

' seplies were the same—simply that they could get Eng-

b lish books for nothing, and that, therefore, they preferred

 to reprint English books rather¢han pay American writers

| for a less saleable commodity.” : -

« Will you not, then, publish at all =~

-« Perhaps [ may, - I am unwilling to think there are

I no publishers who are disposed to encourage our own
§ authors. I am not, however, very sanguine. I am paid
f already for the labor of writing in hearing my book read .
' to me by Helen Jeffreys.” - |

A somewhat. unsubstantial payment.” ’
¢ No, sir; I—but I won’t trust myself to speak of her.

I seldom: speak ¢o her. I shall not be here long. Fam.

poor, and were I rich,”” added he, after a prolonged
cough, «T could not tell her that—that—7" . -
He began eoughing again, and did not finish the sen-
tence. 'The subject was not again adverted to.
. When I returned-that night to Cypress Shore, my Aunt
Corny gave me something of his history. ‘He had an
invalid mother and sisters dependent on his exertions.
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This, with other embarrassments, had, she id, i i

him gloomy and reserved, not to say unsocial. . He rarely
le_ft his chamber except for his school-room. When he
did so it was for a walk in the woods. He seemed t
feel that wealth placed a barrier- between him and his
emplgyers; and although Dr. Jeffreys. sometimes suc-
-ceeded in restoring him to something like good spirits, it
.was but for a short time. He then became; sh'e-.éai,d
more unsocial than ever. She concluded by urging mf;
to show him all possible kindness; and, with some. not

_very definite reflections on-the diversity of condition

-among men, I bade her good night and retired. to my
chamber. I remember thinking that I would not again
decide to dislike a man until I should pre'viouély see him.
And then came a thought of the professor, and of Héien
Jeffreys, and—1I was asleep.

b On the following morning, being Saturday, the pro-
| fessor reminded me at an early hour of my promise to

CHAPTER XII.

MAIL-DAY.

"« What's in 2 nanE??

ccompany him to-the post-office. The reader who has
ver sojourned in a region of weekly or semi-weekly
mails will readily understand the excitement of the
mail-days at Cypress Shore. . The colonel was looking -

L for The Intelligencér; my Aunt Corny for a magazine,
L or 2 letter from Bob or Kate Smallwood. Molly herself

| was beginning to look forward to mail-day as the cer-
| tain source of pleasure. ' , :
| The professor declined riding on hiorseback, and the
| carriage was ordered. . Meanwhile, Broomstraw was or-
| dered for my especial benefit; not only because I pre-
E ferred the saddle, but because. I had. known such an
 accident as meeting a certain fair lady whose eques-

B trian excursions I was nothing loth to share. Leaving

| my uncle and the professor to jog on by themselves, I
 remained awhile with my Aunt Corny, to practice what
| she was pleased to call ¢ a new piece of music;”’ none
! other (low be it spoken) than ¢ The Carrier Dove.”” 1
| have not y'et mentioned to the reader, and I am yet re-
| luctant to.say, that my excellent aunt had at the age of
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seventeen a lover who belonged to the dragoons. H
was perfection by her account ; and was in fact as nobles
fellow as ever bestrode a charger.
be sure; but then that might be overlooked in a dra
goon.
my aunt;

poor Henry’s second to that!”

ment, with many a startling note of complaint; but the

hand in hers as she said, ¢ How much’ that reminds me
of poor Henry §’ ’ -

and I passed the beautiful wood-roads in the groves be
tween Cypress Shore and the post-office with never

a score of country gentlemen lounging about it, await
ing the arrival of the mail.
a dozen boys, with little letter-bags, who were quite 25
eagerly looking in the direction’ in which the mail
carrier usually approached the office. The professor
was in the midst of a group of persons, to whom he was
explaining the merits of his new system of hydrology.
" Such, at any rate, I supposed to be the case, for I hear

him say, as I was shaking hands with Uncle Baldy Buck- §
They ain’t benfl§ .

thorn, “No doubt on’t, gentlemen.

His memory was the green spot in the past ty
and she never sung one of her sentlmenta{ : tell 0o’ Memco s bein’ a great fishin’ country Anyhow, |

songs without saying, “Ah! if you could ha‘e heard [

There were, too, some hall ¢
wood is more- fortunate.

A HUM(}EOUS NOVE'L. " 133

!

f_ such a.diskivery sense Gmeral Scott made hls celebrated,
 auls of the Montezumys.”? © . /.~

Something wild, ty - «That must, have been great ﬁshmg, Professor Mat-' Iy
'  1e1s,” said Dr. Jeffreys; very dryly.. - -

“Wal, ya-a-g ; it must ha’ been, thd I neVer heam '

'.'1

-

The pmfessor $ next remark is Iost to the world There

My unclé’s rickety old piano (1t had not been funed is no telling whiat™ he: might have said had not the post-

since the war-of 1812) gave forth a jingling accompani boy very. inconsiderately blown “his horn to ‘annpounce

! his arrival.,

song was finished at last, and my Aunt Corny took my | reader would readily- suppose; to- open the mail.

[ Sayles proceeded to take the wrappers from the letters,
k while his son, a lad of fifteen, - -distributed the news-

"I pressed her thin fingers in mine, with my bes' | papers,-together with some public documents from the

effort to look sympathetic, and hurried away. Much tofff Hon. Mr. O——, the-district representatne

my regret, 1 saw nothing of the doctor or of Helen; and quite near the pohte Mz, Sayles.. . N

my ride to the post-office was-somewhat dull and lonely. &« One for you, Mr. beaworthy

I never knew Broomstraw to be 5o snail-paced before, J§ “ Mr. Buckthorn, two for you; and Mrs, ‘Buckthorns.
§ nogazine. Sqmre Buttertun, there is not a smgle let- ‘
/ L ter for you.” : A S
look at them, When I dismounted at the store, there we: | :

- «“I.am very sorry.’ Better luck next tlme

‘It réquired no great lengfh of time, as the
“Mr.

I stood

said he, thh a s:mle.‘

-

“«The devil there lsn’t .

Dr Jef-
fréys, you are: in the samé predmament Colonel Small-
Let ‘me see ; one, two, three.”

We did not break the seals. . Squire Battérton had

opened The Intelligencer, while Uncle: Baldy tore the -
[ wrapper from The Union (he happened to be, the. only
demogcrat m\the ‘neighborhood).
fhad a-group “of listeners aronpd them.. Unele Baldy’

Both gentlemen ‘soon

read a notice of the previous day s debate in the senate, o

12 "
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: whlle the sqm're Tead -an- article in- The Intellegencer en-
- titled “The Evil of the Day.” - -,

% An exceedmgly ‘good. artrde,” said. the squrre'

“and he-folded the paper, and put it quietlyin his pocket,
Mr. Buckthorn then read some- extracts frony Southern

newspapers, -and - MF; ‘Bayles- read some edrtorral Ot~

' ments on the Terrrtorral Bills.
¢ Excuse. me, gentlemenyif you plEdSB,” said he
.he closed the paper, «I.must make up. the mail,”’.

‘ professor
- -%“What is the name?” asked Mr Say]es, wrth hlS po
: htest bow, -

B Matters Professor F. Matters.””

o believe. not,
bag. It sometimes - happens,

Post-of——r'"

% Jerewsalem 177, shouted the professor, and raprd]y 1
} o pretty tol’ ble’ good bizness Lere.”

and. mglorlously descenided his white- hat to the floon

«] dew b’lievé that "ere name ’]l stick tew me forever!” §
| a few, days longer.”
professor 5 angry ‘words | fell upon hls ear; “ What’s the p -« Why, ya-a-s, ma’ am ; I guessI WIH

: : . [E don’t git here, and I can’t dew. nothin’ till it comies.’

-« Hallo 1" exclarmed some- one’ at the door .as the

times in. thar?”.. : :
There was. no- retreat for the professor. His mdlgna
tion had ‘got - the -better of his: prudenee
s00N gathered around him.-
. - 4'What's the trouble 2’ -asked ljncie Baldy \
"¢« Trouble? trouble enough /' My ‘name’s ‘Funnyford
Matters, as I've ton ye.afore, and the*fool has writ if
: Fatty‘ L1 be -

A group was _j “You must see somethmg ¢more of Bertre

get up an opossnm and coon hunt for you. .

_ — ef I don’t givé up hydraulickin’ |
~and vetire to private life!- Come, colonel, let’s go hum!"

135

A HUMOROUS NOVEL.

‘Ang, amid'a roar of laughtér; my. unole accompanied

bt to the carriage and ordered Grief to drive home,

As a matter of course, the first thing aﬁer our arrlval
§ was the opening- of the letters. .
dlsappornted he said, in-not recervmg a letter from -

Professor Matters, was

home. - Mr.. Bond -had- promised ‘him. >durmg his_stay

| “to Edentown”: to forward -any letters.-which might
| come to that place for him; as it was, he had. merely
F received a Tine from a house in Norfolk advrsmg him of
e ’I‘hey am’t nothrng for me, I s"pose » “said the | the shipment.of five barrels of hydraultc» cement, by the
. good Schooner Sarah Porter, ‘Hines, master, and express;
f ing the hope that it rmlght arrive safely and prove satis-
| factory, - T - S
E - “Do you hear of any oné who needs a cistern ?” said

- Stay, I maay have left ‘one- in the my, Aunt Corny to the professor,. '

I deolare I havel—for :

you' too, I fancy—-‘Professor Fatty Matters, Merry Hillg clewded ' to ‘hev one; an’ Mr.. . Sayles. gin me some

E encouragement.

“Q1 'yes indeed, ma’am. Mr.. Buckthorn’ s con-

Tew or. three other. géntlemen  spoke

about it, .Ef my expenses wa'n't so ‘much I could dew

“ I hope yuu can make it oonvement to stay wrth us.

My cement. :

1)

«“] am glad to hear you. eay s0,” said ‘my . uncle.4
day is court day, and you cansee-a pretty fair represen-'
tation ; Wednesday is muster-day,. and. on_Thursday
there:is what we call -2 big meeting, ; Besules, ‘we must
- And,.now
| thmlc of it, there is a sprﬂce }ouno' w;dow to wbom I

» ‘ . e et [

- Next Tues- -
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shall take great pleasure in. mtroducmg \)ou Perhaps
you will decide to become a citizen of Old Bertie.”

“ Hardly, colonel, hardly ; though 1 mought. - They's
no tellin’ what mought happen. I was al ays a grea
ladies’ man." *

- Dinner waynow armounoed The professor had 80

far fancied southern customs as to retire to his chamber
for a siesta; the ‘colonel followed his examplé, ‘and T
was about to ‘yetire from- the ‘parlor “tor give my ' Aunt
Corny the same prmloge, when she beckoned to me fo
stay
L Letters from Boli > she said asI seated myseif—beg
sme hero on the sofa. I opened one and read as foliows —

1

A PnovaNce, March 25tk 1849

# MY DEAR FATHER :—I have no. words to. tell you
how hippy I was on. reading your last letter. ' expected
a long letier of remonstrance against what 1 feared might
appear to you to’be an unrsasonable whim,~ 1 beheve’i

was always a little inclined to be a httie rebellious.

This I a am most hesrtily sorry for ; and, to-show you how

“much’ I value your confidence and the kindly.tone of J§

your lettér, I give you my ‘word that I will not go to
~ California without your ‘consent. Moreover, as I have
but a year to-stay, I wmll ot léave . college unni L have
seen you. 7 e - : v :

“-Meanwhile, do. ot Imsunderstand me. . These hard _

working nottheners have set nue thmkmg T am getting
to be half an: abohtmmst., ‘When I see’ these New-
' Englanders (let the name Yankee be no longer a reproach
to -thers in your ears), bq_y as bees, . hard-working,

ambltlous, eoeraetlc, mgemous, and contrast thelr life of |

7

: system, 1 to say the: least, were done. fore\er

- H
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,actmty, bastle, and ~nsefulness’ Wlth ours; I long’ to
| throw away. the-crutches and to’be somethmg of; myself
| Well, then, here is the key.tomy wishes with regard to
n voyag'e to Cahforma., You will say 4 Come’ home.

The- professmns aré- open “to you. Broad acres’ ‘yet: un-

 tilled await your energies, ready to reward. you.a thou-
| sandfold for whatever toﬂ you. maybestow upoD. ‘theim.””
| _But, remember that I would win my ‘own way.' ‘I-have

B strong desire to eat-bread:of my own_earning. . . I envy

f 10 suceess, that .toil’ among-equals - shall not give me.

' Here L can so eat the bread of honest toil. At home ¥

| cannot. - People would -¢all’ me. insane,.even were. I-to :
| dispense with the servicés of an: overseer ; and for a .
b life which counts no- worthler objeots than fOX—hlﬁ}tlng>
| and other kmdred sports, no. higher exoltement than

| that of a-pjc-nic,’a .summer at ‘Nag's Heat, or the arri-

 val.of the. seml-weekly maily why, ¢ I would as so0n not

e be)

s heard Wendell Phllhps the other evenmg, and

| although I am not ‘yet a_convert:to. his doctrmes,I say
. to you frankly I think him a.great.and good: man,, Such -

a man:may be pardoned if indeed it be true that he. .giyes

’ undue prommence “to the -one great, objeet of hisielos

.1 ‘cannot. help: “wishing that. servitude; a5.¢
I would ‘

T am. not hot-.

quence,

fain converse ‘withyou on. this sub}ect

| headed: (if T knbw myself), nor'am I.a secialist;: or- digs -

organizer, or reformer. - T &ee what.I cannot- help regard-i
ing as an ‘evil,-and- humbly -and- smoere]y, as well as
calmly and: ratfonally, I am searching for’ the truth. .

| ‘May -the, great problem be peaoefu]ly and amlcably

so]ved' e R T
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At

+¢¢ Permit me to give it as'my oplmon, somewhat s}owly‘ :

and carefully adopted, that Webster was. right when he
. said, the other day,, that nine-tenths of the North would
‘suppert’ the’ Cbnstltutmn, no_matter what mtght be their
personal preferences, ‘if that mstrument were yet to be
- adopted. . Enough. -~ . |
#¢1 can see from. my wmdow, as I write, the taII spars

of a noble ship' which is advertised to sail, 4 month from -

to-day, for Cahforma Ahe mggers are already at work.
There is 2 man’ at this moment in her foretopmast cross-
trees, . Not an” hour ago’ the barque C—— got. under
way for 8an Franciseo. I could hear the roisterly chorus
. of .the crew as they manned the brakes of the windlass

(you see I have already caught'someé of the nautical §
| no doubt, to see my letter dated at Richmond. When I
| wrote to father, the other day, I dld not think of going
| home:so soon’; but, to tell you: the truth, when once I

tertiis)s the anchor.was sooh apéak. Then there was a
pause. . Presently the sails - fell from ithe’ yards, home
‘went the sheets, up. went the yards, the foretopsail was
laid to the ‘mast, the anchor broke ground, and in a few
minutes - the “beautiful ‘vessel was sarlmg, under her
_royals, out of the harbor.

~“L'am writing you a lbng letter It will be but a

very few days fiow before-1 am with yourf I shall pro-

bablystop 2 day.in Richmond, and try to persnade Cousin
Kate to ge-homeé- with me, -
fancy, she is 8o grown. “Besides, it has” been so- very
long since I saw her, _ Buckthom writes me that $he i
somethmg of a belle: I will not detain you longer than
_to say, what T need not’ say, that I am," always, .
S “Your affectionate somy .
R - “ROBT. SMALLWOO)

4P, Sw—Remember me in_all kindness. to Molly,. and |

to——everybody within *forty m;les of Cypress Shore. Any

sews of Cousin (:‘rregoryp |
': among the arrwals at New York.”

E5 first to her.

_printed permission, with his sign manual.:
I shall ‘hardly know her, I |

189

A nvﬁ'o-noﬂs’ NOVEL.

1 see his ship. reperted

-

"« Here’s another, sald my aunt, as I retumed the
-4 QOn his way, you see.””
"« Yes ; it is post-marked ¢ Rlchmond »n

“Read it aloud, won’t you, Gregory?- I've read it

: three ‘or four times, but I am never tired of hearing a
| zood letter,” Poor Henry wrote -an elegant letter ! Bob
| improves ;/don’t you- thmk s0.?” .

¢« Decidedly ; yes. Let’s see-

\“‘A

: (e RICHMOND, .ﬂpml 2d, 1849 7
s My. m;m AfJN'I‘ Corxy:—You are surprised, I make

began to think of it-I.grew sol “impatient-to see you all

.that I wag not long in calling on.the. president and ask-
1 B ing him' for a month’s farlough., He. demurred, as 2
| matter of course; but concluded his somewhat paterna!

though unnecessary, exhortatmns by giving me the usual -
-1 was. rather

glad to get if, inasmuch as I had resolved to_leave:in

| defiance of the whole corporatmn, if they, had been-(I was
| sure they would not be) so. unwise as to refuse me.

¢ ¢ Weli,I paid my Bills and sent my. Iuggage on board
the: boat. :»Fhe next morning I was in: New, York, the
pext in Waslnngton, and the pext (Sunday)in: Richniond.

! attended Dr. D--—7s church. " You-will ‘think me very. _‘

romantic, I am sure,. my dear aunt, but I must here con-
fess’ to .you Why I have been tarrymg these four days at




. and. scarcely know" what I “write, -
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oh!. suck a voice! and—- °
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Henry had the sweetest I ever hearcf » 1nterposetl Aunt
Corny, and she sxghed L

~—<and on lookmg round I saw a-face Whlch hash'iunted
me ever. since.
aunt———’

I don’,” ejaculated my aunt, . |

—4chut I can’t rest for that- sdme calm face. I have smce

not even a ‘hackman or a. street-sweeper to inquire of,
and the next time (yesterday).shé was. just- getting on
‘boatrd the Curtis Peck steamer—the oniy bagat, by the by,
which was’ going to Norfolkﬁdurlng the day. . L spare
you-a deseription: of the feverish, fidgety temper in which
I have passed- this mtermmable day. - Last evening, to
fill up my cup of d:s&ppomtment I called ‘at Madam

© Stewart’s to:see Kate, and-—will. you believe it?—was

told that. she had Jeft Rlchmond for home. . ‘T was the
more surprised -at this as I-wrote to her a few days agﬂ_
that I should soen’ ‘give her.a call. o |

% ¢The two ladies, then, must have left. i in the Sne

boat +-Ten to one Kate. knows her, for had she been §

mueh in society, I -should. have found some clue to her
“name. and remdence.. X am in a furor of exmtement, ;
That girl 1ust be
- mingy if not; why then .You may-as well bespeak a:cell,
akeeper, and a strait- .}ackEt for . S
T “‘Your affectionate- nephew, e
e T g “‘ROBT SMALLWOOD

! P, S
C  fetter,
“There’s nothing so bew:tchmg as a ﬁne voice, Poor [F

§ herself.””

Don’t thmk me craZy, my dear‘ B

$ could not well find time to write to you.
| write Aow to tell, “you that you may expect me the day
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“shall be home almost as soon as my
M) love to aH’ . ;'n. ‘

“Wh), Aunt Comy,” sade ‘it must have been Kate

4 7/

“ Prerlsely, Gregory ; but read th:s and declde »
I opened the ]etter o

L RICHMONDG,? .ﬁpml 1st, 1849
“ My DEAREST AUNT Connv :—Did " you. think I had -

met her, but. once she wasin a carriagey and there was forgotten you? If so, you were never farther from the

R tuth in your life, though I confess that a whole fortnight -
| has passed without my wrltmg you a smgle tine:
| forgive me! I have been so busy reviewing and getting

| ready to go home. -

Pray

Madame Frille has been: fitting my

dresses (I’ve a Joad of satin to ‘show you), and really 1
Indeed, I only -

after to-moirow {if nothing happens), and to tell yoa as .

f well as the words can say it, how trily and. affectionately
d Tam -

R Yours always,~ ‘

. . KATE ,

( ‘ .

“P S —u-Remember me in all klndhess to Uncle John,

and be sure you kiss Molly forty times for me. - Remem-
ber me, too, to my excellent: old. mammy (may she live

forever!) to Arny, and all the rest.

nigh making a new conguest the other day A rawish,
book-eating sort of gentleman stared ‘at me unmerclfully :

in church. Then I met Kim as I was riding ouf, and,
as-he seems to be watching. my moveménts, I.am hoping

 to complete tbe conquest on board the Curtis Peck, that‘

I beheve I was &
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is, should he be srlly e‘nough to follow me.- To say the

truth, I was rather.pleased than otherw1se, and%but Qe

talk with you about it when T get home. . _

“I am dying .to show. you my new. bonnet. What
wlth my cutls and new dresses, and new bonnet, I intend
~ to be'irtésistible,  So pray wain the beaux in time. For
.the world, don’t show thiis letter. Burn it; won’t. .you?
There s a dear good aunt and be commended to

‘The gentleness of ajl the gods!’

N C

n; K.»

: »:“What say. you?‘” asked my- aunt
o “Clea,r as-the day!” =
- Isn’ it P’ '
It certainly ¢s.”
“ And he’ll marry her?” . -
#Not a doubt ofit.” . - & o
¢«And we shall be $0. happy! I—-—~I—---—- .
And here my excellent Aunt Corny sobbed a]oud, and
I left. her alone, =~ .

-

- «J thought so,

brings a pail of water.”

‘i
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CHA'PTER XI.I-I. :

A ﬁAEBATH IN. ']IHE COUNTRY.

Jon “ Brother Jacob doat use profane Ianguave"’
Or.n Jon ARD J A€OB Gnu

o u Leave patrence Do the gods' for Iam human :
S Bm.wnn Lr'm:ou g« RICBEL!EU no

“DEW yew see that ‘ere- mgger P”Jaeked the professor,

a5 I mét him’ on the piazza the next mormng

“Yes' ‘why P77+ _
“ What’s his name ?> .~ X :
“Fred.?> S e
i"ve, ben watchin’ him: “What rdo‘és
be dew?? - - 0 ‘ :

“He makes a fire for the colonel in ‘the mommg :

.goes to.the post-efﬁce sometimes ; and now and then

~ Fa

“ Wal, wheén I come down this morning  he Was'

f watchin’ that ’ere blg dog tht’s h‘lS ‘name 1?7’

K Danger. .

« Twig the kmk in hlq tall Queer, ain’i; it \?”_7
‘.“ Quite 0. - - g
T wish 7 had jest sich a dog -
“You:nay have /mn.

“I may? P
“You may

Kes
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o« obleeged tew ye. As 1 was sayin’, when |
_cmne down I seen.-Fred watchm this ’er&dog He
“looked at -him a mmmt, and then he haw-hawed. right
aout, and ses he,.¢ Don’t he fote his tail grand } P’ A
@ The word: tofe, then, is new to you?”- SRR
“.Wil, ya-a-s..; Can t say T ever hearn it to Steven
town. However, T'was a goin” to say that I watched
him as he was creepin’; along with a han’ful o’ chips;
blowin’ his: fingers as if. twas Jmmwary And ses],
¢ Fed,”says I, ¢ haow old are ye?- ’Bout forty? . Av
~.ses_ he, ‘Yehzur” Wal, now; I’m disposed to b’lleve'

the boy ; for though hie ain’t bigger ’ana quart o*.cider]

eenamost drinked up, hié must bée powerful old to fiove
50 tainal slew It beats aH natur, Dzd he ever hex the
* rewmatics ’as’ yew knqw on?”. .

<« No.»* Y . o T

" “Wal, I don’t know s the boy 8 tew blame. Every-

body a’most goes jest so; white- and black.. Creepm
along as ef they was jest gom’ tew die. It frets me:tew
death. Did yew ever see me walk:n so A :
¢L behexe not. "o ‘ -
v % Yaou're shewer not.
" asef he_hadn’t depaited this life.
Jer comin’ up tew the gate. -
Ya-a-s, he 7s,an’ leamn one ‘elbow’ on the ra:lm

T.dew lowe to see. a feller move
- Jest look at that fel-
- In & sulky, I blieve
lean:

in’ over like a jigger on the flats,”? L e,

- The: professor’s eloquenée was here mterrupted.
the arrival of myfriend Haynes, who had, in fae

. quired the. very loungmg and indolent attitude. of dnvmg I-

* which is so common in the South He had..come, he
said, to invite me to go to » meeting near Windsor ; and

had come’ ear]y in qﬂl T that we. mjﬂht drwe to MBJOT‘

| Wood’s to breakfast .
| probably at the- major’s, as she had gonethe' day before; K
| to Windsor. .. Such, at:least, he said, was ler intention. -

of my- temperame

s
He added that Miss J eﬁ'reys was‘ |
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The' reader will readily conclude that-I- nee;let)lf’"fl"tt]e";

solicitation; 'The professor deelined going’;: >asmgnmg
.as’hig- excuse the threatenmg symptoms “of a spell of
3 easterly weather, and assuring-us that an east wind was
b death on the. Thewmatiz.”’ "

" A pleasant ride had we that quleir heautlful Sabbath

| morning. The ‘warm sunshine of an Aprﬂ day; the

songs of a thousand blrds the: balmy air; the earnest,
burning, thought-waking conversatlon into which I was
gradually led by my companion ; ‘all served to 1mpress
the time~and the  scene lastmg}y on my memory. - We.

fell to conversmg, somehow, upon:the varieties of-tem-

perament, and I believe I congratulated him' on his ap-

parent advantage of me in coolness and self-possesswn,

He }a“ughed shghtly as he teplied, ¢ Coolness > self-pos-

 session ! ‘Why, Mr.. Seawérthy, impulse i 1tself is not more

nercurial. “Your rematk, a8 well ds our destination and
the day, brlngs to m} “récollection ‘an mcldent of iy
younger days that. may amuse you, and serve to whzle_ ,
away:a. half hour of our rlde. : -
“Mr, Lewis Bugby (may his: shadow - never be less 1y
was my classmate and chum at —— College.
was nothmg strlctl’y homeeopathic_in ‘the mixture ;" no
sympathy ;- no affinity : ‘electric repulsmn, rather, As T -

f lif%e “intimated, I have been from’ mfancy uﬁpulswe,
eagér,"

earnest, szpatlent rest]esk ever-moving, - A
fegiment of adjectwes would give you no adequate- 1dea
‘ln “this regard :Young Rapid  is

‘ He was' Du'tch

There - -
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"in his lmpelturbable calmness in comparison w1th e,
As you see, I am never five minutes at rest. - That is

the reason why I so hate this dufl,- hfeless, soulless,
somewhat tenacious and unyielding, but, trust, me, they

nerveless monotony of country life. But for my pen and
- the duties of the school:room I could not live, . You call
-the northerners cold, pasuon]ess, ummpresmble ; but
I have yet to find blood in Carolina that so courses in its
" channels as mine,” I have even had some thoughts of a
trip to the gold mines, that T might thus be tolerably
certain of a year or two of activity. . Had I the physi-
cal development for the purpose, I would enlist in the
dragoons. Enough, however. And now to my story.’

Mz, Lewis Bugby (I am ready to make affirmation that
nobody has ever before called him anything but Lewis)

‘was my oppos1te in almost every. trait of character. If

he were in the China Sea, that is to say, as far opposite

to me as he could well be, I undertake to say that he §

would climb——What’s the highest mast of a shlp P
¢ The mainskysail-mast, usually.”

-« Well, then, he would climb to the truck, as they

call it, of the mainskysail-mast, in order to be soméwhat

‘more emphatically opposed to everything and everybody. |

~ on this continent. I never kiew him:to consent to any-
thing or to agree with anybody.. 1 never knew him fo
* become excited. A hotel at which we were staying (he
occupied a room opposite to mine) caught fire. - T awoke
him, with much difficulty, however, for he was opposed
to waking at all. He did not leave his chamber unt
he had adjusted his cravat and breastpm, and re-laced
his waistcoat. I am 'of opinion that a decided act of
volition would have cost him his life. He was accus-
tomed to say that he meant to ¢ take the world easy,” and

i was sincere.

- of age.
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there is not a shadow of-a doubt; to my i‘hihking, that he
- 'Then, he was obstinate.’. Swine  and
mules have acqulred a sort of family notoriety for being

are models of soft compliance when compared w:th my

| friend and. chum, Mr. Lewis Bugby. But I weary you,

and, after all, I have given you no.adequate idea of the
unexcitable individual in question, :
¢It-so happened that he had two smters, as unlike :
him as black is unlike white, That is to say, théy were .
charming girls, the one sucteen, the other gighteen yéars -
Miss Lossy (such was the famﬂy ‘diminutive for
Eliza) was an especial favorite of mine. I went home

| with Lewis, in the first term of my junior year, to:spend

a fortnight of our vacation. The ladies were absent-on
a visit, . It was éxpected, however, that they would: be
at ‘the house of Mr. Furness, a friend of Mr. Bugby,
senior, the next day, Saturday. Mrs. Bugby said that
they. wotild accompdny Mr, Furness to a neighboring
church. * It, was agreed, therefore, that we should visit

" Mr. Sthith; a bachelor friend of Mr. Bugby, junior, and .

go thence, on Sabbath morning, to church. By this
arrangement we should have the pleasure of a mghtwuh

 the hospitable and Intelllgent Mr Smlth and mekt the

ladies at chureh. :

“ We arrived at Mr. Smith’s reSIdence just at- night-
fall, and -were as well entertained as could be expected
in a bachelor establishment. That is to say; there was-
no singing, unless the- deliberate. immolation of divers
songs- might, in courtesy, be 'so called ; no dancing, no-
one of the thousand nameless and indescribable aftrac-

‘tions of ladies’ society ; the jokes were not of the -most
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refined, the stories ‘were shocking, and. we went at last |§

yawmngly to bed, sométhing the worse for a very hearty
supper and a few glasses of wine.

- I remember thinking, as I grew drowsy, of the next
morning’s ride at the expense of my friend Bugby §
buggy and bays, of handing the ladies from the carriage
to the church-door, of a ride homé with them after ser-

vice, and a delightful evening witk' them and the famlly | |

I'was debating' what T might venture - [ - our bachelor friend prevailed on my friend Bugby to spend

- of Mr. Furness.
to say to Miss Lossy, resolving myself into a committee
of the whole on the state of our union, when Old Somnus

moved the previous question,.and I was asleep. I

dreamed of Lossy Bugby (Pheebus! what a name! but

then Fcould change it!) I had,in my dream, walked

with the fair one to the shades of a beautiful grove. A
storm gathered. The sky grew dark as night, the light-
ning flashed, the wind. howled through the pines, the

. thunder rolled fitfully through ‘the heavens. We were

~beneath a huge oak. Miss Bugby—so it appeared to
me in my dream--shrunk timidly, yet trustfully, towards
me (your confiding- girls always carry a bachelor’s heart

by storm); my arm somehow encircled her waist, and I

was just murmuring.the low, husky words of a *first
passionate love,” when methought I was-struck by light-
ning and hurled to the ground. - . .

“ When at length I recovered my senses 50 far as fo
remember where I was and to know that I was awake, I
found -one .arm very affectionately thrown around the

“immortal Lewis Bugby! ‘The lightning-stroke was none
other than the weight and ‘momentum “of Mr. Smith’s
Newfoundland dog, who had taken. the usual liberty to
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jump upon the bed.” My friend Bugby’s snore accounted
most satlsfactorily for the thunder, and the ﬂlckermg of

| the expiring candle told the rest.

«The next morning Mr. Smith took Mr. Lers Bugby
'to the barns and fields, and. initiated him into the mys-
teries of guano, clover, ground -peas, coﬁ'ee-peas, and
cow-peas. . I declined going. -While they were absent,

the-day with him instead of going fo church, referring
him, however, t6 me. It would never do in the world,
I thought, to decide the matter for . Bugby, or to urge .
him to go to church on my own account ; I therefore left
the matter to him, whereupon, after a brief consultation,
Mr. Lewis Bugby decided to ‘stay.® I could have cried
for vexation. I took no pains to conceal my uneasiness,
in the hope. that he would change his purpose and go to-

church. I fussed, walked, hinted, mghed-—-“hat not ?
But my chum phllosophlcally 1gnored my misery. ‘He’
read the last number of the county newspaper, adver-
tisements and all, smoked, yawned, and finally retired
for a nap. I seized my hat, went to the woods, and

there groaned and stamped in sheer vexation: '

T went back to the house. Both my friends were

asleep. I read the papers. I pored for two hours over
. Frost’s Picture History of the War with- Mexxco A
black baby squalled p and ‘down. the chromatic scale.

I called for a glass of wine, and - wrote some very pa-
thetic verses for the newspaper, for the partlcu]ar benefit
and behoof of MISS Lossy Bugby. At last my frietids
awoke.. We dined, and just at sunset we drove away’

on our way to the residence of Mr. Furness, - When we
13
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arrivéd there the servant informed us. that the ladies had -

just left for home.. And again I groaned.

¢ ¢What’s the mater, friend Haynes?’ asked my fr1end _

Bugby. ¢ Got a colic ¥’
¢ ¢NoV rephed I, and I d:d not speak again untll we

got home.”

We had whiled away the time pleasantly, and when
my friend Haynes. had- finished the story, we were ‘in
sight of the church. - There was but one service, and at
one o’clock we set out on our return, As we rode past
Dr, Jefirey’s gate, at Underwood, Mr. Haynes bade me
. good evening..

¢“By the by,” added he, “we. must ta,ke the professor
-to the big meeting next Week .

“Such i is our intention. It is already agreed -upon.

Good evening.”

“Good evenmg, Mr, Seaworthy Come and see us

to-morrow.”’ o K . 7‘\
- 4] thank you.”
.And I:rode homeward.

~
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CHAPTER X1V,

COURT-DAY.

_ ‘ “Good, my liege! for JusTics

All place temple, and all season symmer !
"For fifteen years, while in these hands dwelt em pu‘e,
: The meanest craftsman, the obscurest vassal,

The very leper, shrmkmg from’ the sun,

Thotigh loathed by Charity, might ask for justice :
Not with the fawning tone and crawling mien:

Of some I see around you; knights and princes
Kuneeling for favors, but erect, and loud,

As mexy that ask meu’s nghts "

»

Rlcnnmnv

v

MONDAY passed qmetly I awoke the next morning

ir a listless, dreamy humor, and sauntered drowsily
towards the lot. 1 have omifted to, say, I believe, that

the first of the buildings 'in that inclosure was a-long,
low, almost piratical-looking shed—a gaunt; moss-grown
unsubstantial structure, better adapted to please the eye
of an antiquary than to serve any of its Iegltlmate pur-

poses. It had, nevertheless, instead. of the crumbling

dilapidated air of age, rather the labored erectnéss and
vigor of a veteran soldier or sailor, to whom érectness
and ngor have bgcomlé matters of habit. ‘It stood con-

. spicuously in its

“ Looped and windowed raggedness,”’
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in full view from the piazza, and daring many an hour
- have I dreamily scanned its.grim wrinkles with wonder-
- ing queries as to its history. Underneath it was a very
motley gathering of carriages, farming utensi}s—what
not? Old hats, that might very readily suggest the idea

(the quaintness of the conceit I 'believe to be of modern

origin) that there had been bricks in them; old shoes so
~old as to make it not at all improbable lhat they had
been, centuries agone, on a pilgrimage to the holy
sepulchre, 'Then there ,Were’ axes, rakes, hoes, harrows,
ploughs, a sulky and a earriage, wearing “an in-
. teresting look of better days.” On divers pins; mistily

- peering forth from nebulous - cobwebs, hung here an old

side-saddle, which was old in my Aunt Corny’s teens,
~and there a dilapidated harness, Jong past the possibility

-of any benefit-of extreme. unction. 'There, too, was old

Peter Law’s. cart, its head teekly downcast, the shafts

resting upon the ground Its wheels were most plentifully-

coatéd ‘with dry mud. It stood in a sort of resigned
quiet and repose, as if it had outlived the gayeties of ifs
younger days, and wearing a cadaverous look betokening
decay, either from‘age or rough usage—perhaps from

both ; buf my opinion leans towards the chronic charagter

~ of the affection. At any rate, when old Peter Law
roused it that mormng from its slumbers, and harnessed
Jim, a whitey-brown, time-defying old mule (Peter as-

sured me that he  could kick like a four-year-old’’), T had -
serious fears for the consequences of so abrupt a break-

ing in upon its repose. Jim was-soon inside its well-
polished shafts, and started at the first cluck of his dusky
driver. 'The-cart tottered reluctantly forth with the un-

b ain’t ye ?” -

e
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‘ steady gait of a man who has dehberate]y made up his
| mind that he ' ‘

o won't go home nll morning,”

sendmg forth to the startled ear of the day a sharp, shrill,

complammg shriek, betraying, as| thought, some organic
b ailment of long standmg
j fully through the hubs, for all the world Tike the thin
| Jegs of an ague-stricken urchin through breeches long
| out-grown. )

Its axle was thrust ungrace-

AsT passed the shed I heard the ‘voice of. Professor

_ Matters. He was conversmg, it soo.n a,ppeared_ with my
friend. Buckthorn’s overseer, who had come to the
§ plantation on some errand or other to me unknown,
| As their conversation was not in the low tone of confi-
. dence, I was not guilty, as it appears to me, of any very
| flagrant breach of politeness in listening to it.

o« Yaou goin’ tu the big meetin’ day arter to-morrer ?’
« Yehzur, ben thinkin’ Jbout . guom You’re guoin’,

“ Wal, ya—a-s thought I shud.”
“You’d better go. Mrs, Blassom’ s to be ihar,

| young widder; lot’s o’ bricks; peertest thing in these

diggins. She’s a leetle deyend, now I tell you.”
‘ Yaou ’pear tu think somethin’on her yaourself ”.
(¢ Bless your soul! I've done got married mor’n three

| year- ago; got three of the tallest childern, prehaps! A

leetle beyend!" You must go an’ drap yoursehf all ’round
her, Only six childern. You couldn’t do better.’ She’s
got a- heap o’ beaux -tho’, and you’d better-be up and
doin’ to-rectly.”

“Where Il we git dinner : .
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“ 0! we al’ays carries dmner, or else a snack Lots
o’ bacon, an hoe cake, an’ barbecue, an’ chlcken, an'
fresh doin’s.” - -

“Wal, I guess I must go
cistup over tu yaour house?”

¢ Yes, Uncle Baldy saxd S0 yesterday Good maw-
mn’ 1 :
- ¢ Hold yer hosses a mlnmt' What kind of a meetin’
_is'this? Dew the Mormins or Quakers, ‘or who——"

Yaou goin" tu hev a

¢ Let'’s me see. The Baptisses hed it last time. It’s -

ey

the Methodists.
“ Good mornin’ tu ye.

Good mawnin’, | ‘
That feller’s from Virginny,”

" muttered the professor; “ he says ther like a natyve. I
conceit. as how I must be thar, and see that "ere widder.

Forty thousan” they say. Don't know but what I might
change my ’pinions 'bout slavery, ef I had fifty or sixty
- niggers.
anyhody heerd me call myself Fatty ? I don’t think that
ere Il go daown. No tellin’ tho', tell I see the widder.”

At this stage of the prof‘essors sohloquy, 1 made 2

cautious but somewhat preczpltate retreat. = He soon fol-
lowed; and when breakfast was annoinced, was romping
with Molly in'the piazza. Itwas not seven o’clock when
we rose from the table and. took our departure

- % Yaou don’t ’pear to likeé the northerners much, du
yaou, colonel ?*’ said the professor, as we rode away

“Like them? Most certainly I do. I admire their
energy, economy, and perseverence.’
ingennity, ahd I am ready to inake every possible allow-
ance for their interference ‘in our local affairs. ‘T grant
them what I'claim for myself—Iiberty of thought and
speech oo - s

now—

Howew er, Fatty—Bless my soul! I wonder ef

8 was in the clock line once myself.

I admire their [ Who's comin

155 7.
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“ Wa] bat people generally in this part o’ the ceurltrjr‘

E don’t seem to like us. They ain’t nothin’, as far as I've
 observed, that comes so bitter like out of a southerner’s
E' mouth as the word ¢ Yankee.

‘There is Uncle Baldy,

,?

«0, 1 grant that there is some lll feehng, but it is

| mostly attributable to the dishonest tricks of -sharpers -
and pe‘ddlers
| ple.  We are hospitable to everybody, and I regret the
| necessity of saying-to you that our hospitality is some-
B tines abused. You mention my neighbor Buckthorn.
B A year ago he bought one of your Yankee clocks, and
| paid five dollars for it.
 clock-peddler .came along with a kind of clocks which’
| he said were much better.
| dollars, and said he would take the old one attwo dol-
f lars in part pay. My friend Buckthorn had occasion to
'@ g0 to Windsor the next day, and lo! he finds his old

We are a frank, open, unsuspicious peo-

About two weeks ago another

He offered them for eight

clock thrown away in the bushes by the roadside, The

:: peddler, it seems, sold his clock at such a profit as to be
| able to throw the other away !”’

“ Ya-a -s, an’ made fifty per-cent. clear, arter all I
- Know all *beout it.”
* ¢ 'This i§ one among many, Professor Matters. - Such -
thmgs are not very well calculated to produce good feel-
ing.”

# No,” rephed the - plofessor, musmgly
1900

¢ Hello!
We looked back. The new-comers were Dr. Jef-
freys, Uncle Baldy, and his son Hairy, of whose retun .

| we had not heard, Squire Butterton, and Mr. Say]es

L
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" Their &rrwal was the mgnal for an anlmated CONYErsa:

" tion, which served very conmderably to shorten the way,

‘We were. among . the earliest to arrive. The hotel
was thronged with. waiters who- were in readmess to re.

. ceive the guests, I found wmine host and his lady, both

of whom at onge re‘cogmzed_ me, bustling -asthmatically §
Mr. Dawson was §
- filling the sugar—drawers ‘with lump-sugar,’ while Ms,

about in ‘the. work of* preparation.

Dawson was as nearly ublqultqus and out of breath as il
- was p0551ble for her to be. . She assured me that she
was ““just ready to drap.”” She had been, she said, as

'busy as.a bee for.the last three days in making prepara- |

tions.. A glimpse of the pantry where meats, ples, pud
dmgs, cakes—what not ?—were piled like shot i in an
ordnance-yard, fully confirmed the statement,
L Had I ever been at Court in the country?‘” she
asked. - -
R 1 NO b .
“ Well, then, I should see sights!”” she exclaimed;
and she waddled away with a sigh of exhausﬁwn.
Anon came the people in carts, in carriages, on horse-
back,’on foot. I saw the professor in an'agony of langh-

ter as-he watched the advent of two men.in a cart which |

was drawn by a single. steer. Such horses ; thin as the
Curnzan Sybil, who could only be recognized by her
voice; consumptive, asthmatic, shadowy, dilapidated,
. uncom‘oed unwashed unfed ; despair in theu‘]ong, sharp
faces. “The carts were in similar variety. ~The yard,
,however, was fast filing up with horses and carriages
that would do credit to any part of the country, Among
the arrivals ‘was that of ¢ a show,” as it was called ; the
same . bemg a deformed dwarf, whose picture roughly

b for the ambrosial “stew.
| were ‘thrown~ recklessly, almost furiously down, with
| the desperate air of péople who are resolved to have
| what is technically called ““ a bender.” "The professor
| seemed perfectly at horhe.
| met him, he was exhibllmg a piece of hardened cément.

s
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| sketched on canvas was quite’ enough to/"disgu'st me,
It proved, however, to be one of the lions of the day.
| In one corner of the public rgem was a book-peddler,

demure, spectacled sanctified-looking. - quanother cor-
ner a saddler. exposed his goods; and in anothera shoe-
maker was similarly employed: Not. far from . the door
of the court-house was a <covered cart laden -with oys-

| ters. - There was a fire near it, and'a rude deal- table, to -
b which, ever and anon, thin, Inng'halred ague-blenched

men, with limitless shirt collars, gaihered'tum’ultdously
Fips, ninepences and quarters

Whenewr and wherever I

Not far from the oyster cart was a sort of tent, if such

B it could be calledy it being simply a sheet fastened at

each corner to a pole, and thus serving to shelter from
the rays of the san an ‘ample stock of cakes and candy
and nuts, - In another part of the' 3ard a man was sell-
ing a horse at auction.” The doors of-the court- house as
well as the walls were. covered with notices, writteit in
every imaginable style of penmanship, and in the most
hardy defiance of.all the rules of orihography and’ punc-

' tucntlon

And then the dress' Cdats that were vene“rable when
swallow-tails were young ; hats that might rep{esent the
progress of hat-architecture since the flood ; caps of fur,
cloth, leather, silk; and materials nondescript:; nankeen

| in its glaring, undlegmsed unmitigated, ‘femorseless

yellowness, made up in Turkish capaciousness; ‘bonnets
- 14
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with something of the picturesque modernness of a Chi.
nese junk or a Dutch frigate of the-ald,school. Per:
- haps the Egypt}an war-chariot is a better standard of
comparison:
undertake to say were of Chinese of Botannyﬁy manu.
facture, but which would do no violence to ,;the remotest
of umbrella- probabthtleb—due regard beirg had to thelr
chronology. " -

The people were out in- force.
hearty and- without: number.

sultations on all sorts of topics:
promise, the committee of thirteen; the Contoy prisoners,

_ the last message, Cahfornla Utah, the dissolution of the
Umon, while :

Ihere were greetmgs
There were grave. con-

» %News mnch older than their ale went round,” "

as unb]ushmgiy as if it were the Tast telegraphlc dis-
patch. . Apple-brandy was as water for abundance,
~ and barrels were as*fountains of beer. Hard-handed

toil regaled himself on gingerbread and stewed oysters.

Old' Times “stalked unconsciously along, jostlmg the- 1

newest and gaudlest robes of fashion and novelty.

It was warm that day. The- landlady meekly and in
resignation roled her eyes heavenward, while mine host,
“as subject to ‘heat as butter,”” seemed ready to evapo-
rate. ~ The dogs sank- wearily and pantingly down,
stretchlng themselves to their fall length with an evident
conviction that all flesh is grass in hot weather, .-

‘At dinner-time+ a-crowd was gathered at the door
the dlmng-room. When at length it was unfastened,
there was a; general -rush, on the tide of which mine host

[ was loaded.

“Then'there were umbre]!as which I.willinot §

‘the weather, the com: §
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from the height and size and antiquity of Noah’s' Ark, | | was borne:along, to the 1rremed1able detriment of a new

aid somewhatfight pair of Sunday breeches. The table

"There ‘was beef by. the half-ox, whole

hecatombs of «fowls," vegetables 1nnumexable After

dinner came the speeches from. some of the political can-

didates, and-at the. -instigation’ of Dr. Jeflreys, Professor
Matters was called upon for a speech upon his new sys- ’

tem of . hydrology The substarice th@reof may, per-
. chance, yet be glven to the world, .

- At three o’clock in the afternoon the crowd begdn to
disperse, and we were among the first to depart.” - The _
professor informed us that he had been very successful,

having closed a bargain for no less than five cisterns.
¢“And to eonstruct them you -will reqmre several

weeks,”” observed my uncle. :
¢Yg-a-s.. An’ what’s better than that colonel I ‘

L shall hev all I can dew for a Yea": mebby tew years.

Yaou Grief!"

 Sah!”

« What time Il we git hum ”

“ "Bout a hour by sun, maussa.”’

‘““You are not gomg to-leave us, professor?” I asked

“No; but ef we’re gomg tew muster to-motrer, I've
got some letters to wrlte “and some other dockyments to
ﬁx.” . .

“Drive on, Grief,” satd my uncle. ¢ So you ‘are
likely to be Wlth us through the summer, - Professor

- Matters ?*

¢« Wal, I don’t know ’xactly ]':’m most a‘f'eard fo stay
here. among these ’ere swamps -J wouldn’t have the
yaller fever for all the cisterns-in the world.” .

“ We never haxe the yellow fever here.”
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-4 "Beout the same thing, tho ; Yaou hev that ’ere
-~ cussed bilious and the fever ’n’ agur—scuse .me for
swearin’-—and I’d ’beout as lieve hev the yaller!”
““You need run no risk of having a fever at all.”
“Sho! . Haow du yaou mean >”’

“Give us the pleasure of your company at ngs
Head.”

“ Where’s that : P?? ,

“A summer. resort on the sea- shore. We shaTl go
about the tenth of July. You need be at no expense if
you will accept of such fare as we can givé you, and
you will meet many.of our wealthiest planters, who will
very likely give you an opportunity to make your system
of -hydrology very extensively known. What say you ?»

s Seyp Why, I'll dew it, sure s the "Postles!”

“It is so understood, then. I think you will find

Nags Head a pleasant plaee to pass the dog days.

Hurry on, Grief!”?

“Ya-a-s, maussa. De grays ben gwan home-now,
for sure.” . And Griéf performed his most artistic
flourish with the whip, urging -the petted horses into
something very like a brisk trot. :

It was not yet sunset when we approached the' outer
gate at Cypress Shore. Little Molly, accompanied by
her maid - Linda, had come out to meet us. - She was
‘ery speedily nestling i in the folds of my uncle’s cloak—
the evenings were still chilly—and was-rewarded by a
doting hug, whlch she seemed to relish with infinite satis-
faction. We'were soon at the door. Aunt Corny.bustled
about with her usval ,activity, She commissioned Polly
Feggins to, see to ihe bulldmg of fires in the chambers,

fi led the way to’ the piazza,
| sight.  There was not a ripple on- its ‘oroad surfacé, - To

was gliding past; |
-‘b:caliied The rays of the setting sun. fell upon their
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" and hurned Hetty, the cook, in her preparatlons for

-

supper. <+ . :
«“ Do look at the sound"’ she exclatmed —And she

It was indeed & beautiful

the right were the mouths of the Roanoke and -the

Cashie. They were barely discernible among the low

cypresses that lined the shore. ' The light boat ]ay mo-

) tionless at her moorings, while the notes of a song came

from. her deck across the water, - The little steamer Fox
and here and there were schooners

white sails, giving them the appearance of being much-
nearer to us than’ they really were. On' the lawn were
half a score of calves.and the colenels merinoes ; and
these were soon set scampering by the frolicsome gallop

£ the horses just let loose froi the carriage.
’ « Hello!”’ exclaimed the professor, suddenly, 4 the"e 5

1 a sail-boat!”’

¢« Where ?” asked my Aent Corny.. - '
“ There by that p’int. Tew; by the great horn spune!
Both rowin’. Wh} in natur don’t they lower down the .

sails 77!

¢« They are’ expectmg a’ breeze, perhaps,” sair‘l Jmi
uncle, ad;ustmg 2 shlp s glass as he spoke An

there it comes now.” : |
 «“Ya-a-s, an’ a peowerful breeze it is tew. They s

Eaat

in them small boats.”
1LV("‘?If\efihtyhe it’s sister Kate!”’ exclalmed Molly, clapplng_r

ker hands.’ -
'?l;‘I believe it is Kate 1 Sald my uncle, steadying the

wo
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,\.g_lasga}gain,st one-of the colamns. . * It és. - She’s star;d-
ing up, waving her bonnet—My God ! she’s averboard 17
My uncle. and the professor started with me for the

lowed us. - . . .
- “There’s a feller jumped arter her!” exclaimed the
_ professor. < Hold on! hold on ! shouted he, as if he
* thought his voice might reach them. « Hurﬁ;nfnatur"
I b’lieve they’re both o ’em drowned. No'they~ ain’t;
There they come tu the top o’ the water! " Hold'on;
Hold on! Strike aout! Yaou’re a tru,nip anyh‘ow"
Safe! - Safe! by the peowers! 0, Childern ‘pf Isfil‘-
haow my heart beats!” o L ‘
Th.e lady was indeed safe. She was lifted into the
boat/_ :]ust as we reached the shore of the sound. ~When
my Aunt Corny with Molly, the housekeeper, and half

shore.. Molly and my” Aunt Corny shrieked, and. fol. '

a dozen servants came up, the hoatmen had -shipped -

their oars, and were pulling with might and main direct-
ly towards us. On they came, The water foamed be-
neath the bows, and in a few minutes the ]ight, beauti-
ful boat grated upon the sand. |

“ My dearest uncle! My Aunt Cofny! Molly, you

- togué !” were some of the exclamations as Kate g;nill-
‘}wood Sprang upon the beach, dripping wet and shiver-
ing-with cold.  Bob .Smallwood followed in like predica-
ment, .'My‘ uncle had recourse to his bandanna, and

| looked very-intently towards the mouth of the Réa;oke-
for what particular purpose he never informed me. ! M);

Aunt Cdrny: sobbéd hysterically, and sunk down' Lipbn '

. the sapdi.
- “ Come ! come Ak said my uncle, -‘g.rtxﬁig' ;4 we ‘must.
get'to the house.. , Sister Corny, don’t be silly! Come
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on, all of you, -Bob! you young\'seamp, how came you -
to'let her fall overboard? “You’d better have gone to
California.”. . _7 o L,

84 I : Ak '

¢« There now !” exclaimed Kate, interrupting the. an-
gry Bob; ¢ not another word, or I turn about and. go

back.” ‘ .
«Well, well! let it go, then. We have you safe and

E . sound.” .

A brisk walk brought us" very speedily to. the house.
The wet garments were soon exchanged for dry ones; the

| fires blazed “broad and bright and high,” and a bowl of

my Aunt Corny’s best hot egg-nogg honored the arrival,
Professor Matters was duly made acquainted with the
new~comers. In the evening, Dr. Jeffreys, his lady and
daughter, with' the- Buckthorns, paid us” a visit. - A

_ substantial supper smoked upor the board. The egg-

nogg and a delicious: dish. of coffee accomplished their
mission, and after supper Grief was ordered tobring his.
violin. A set was formed’; and then to the notes of the
Republican Reel did we have a right merry dance of the
old school: No lazy lifeless dragging of listless feet
through a moping figure; but a real, springing, pulse-
stirring, heart-cheering jig. ~Madam Buckthorn led out
the reluctant professor. To him dancing seemed a busi-
ness, not an amusement. Never yet have I seen heels so
lifted, arms so swing, pigeon-wings so cut—in pieces.

_ The skirts of his long, blue, swallow-tail coat were in

sympathetic agitation. - Madam Buckthotn whispered
his name to Kate, and in peals of laoghter the dance
was ended. . ‘

" Then there was'a promenade- in the piazza, in which
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Helen J. eﬁ'rey s.arm was within my own, whﬂe Bob Was?
explaming to his cousin Kate, as he afterwards told me,
“how he fell in love with her at Rlchmond It was Iate
when we retired, and for me there was no sleep until it .
was well- mgh day. " O! those days at Cypress Shore !

-“ Fresh asg the ﬁrst beam ghttermg on a sail .
" That brings our friends up' from the under world,
Sad as the last which reddens over one
That sinks with all we love below. the verge,
So sad so fresh, the days that are no more
* % . ® - n £ ®
- % Dear gs remiembered kisses after death,
*. And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigped
. On lips that are for others; deep as love,
. Deep as first love.and wild with all regret,
0 death in hf‘e, the days that are no more.”

A HUMOROUS NOYEL.

CHAPTER XV.

LOVE PA SSAGE\S.
‘Hep. ¢ What wins & wtdow wiil not losé a maid,”
’ Lovx 5 S.acnnucn

“When Florio ‘speaks,' what vifdin could wnthstand,
If geut!e Damon dld not squeeze her hand #”
| ) RAPE or TaE Locx,

I rouxp Professor Matters to be an’early riser. Habi-
tually rising at daybreak I.do not remember his sleeping
later than myself. I noticed that Grief had accommo-
dated ‘his habits to those of the professor, and that he -
invariably blacked his boots and supplied him with water
at night; whereas, for - everybody else, he performed
those offices in the morning. When 1 .rose on the fol-

'lowmg mormng, Wednesday; I raised my. window to

enjoy the fresh air, and proceeded to dress. While thus
engaged, I heard the well-known voice of the prof‘essor

accostmg some person whom I could not see. -

“Good mornin’!"’ said he, in a loud, hearty, rmgmg
tone, * Long life tew ye! haou du yaou-du?’’ :
“Pm’ quite well, I’'m ’bhged to ye, Professor Matters 5
how do you do?? - g :
¢ Wal tol’ble. ~ QGoin’ tew muster a4
«No, We’re "busy now with the crop, an’ | dont
think I can leave. I S pose you’ll keep on and see the

-
L

“ -

-
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mdder. You‘ can have a look at the muster as you go

. through Windsor, and 50 go to. the Wldder Blossom’s to

dinner.”’ :
“Ah!” said the professor, despondmgly, “I'm afeard
- that "ere blossom "Il never be gathered by me.”
¢ No knowin’, sir, no knowin’. I’ve seen onlikelier
matters. bud, and blossom, and bear fruit. . Go z_théad
man; and take her through I
.« What du yaou mean by takin’ her through #”
“ Why, courtin’ her to be sure.”
- “We call it sparkln’ to Steventown,

go 'ﬂ

I think’ I'll

Bik So do.
you.”

And the overseer (Our neighbor Buckthorn s) departed |
On going to the piazza, I met the professor as he was

ascending the’ steps -

“ Good mornin’, Mr. Seaworthy, sald he.

“Good morning, Professor Matters
very well this ‘morning.’’

“Ya-a-as, tol'ble I’ thank ye
I stay here.”

13 Why Fidd

“ Why, layin’ still" and. dewin’ nothm .
" How these ere_ southeners live an’ ‘so httle to dew. But
there’s one thmg abeout "etn that I dew like. .
the most hospltalest people a]nre, I du bliéve. Now I
never seen the colonel until last Week and though T've
been here so long with my hoss and cart, he won't take
a cent
‘me, Ses he, kmdo huffy-like, . ¢ 1 don’t keep tavern,’ ses
he. ‘You won’t take nothin # ses I. ¢No,” ses he;

& ‘of course I won’t
| like, only never- speak about pay again.’

You [l. find %he 'Wlddf:l‘ some, now I tell

,hospltable
 impossible, -
, [ very rarely, and my uncle is only. showing you the same
I hope you' are |

B‘ut T:shall git s_ick ef

I can’t see -

They’'re

T-offered tu pay him yesterda), and he ses to |
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You re free to stay as ]ong as you
Wal, yesterday,
up-there to court, when I come to ask the tavem-keeper
for-my- bill—* It’s pald ses he,
¢ Who paid it?’ ses L.

¢ Colonel Smallwood.”. -

“ ¢ Git aout !? ses.T; ¢ you’re ]okm

¢ Fact P ses he, ¢ sure’s you’re bawn!’ ?

“You must remember, professor,” I replled “that

the population here is not as dense- as. it is in Maine.

Property is held in few hands, and. you have onIy met

¥ with ordlnary hospltahty

“ Wal, now, in my part o’ ihe country they is mlghty

| few people 'ud hev kept me so.’

“Vety likely. Not, h0wever, because. they -are- not'
It would notdo there. It would beliterally

.Here we see but few “visitors, . strangers

kospitality which you will ‘meet with almost ev e:;ywhere
in the south.”” .- .~ - . :

-Our. conversation was mterrupted by the breakfast- '
bell. A merry breakfast had 'we, My cousin Kate was
looking moré beautiful - than I had ever seen her, .She ’
had the,most b.eauhful head.in the world, It was a
lixury to- you merely-to look at its fanitless outline and
the rich. hair that so profusely covered -it. The colonel

B uced have no fear of Bob’s California scheme, thought I,

a1 saw that young geatleman under .the witchery of
her smile, and my Aunt” Corny looked significantly at
e ‘as, she saw-the two -in conversation. It would have
been difficult for a disinterested observer to say which of

B the two ladies was the more beautiful, as Kate and Helen
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Jeﬁ'reys ‘sat snde by side. Mr. and Mrs. Buckthorn, as
well as the laughter-loving lieutenant, Mr. ‘Henry Buck
thorn, quizzed the. professor unmercifully (in which they

were aided by Dr, and Madam J effreys) about thie widow,
and we rose fromi the table in a'war of laughter ote

sioned by little Molly, who asked, very demurely (I |

suspected Madam Buckthorn s agency in the matter),
« if Uncle Faity was going to see Mithith Bloththum 7.

It was ‘at-least nine o’clock before the professor and
myself left Cypress- Shore for the residence of Mistress
Blossom, It may as well be said here, confidentially to
the reader, that that lady, although she had many warn
friends -and admirers, had not altogether escaped the
SUSPICIOD of having some native acerblty, in spite of

very agreeable and almost perpetual smile. In one re-
_spect, too, she .was hke]y to suit the professor, for she

‘was remarkably fond of dogs, a huge cur, very appre-
priately named Growler, occupying-the post of prime
favorite. For the professor, he now habltuaH) took with
him the large dog ‘which had been given him some days

before. Indeed,he was with us on the present occasion.
 An easy drive of something like two hours and a bal
brought us ‘to Windsor, The military . were already in
full feather on parade. There may- have been some fif
teen mounted, and possibly ﬁfty in-the ranks of the
infantry. I have, before and since that day, seen many
military compames and ‘evolutions, but assuredly there
“Was never anythmg to match those which met my
astonished’ gaze on- that memorable morning.  The
company of horse had no .music whatéver, neither hal
the mfantry ‘“the peal of the alarmmg drum” to inspite

§ the prime- instigators,
in the enthusiasm of the hour, that company would have .
volunteered as a forlorn hope to take Gibraltar by storm.

a
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fhem  with the enthusmsm of military glory " No, fife
plerced the ears of peacefu] c;hzens ; biut, instéad ‘thereof, .
a shrill, squeakmg, squea]m screammg, broken: wmded'
c]arlonet . There ‘is no feeling; as ‘far as- my observa-
fion g‘oes, 50" speedily and furiously excn,ted as ‘martial
enthusiasm. Tt was rich-to me to seethe erect’ frame, the
prominent. chest, and the military- stride, as well as the
flashing e;,es,an,d distenidéd. nostrils of men who were
entrusted with 'such formidable weapons as canes, um-

 brellas, and superannuated muskets;-when I knew. that

“old peach’ and the noles of a heatbenish clarionel were
I have not the least doubt that,

“ Wal ;" exclaimed the professor, as we rode out of
ltow"'n,l f‘.I thonght I -had seen all the varieties of the hew-
man specie! - I’ve traveled some in my, day I was to

Washin’ton when old Gineral Harrison was ina gurated

and when he was buried. I’ve ben tu Novy Scoshy.an’

the West Indies, and to South Ameriky, not to speak of

Georgy and Texas, but that ’ere military parade bangs

the bush I was mlghty mgh oﬂ'erm the cap’n wy
hat.”?

«Tt i f'ortunate for 30u that you dld not,” I rephed
“Mrs. Blossom would never have seen you.)?

“ Wal, I guess she wouldn’t ha’ cned Whose nig-
gers is them ere plantm corn?’.
41 am unab]e to say.” : :

“ Just twig them fellers; now. Du yaou s "pose that it’s
theaper to hev them than to hire white men ?” W ‘

“I confess that I sometimes doubt it.>?

“Wal, so du I. I've been obsarvin’ ’em, an’-I

15 |
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b’lieve I could dew more in that ’eré field with ten good,
stout, actyve Yankee boys—yes, or Irishmen—~than with
- twenty-five niﬁfgers. They dre so *mazin? lazy and slow,
They don’t airn their grub, some on ’em. I wouldn?
have some on ’em as a gift,
have ¢a mighty bad agy,” they ¢ feels bad all over, > they
“kep.along great while, and didn’t gin out till dis mawn-
in%.> That’s the way they talk. . They go creepin’
along as if they had the rheumatics in every bone in their

body. I could makea pair of butes while old Peter's _.
blackin’ mine, an’ I could clear an acre o’ land while |
I git all out o’ patience with :

" he is makin? me a ﬁre
em.” ‘
# Not-with all of them 3
¢ No, not all.
an awful name, he’s a first rate f'e]ler. .
most as much as a white man.- He’d make a livin’ any-

where ; but I du b’lieve a right.smart chance on ’em, as |

you say here, would starverather’n to work, I don’t see
- how in natur’ yaou hev so much ‘patience with ’em. I
should ha’ quilted some, on ’em forty times, nowI tell
yaou, when the colonel don t say a word.”’ o

Do you know that our severest overseers are from
your region of countr} i

“ Wal, so they du say;
be darned ef I didn’t quilt ’em, ef they did’nt.-move a
little miore as-if they was alive. ‘Whose house is that
‘ere P’

¢ That is the resulence of Mrs Blossom

“Du tell 1’ :

Here. the professor took off his hat, ran hIS fingers
hastily and anxiously through his hair ; drew ‘the’ Jocks

They Té al’ays sick, they _.

There’s Grief, now ; for all he’s got sich ':
He knows ecna- §

My receptlon was most cordial. -

an"l’wve‘ no doubt on’t. Pl
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‘over the bald spot on the top of his head, and adJusted

his enormous triangular dickey. There were two horses
standing, saddled, at the rack ; from which I inferred
that the dashing widow might a]ready have visitors on
the same errand as that of the prof'essor A smlhng negro
met ‘us ‘as we alighted, and we entered”the house. I
observed that the professor took his venerable overcoat
with him, and suggesied to’ him that the servant would
see it properly taken care of. He deglined trusting it .
out of his sight, however, and actually carried it into the

hall. The servant w 'ho met us at the door ushered us

into-the drawing-room, where, as I had: expected, there

" were two middle aged gentlemen awaiting the. advent of

the widow.. She was notlongin ‘making her appearance.
Question after question
did Madam Blossom ask ‘me concerning all the world at
Cypress Shore ; throwing, now and then, an inquiring
and somewhat puzzled glance at the professor, who sat
with his fingers demurely interlocked, looking vaeantly
at the fender. In due time, however, he was drawn into
conversation” by.the two gentlemeh, of whom I have -
spoken. - They left us an hour before dinner-time ; evi-
dently not a little amused with the professor, and the
field was thus left clear, :
A little mellow “old peach » Just -before dinner, thaw-
ed the professor’s reserve; or hmuhty, whichever it
might be, and he startled me by asking the widow if he -
could “hev a few minutes confab with hen_m t’other
room ?”’ —
“Certam]y, sn‘,” she rep]ted startled even more than
myse}f and she led the way to the parlor opposite- the
room in which we were sitting. - What transpired at that




e BERTIE:.

1nterv1ew has never )et been, and probably never will be
revealed to the ears of the children of :men.” The pro-
fessor looked mystenous and grave, and the widow Jooked

mortified -and confused when they returned to the draw-.

ing-room ; and it was some time before the former cheer-
ful tone of conversation was. restored. . Dinner was an-
nounced. Our hostess rallied, as drd’ the professor, and
I congratulatéd myself on our recovery from the previous
somewhat embarrassing restraint,

T have already mentioned that the professor took his
~surtont from the carriage, and ea\med it to the hall. . Dan-
ger, his dog, had, it would seem, conceived it fo_be his

duty to stand sentry over it ; and the good- humored ser- §

- vant had winked at the intrusion. Now, it so happened
that the widow’s dog had returned from some morning
excursion, ‘not a little fatigued, and, of course; sharp set
for his dinner. “The kitchen odors had risen gratefully
to his postrils; and, getting impatient, he ventured to
take a most unusual liberty ; none other than to enter the
* plazza, ‘where, at first; as I have since been»mformed he
did not drscover the equally hu ngry dog of m y friend Mat-
- ters.. D

I have also mentloned that Mlstress Blossom had been
blessed with six children ; the oldest of which, T may add,

was about ten years of age. We had been at the table, §

perhaps ten. minutes, when this last- ‘personage, Byron by
name, opened- the: door of the dining- roorn, and looked
Jinquiringly in upon us.

“Byron,. my dear,” said the wrdow, “ go out noW,
that’s a good boy !’

“But Byron appeared to prefer stay;ng .He pushed the
door somewhat ‘more widely. open ;. and I discovered the
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flaxen heads and unpresentable dress of 2 small squad-
ron of urchins bebind bim. _

«“ (o out how, Byron; there’s a gentleman. D1-
nah’ll give you a ¢ake, Run right along now,” added
she, with a smile-on her Jips, but with ¢ many stripes”
in her eye ; ¢ you mast go now, my dear!” -

But .Byron -did not go. -Acting as commodore of the
squadron, he now made sail into the dining-room; the
rest of ‘the fleet falling into line.in his wake. The. pro-
fessor. looked frowningly at Byron ; but that hero wasnot
to be thus daunted. There was mamfestly a dlsposmon
oti both sides to-clear ship for action. I made a-diver-
sion in the enemy’s favor by chatting with the widow;
and had antlcrpated a quiet adjustment of the drﬁiculty
Grest, however, is the uncertainty of human expecta-
tions. It would &ppear that Growler became impatient
of-delay, and that his appetite got the better of his.dis-
cretion ; for he advanced iato the hall’ directly towards
the professor s surtout, when, not having the fear of his
master before his eyes, Danger rose-wrathfully up and
joined issue with the widow’s favorite. In the heat of
the battle, and before they could be separated they both
got under the' table; whereupon, in some spasmodic
straggle, they both reared on énd, and, in dire crash of
crockery and oliding of gravy and mmghng of meats,
over went the table; The professor caught Growler by
the tail, while 1 took a pitcher of watér from ‘the side-

. table and dashed it, into the faces of the bel]:gerents

ted.

They were not, however, to be thus par
Dire was the wrath that now flushed the face of the -

excited widow, . Seizing the tongs, she e.dvanced to-

wards the dogs and opened her baiteries. =~ . - .

| B T
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: -“.‘,Y‘OU-,GI'OWIEI', you nasty good-for-nothin’ ,creatur’!”
‘exclaimed she, dealing ablow on the back of ang‘er,
which provoked an ear—piercing\yell * And again, with
neither grace in her steps nor heaven in. her eye, her

arm Wwas. hrgh up-raised for another hroadsrde, ‘when her

foot slipped in an unheeded stream of gravy, and her
centre of gravity was lost.. Down, ¢ with hideous ‘Tuin
and -combustion,” came -Mistress- Blossom, amid much
rattling of crockery The servant-succeeded in partmg
the ‘dogs; and- while I was assrstmg the widow. to her
feet, old Growler darted furiously in his exit between
the professor’s legs, and ‘he, too, tottered and fell—and
great was the fall thereof. v

How we apologlzed and’ ordered our horses, how the
professor beat his dog, and how we rode homewards,

are matters so utterly beyond my powtrs of narrative or-

description, that I must beg to' refer the eunous reader
for any desired information to

PRDF. FUNNYFORD MATTEB.S,
S’teventown

State of Maine.

A HUMOROUS NOVEL.

CHAPTER XVI.

wA BIG-MEETING."’

“The arrow out of sight
Does not the sleeper nor the watchman fnght
T sheot too high doth make but children gaze ;
*Tis that which Aits the man-doth him amaze !
Joux. Bunyan's Divine Emblems.

A cavicH in the South (by which I mean of course
a country church) is the place of large ‘and regular re-
sort. ' It is not at all uncommon for people to ride fiffeen

~ or twenty miles to hear a favorite preaeher._ You may

see’ but a little while’ after ‘sunrise wagons coaches,
buggles, carts even on the way; and these are accom-

- panied.by young men and: frequent]y ladies on horse-
back. The :appointments for meetings for weeks to

come are kept with unfaﬂmg accuracy ; and are as much
a matter of familiar knowledge, especlally among mar-

- riageable young mén and women;-as are the changes of

the moon to the sailor. You may see of a Saturday
afternoon spruce-lookmg young gentlemen, in the
lightest. and neatest of ‘sulkies, driving leagues : away to
some planter’s residence. And without darifg to ques-
tion their motives in. beeommg such regular church-

goers, there is no harm in thé world, 1 take it, in men-

tioning the fact that you would be safe in. eoncludmg

" that the planter aforesaid has a daughter, and that she
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will find sorie one of those devoted youhg éent]emen to
~ hand her from the coach to the door, to wait on her at
dinner, and to accompany her home. -

Let-me say, in passing, that the churches in the South

are better: attended, regard being - had to the density
of the population, than at the North,
to be more precise, fewer people at the North vsould ride
so far as is customary here,
“Yaou goin’ to-meetin’ to-day,?”
on the following morping.
“Certaln]y I behieve I have promised to, go with
you.”’ .
“Wal, ya-a-s B’lieve yaou did.’.’.
- “Who's gom’ tew preach?” "7
- %M. Philipps.” - j
< Pretty good preacher?”? '
“Quite a favorite. ‘There ray be other preachers
present “This is what we call a ¢ big meeting.”
“ Wal, what’s a “big meetmg P? 7

asked the professor,

Y quarter]y meeting; or; one that is held for several

days in succession, so called, possrbly, because. it is 5o

much more largely attended than the ordmary Sabbath‘

) meetmgs. .

I don’t much b’ lrewe in these ere blo' meetm s.”

“ Why net?” - R

“ Wal, ye see, they.i is al’ays sech a pow erful excrte-
ment. When I git excited *bout anythin’ I can’t half
dew nothin’ at all, an> Pm a]’ayis' sorry after I git ex-
cited. I don’t b’lieve in excitement, nohow.””

“But do not people attend. meetings like thie——yes, :
and camp- meetmgs, too——who ‘would not attend any

other 27

In other words,
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“ Wal, ya-a- S. _Guess they dew.”

-« Well, then, ma} not. the exciteent of such meetmgs'
reach the hearts of people whose sympathres could not
be otherwise enlisted ?” - :

< Wal, I ain’t sure but you’re rlght o

¢ Can'you separale rehglon from feelrng?”

“No.” , . :
¢“And-who qhall ﬁx the standard of fee]mg P

. Yaou can’t dew it, nohow.”? -

“Preusely, Well then, go with us 'to-day and see

how you like a big meeting? . - -~ ..

We' afe an early breakfast that mornmnr and it was

| 1ot later than nine.o’clock whien we passed the post-ofﬁce.
| My uncle, Aunt Corny, and Molly were in the carriage.
| Boband Miss Kate, who had become wonderfully well
| acquamted followed in the rockaway, while. Trode on '

horseback with the- professor.” -Mr. Sayles ‘was, at the -

“door as we passed his house, and hé expressed his regret
| that he should not -be able to accompany us- We had
" drawn. rein for a moment, and while chatting with Mr.

Sa)les, Lreutenant Buckthorn and my frlend Haynes rode
up. T ’

We rode away in company

“Kin yaou tell me;” said Professor Matters, and he
dropped ‘the reins . as 1f for a chat, “kin yaou tell me-

" why in ‘patur’ it is that people here don’t support the

merchants ?”’ .
" ¢ Are they not supported 2 _ '
¢ No, sir ! What kind o’ support "ud }aou call it ef

‘yaou was tew-open a store here and. Colonel Smallwood

was to buy a pound o’ nails, or a few pound ‘o’ sugar,
or a palm-leaf hat, and then pay tew thousan’ dollars tew
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" his New York agent for. nlggers (,Iothes, butes, shues,

hdts, an’ so forth?” N
"¢ Not much of a support oertamly But then my
uncle can buy af cheaper rates in New. York.” . '
“Ex-act-ly. An’-why? Because he runs up-sech a
tremendous bill.. ‘Now suppose ‘he should “make Mr,
Sayles his agent “Let lim buy at. “the notth. - Wal, of
course, Mr. Sayles . bem a nan of- experieoce, kin buy

tew bettér advantage than he could ef he ‘sent for goods.:

He goes twice a-year tew New York. - Wal, now, will
the colonel’s agent who don’t care a straw for him,

. friend like Mr. Sayles? Of course not. Then your.trans-
. portation ¢otnts -up. - - Wal, suppose you' give (I mean

dll these gentlemen *bout here) M. Sayles a fair profit or.
commission to buy:.for em, instead of paylng it tew a

New Yorker, don’t it stan’ tew: reason ’at he’ could
bring you a larger and better ‘assortment, and: sell it
twenty per cent. cheaper ‘n he does now 27’

““1 believe you are. rlght.”

“I know it. J}m’t they p]enty o’ merchants in this
part o’ the Lountry that buys stolen cotton; an’ corn, gm
tobacker of the mggers P ~

113 Yes )? o . )

““ Wal, now, how long could” them ’ére mean follers
" live ef yaou'd encouragé better merchanfs??. - _

“You are quite right in your redsoning, Professor
Matters,””. ‘interposed - the lieutenant; ¢ and the same
truth has not farled to meet the attention of our planters
in Carolina. You forget however, that theré must be a

‘common consent in this matter, even were the plan

adopted in behalf of one- or two of our. merchants.” -
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“ Simply besause. any one. plan‘cer who should adopt
the plan would put‘himself very much ‘at the mercy of
his merchant ; and, although many acknowledge the eor-

| rectness of the prmmple, some dislike to give up the habit
 of buying’ ‘where they hdve beéri so long’ accustomed to.
} buy. Others are too- mdolent to consider the matter, or to
adopt a new system when fairly convinced of their.error.”?
| «Thé same dlfﬁculty,” said the schoolmaster, « exists
§ with regard to- southern, manufactures,
| failed, as a genera] fhmg, to sustdin them.”” -
‘cept as a customer, buy at s 'good prices as an old-

The South has

gL Yes, even her meohamcs,’? replied the liutenant ;

p « bat do you know the usiial result of: enicouragement to
| northern” mechaniés ‘who seftle -heré ?
of Bertie.
 here'; they.can -earn, so much monéy that they become -
| careless anid unfalthful and then bankrupt ;. and whena
; p]anter has repeatedly been ‘thus disappointed, he is
 very apt to buy of northern mechanics what oeght to be

Ask any tifizen
The rep]_y will be that they can live so easily

manufactured and sold. at his. own door, meg to cli-

_ rmate, or change of hfe, or whatever other cause, me-

chanics who come here steady, sober, and industrious,
become, in a very ‘great niiber of' instances (I think I
might safely say a maJonty), dissipated. and ~worthless. »
- “May not the cause lie. behind " all thrs?” asked my
friend ITaynes;. ¢ and is there no modrﬁcatlon of your

‘social system which would obviate-the d,rfﬁculty P

“That,” replied the lieutenant, “is the vexred ques- .
tion.” The, professor would say yes. I thmk not. I ani
~———But here comes the doctor;?” . o

Even so, The “carriage had - approached unheede& |
until it was qmte near us,
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¢ Good mo’mmg'” said the: doctor, in- h1,s usual low
‘ hearty, good-humored voice.- - And. ‘we returned the
greeting. ' ¢ Suppose, my f/rlend Seaworthy’ he con-
tinued, ¢“suppose you let Tom fide yonr horse, and 80
give us the pleasure of yourcompany.” o -
-I could have hugged the doctor for the proposxtmn As
‘2 ‘matter of course I accepted it. He. did himself éredit-
as a driv er, and we soon left the lleutenant far in our
wake, - Itis scarcely riecessary to inform- the reader that,
besides the accomplished. Mrs: Jeflreys, there Was' still
another occupant of the barouche ; ‘and that I leﬁ the
doctor to the unmterrupted care of the whlp 'md the
Teins, - : :
We. were not Iong in reachmg the church It stood
in a grove of noble oaks Tt was a plain,’” wooden
 structure, - without splre, or. shutters, or pamt As is
usual at.a country ehirch in'the South; there was a well
‘neai- by, with the necessary sweep, and bucket, and §
trough. . A few had already amved and, scattéred here
and there among the trees,. were the horses, ‘hitched to
‘the ov erhanging btanches, iwhile the cartiages -stood in a
motley group.by. themselves. Handmg the ladies to the
charch door, 'we _]omed the little group outsuie NOW con-
" stantly mc*reasmg, in’ which my. unole, the squire, and
Uncle Baldy ‘were’-in quiet conversahon. The drea
around the church, from which the underwood had been
_théroughly cleared, was- speedily thronged witha medley
of vehicles, the majority of which were family coaches;
while, among them, you might also see lighter camages,
- buggies, sulkxes, carts and, wagons. . At intervals, among
the trees, were rude deal-tables supported by stakes.
And now came 2 scene of bustle.

Horses: and car- |
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riages were thronging in'from every: direction, almost in- |

visible in the cloud% of dust. Not a few came on foot ;

and the larger portion of these last were negroes who had
walked probably from five to fifteen miles, to attend the
meeting. ~ Servants were harrying 1o and fro.. Greet-

| ingséwere exchanged, My uncle had a feeling of pride

in being regularly at his post near one of the doars,

! where he had a hearty word and cheerful smile for every-
 body. It was his eustom, too, to pay pariicular attention
| to the ladies of his acquaintance, especially the w1dows,
j concerning whom- he rather liked to be rallied, though he
 had not the most distant idea of marrying again, I saw
‘§him handing the charming Mrs. Blossom from her car-
 riage, while the professor, who had also arrived, stood at
a little distance, evidently at loss to decide how his own
; civilities might be received. He advanced somewhat

awkwardly and paid his respects, and his reception was
 most gracious, The smile was unmistakeable; and as

the professor returned  from the' church-door, he set the
| ubiquitous white hat more erectly upon his head, drew
forth his bandanna with a grand flourish, and took care

to leave one-half thereof when he returnéd it to the

pocket, hanging conspicuously outside. He then drew

bimself up, threw back his head, and expandéd hisbroad
thest, .wearing an air of - self-gratulation and con-
sequential dignity that revealed to: ne a shade of his
character that I had not before discovered.” The church
was soon filled. Its occupants were chleﬂy ladles, a

|lew gentlemen only being seated inside, the greater part

sitting or standing - near the doors, where tenprrar_y

wats had been provided.* Some appemed intent” upon

the services; but by far the greatest number contmued
16
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to converse in a Iow tone until near the conclusion of the
services, : -

The preacher was a tall and somewhat stptxtly made
personage of about fifty. “His dress, if not of homespun,
was assuredly well nigh as plain, - His collar, unstarched

- but scrupulously white; rolled negligently over ; exposing
alarge and well-formed neck. © The prevailing expression
of his face, which was one of strongly marked features,

was that of simple earnestness and benevolence. “His §
high, but somewhat narrow, forehead overhung grayish
“The mouth and chin were indicative §
of much strength and decision of character, and the whole ‘
presence of -the man reminded me very strongly of the l

personal appearance of. Patrrck ‘Henry. - The tones of _glorlous tidings.

and deep-sen eyes.

hls voice, as he began reading the well knonn hymn

u Clnldlf-n of the Heavenly Km
As'we journey let ussing,”

ating a feeling of seriousness in his little congregation.

The air to which the words were sung, though not then .

familiar to me, was a simple and heart- -stirriig melody,
in which, nearly every one joined ; and the roof rung with
, it, Then came,_an earnest prayer, and another hymn,

- and fhe preacher announced for his subject the Year of
‘Jubilee.

He began by saylng that thirty- years ago: he had
stood in ‘the -same pulpit. “I-had,” he continued,
“many warm friends here at Lebanon ——(the country
churches have usual]y some such dlstlngmshmg name}.
« There was old. Brother G—», who has gone. home lo

| his rest.

_‘= which you sung at ‘his-_grave.
Brother H—.

‘wept-over him will see him: no more forever..
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He is in heaven; my brethren. - He- has

heard the welcome words‘, ‘
‘ Servant of God, we]l done!".

There was good “old
He s at home, oo ; one of the forty-
and-four. thousand that smg the song of Moses and the
Lamb. His frail body is_dissolved, and the eyes that
Forever’

Here, on earth, I mean. There was pious Slster B-
Many of you remember her, though as I look round, I
‘see only here and there a face I know. Yes, here is her
- My brother, are you a soldier of the cross? The
'spmts of the depdrted are wmtmg ‘here to carry home
Come! who'll enlist to-day for the

holy war?”
Simple as was the’ exordlum, and Imperfectl) as 1

: ‘have described it, it brought the tears to many an eye.
were singularly ful] and rich, and deep; andI could see §
“that at the outset he was (perhape nnconsmons])) cre-

The talking was hnshed outside the church. The aisles
and pulpit steps were soon tenanted, and the listeners
gathered around the doors and windows. With the same
simplicity of which 1 have spoken, the preacher then
gave a brief account of the Year of Jubilee.

He spoke first of the antiquity of the Sabbath; of the

‘necessity of perlodlcal rest ; of the duty of observmg the
' Sabbath as a necessity of our animal, moral, and intel-

lectual nature, rather than an arbitrary law; of the
results of cheerfal acquiescence ‘in the requirement.
Then he adverted to the seventh year similarly set apart;

‘and, finally, of “the sabbath of years”—the Jubilee.
. He gpolke of the proclamation of- hberty ;. of the return~

ing. of “ every man unto his possession’ and ¢ every
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man unto his family ;" «of the abundance of the previous
years whereby all necessity for toil was removed ; ; of
the redemption -of property ; of restoration from servi.
tude. He drew a simple and most affecting plcture of
the changes that énsued on'the adyent of that year; of
the dehrlous excitement of the poor- debtor as the day
drew near, and of the feelings with which he Jooked
down from some meighboring hill, or over the hedge,
upon the familiar features of the old homestead. He then

‘pictured to us the nearer approach qf' the day ; of the §
last few hours; of the expected sentinels, trumpet "in

‘hand, awaiting the hour-that should usher in the year;

and then that shout from all Israel * of thousands as of §
. one,” and the trumpet-blast that rung from hill to hill §

throughout the land!

“Sinner!” said he, at Iength, in a low, p]eadmg,

earnest tone, you are toil-wofn, you are bankrupt, you
are the slave of sin; you are helpless, hopeless. I pro-
claim to you good tidings. The Year of Jubilee is
-come. Come home! You shall rest! -

'You that 11ave sold for naught.
Your hentage above, k
Shall haave it back unbought

You shaH be free.  You shall have hope and _]oy in the
‘dark valley You shall hve and rezgn forever Will no
one come !

Alow volce now struck the air of

“Blow ye the trumpet, blow,
The gladiy solemn sound,”

The eﬁ’ect was. start]mg Scarcely a voice among the
fhundreds that was not swellmg the mlghty chorus. A
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young girl, perhaps some sixteen or seventeen years of
age, now rose, delirions with excitement, shouting, sob-
bing, Iaughmg, and exclaiming “O! I am so happy!”
and threw herself into: the arms of a lady near her.
Another, a beautiful. girl, crossed-to the side of the
church opposite to that on which she had been seated,

| Lnelt before a schoolimate ‘and begged her to go to- the

altar. In spite of every effort, I.felt the tears streaming
from my eyes ; and,on looking round, I found that there
were few who were not-similarly affected, The professor
had-withstood it all until-the-young girl of whom I'have

‘spoken rose from her- seat -and knelt, 'when he buried

his facé-in his hands and sobbed aloud. Ladies went to
their acquaintances, parent_s to children, children to
parents, brothers to sisters, and sisters to brothers. -The

‘preacher descended to the altar. " One by one came a

score of his congregation around. him. "Amid sobs, and
groans, and shrieks; the rich tones of the preacher were
heard in prayer.” A hymn followed, the benediction was
pronouncetl ‘and the congregqtlon was dismissed.

The deal benches were now removed from the church
by the negroes and Rlaced near the table. It is the cus-
tom for planters to-carry a quantity of bread, fowls,
barbecue (roast shoat), bacon, vegetables, and, very
commonly, 2 dessert; which are placed upon ihe rude
tables, and acquaintances, friends, and strangers. are
hospitably invited to dine with-them. " This affords a
delightful opportunity for chat among friends, and for.
the gallantry of the young men {to say nothmg of
widowers who haxe ceased to be disconsolate) to the
ladies, The pwfcssor devoted himself éspecially to the

edification of Mistress Blossom. Bob was omnipresent to
16%* '
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Miss Kate Smallwood, and T need not say that I was
that day at the table of Dr. Jeffreys.
While we. were at dinner, the negroes held a meetmg
in the grove. They had been even more excited than
the rest of the congregation. ' The woods rang with the
notes of their hymn. They leaped, shouted, clapped their
hands.
exclamations as *“ Glory!”” “I’m going home P” ¢« Will
you meet methere?” *O!'T'm happy, happy, bappy!”
A short evening service followed, and we turned
homeward. . There was a-stroll that evening in the gray
twilight, and Helen Jeffreys was by my side. My heart
throbbed, my limbs trembled, my voice was “husky, and
I bad scarcely the  power of utterance. Angry with
myself for the weakness, I had just assayed to throw it
off and give words to the feelings that had so long lain
pent in my breast, when a servant came runni‘ng towards
us, panting for breath, and exclaimed,
“0, Miss Helen! do come to de heuse*
Haynes mighty sick; b'lieve he gwan to die!”
We-hui‘ri.-edhdme.‘ The young scholar was indeed in
danger. . He was bleeding profusely at the mouth. The
excitement of the day had been too much for him, He
sank rapidly, and when I left him " at daybreak the next
~morning he had sunk into.a gentle sleep, breathing. so
lightly and feebly as to make me apprehens}ve that he
would not'survive the day. :

BERTIE:

Massa

'They embraced one another. I could hear such
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-CHAPTER XVII.

A PUBLIC RECEPTION..

“0id men forget; yet a1l shall be forget,
But he'll remember, with advantages,

What feats he did that day.”
. Knm Hexax V.

Wewere somewhat surprised thq next morning, while

: we were at breakfast; by the arrival of a servant with a

E note for Professor Matters.

He looked very intently at

it for a moment, as if endeavormg to decide whether or

i not he had ever seeri the -handwriting before.

He. then

' opened it, read it, pondered awhile, leaning his head on

his hand, and handed it, with a look of infinite mystlﬁca-
tion, to me.

“ Jest read that ’ere, ef yaon please,” Sald he,  qn?

| tell me what you think on’t.”

“Shall I read ‘it aloud?”

“Sartin.”
Accordingly I read the foﬂowmg letter ——

“ ¢ Winnser, Jpril —

e To Proressor FURNYFORD MaATrTERS.
«¢ Dear Sir :—The undersigned are a ‘committee, ap-
pointed at a meeting held last évening in this place, for
the purpose of making some definite arrangements for a
public expression of our regard to the author of the new

, 1850,
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 system-of hydrology. It was resolved to tender to you
a-public dinner, and the committee ventire to name this
‘day as the most convenient to the citizens of this place,

provided it shall also be convenient for yourself. We.

‘have also ventured, in behalf of the meeting, to request
- Col. John Smaliwood to convey you to this place.

“'¢ The committee suggest to you that some remarks
from you will be anxmusly looked for after the cloth is re-
moved. They feel honored in being the medium through
which the respects of the meeting are tendered to you,
and are,.with the most distinguished consideration,

“ Your friends and obt. servants,
“«WM. A, JEFFREYS, .
““¢ ARCHIBALD BUCKTHORN,
b HENRY BUCKTHORN Sk

“ Naow, don’t that ere. beat a]l P? asked the pro-
fessor, - :

“Itis certamly very comphmentary,” said 1.
will go, of course ?”’

““ Would yaou 2’

¢ Most certainly.”
~ «] need not say,”’ interposed the colone] “that my
horses and carriage are at your service. I regret that
I cannot accompany you.”

“ Kin yaou go with me, Mr. Seaweather e

“If my friend Haynes is not too ill, I w111 do 'so with
pleasure,” :

¢« Maussa- Henry better dis: mawmn’ » sald Grlef

¢ Well, then, Professor Matters, I am at your service.”

We left Cypress Shore about nine o’clock. I saw

¢ You

that Buckthorn and the doctor, with the licutenant, were |

| new tew ye..
| and Unc]e Baldy; and the sqmre, and Sayles, because
| they’re all different from one nother. They dor’t think
| alike ; they don’t act alike; they don’t talk alike; nor
i they don’t dress alike.
| here, as we do now,-ef we meet a man, why he’s a sort:

A vaonoﬁs ROVEL. ' 189

at thie bottom of the day’s pMceedmgs wbether t6 quiz

3 some of their Windsor frierids; ot the professor, or both,

I could not decide. I could not help thinking, however,
that, whatever m:ght be the design; the affair was a

| practical commerﬂary on the:very prevalent custom’ of
- public dinners.
| them.
I many mstances, for the interchange of sentiments and
| ‘civilities, and as'an exchange of a private and permls- ‘
 sive for a public and legitimate bore,

Let e not be understood to condemn
I think them favorable upportumtles, in very

“ They’s one thing; Mr, Seaweather”—so the profes-

_ sor persisted in ca]ling me, in spite of frequent correc-
| tions—“ that I like in society here to' the south.” '

“ What may it be#”
- ¢ Jest thls every man you meet here is SOmethm
T never get tlred ‘o’ watchin’ the colonel,

Now I like that. . -Ridin’ along

of a volum to me, as it were, an’ | love to read him, ‘In

| the north, where folks swarm tewgather so, and every-

where in taowns and cities, people seem tew glt rubbed
intew a sort o’ general smoothness that-don’t give aman
nothin’ to take hold on.  All alike, jest like a milliner’s
fashions. -I like to see the old colonel (who you know is

~a‘hard customer to argy with) meet Uncle Baldy, who is

a trifle flighty, but a nation smart feller. When flint
and steel comes together yaou know the fire flies.

- Wal, that’s the charm of 's’ciety here to Bertie. Even

the darkies is original. ‘There’s old Peter Law, yender,
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, Jest comin’ hum. from mill ; now, I’ll ask him a question,
and see what kind of an answer he’ll gwe me."”’ '
Peter-soon came up.
& Wal Peter, haow dew yaou dew thls mornm’ "
«Qp y .tol’ble, maussa ; on’y tol'ble., Had mighty
bad aguy yisterday. How you do dis mawnin’, maussa "
“I'm dewin’ mce]y, I thank ye, Pater.”
We bade the old servant, good morning, and rode on,
~ “Did yaou hear that " asked the professor. '
“Yes.”

“ Wal, nov?, ef I've asked that f'eHer once, I hev asked

_him mor'n fifty times in the last week haow he was; and §
E cisely, to meet the expected guesti-,

_that “mighty bad aguy’ has been the song every time,

“The darned old sinner! 1 wonder he don’t git quilted

every day. Haow old du yaou think he is?”
“ Perhaps fifty.”

It Fifty? He took his ﬁdavy at he was’ erght) five no

longer ago’n yesterddy Tdu b lieve the colonel’s right.

He says they pretend to be:a darned Slght older n they

are jest tew git red o’ work.” - -

 In similar conversation the time wore away- until we
had driven within half a mile of the Cashie, when we

.were met by a deputation from' fown. = The. professor
was received with the most marked respect. While he

“was exchanging greetings with the other gentlemen, Dr.

. Jeffreys, proﬂ'ered me a small handblll which ran as

- follows : — :

formed the pi‘ocession.
 rtage with mine host. of the Windsor Hotel.

 luckily arrived that day.’
| formed, and we took up our line of march to the air of

 «Who'll be king but Charley ?” As we entered. the_
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RECEPTION OF PROFESSOR MATTERS!
ORDER OF ARRANGEMENTS. ‘

t

The Cnmm:ttee of Arrangements tequest their fellow-citizens to ag-
semble in. front of the court-house, at eleven o'clock A. M this morning. N
A procession will then and there be formed under thedzrecuon of Arch:

J bald Buckthorn, sq., as follows :—

 Cairiage and Six, for Professor Mattets,
- Musie. .
Comm:ttee of Arrangements.
Carnageq '
Gentlemen on Horseback,
. Citizens Generally.

The proceﬂsmn will leave the courthouse at hall-past eleven pres

With a gravity. Worthy a better cause, Uncle ‘Baldj
"The professor entered the car-
The music

 was furnished by a uohn, a squeahng clarionet, and a

hand-organ ; the player on this last instrument having

The procession was: soon

village, the professor (it would seem that public, recep-

tions had occurred at Steventown} bowed to the mystified
citizens on each side of the street He was escorted to
the hotel, where a private apartment had been engaged
for the purpose; and by’ the harmless expedient of oblig-

ing him to grasp the same hanid twice or three times, he
‘was kept busy in shaking hands for somethmg like two

hours. Dinner was.then announced. - ,
After the cloth was ‘removed, Uncle Ba]dy rose and\
said ;¢ Fill your gld%ses, if you please, gentlemen. X
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- have the pleasure to'itroduce somewhat more intimately
to your. acquamtance my friend and honored guest,
Professor Matters.”

(““ Hurrah ! Three times three!”’)

' L It was a remark of the. celebrated Samuel Houston,”‘

(Hurrah' hurrah!) “that there was never a man who did
not live tco Jong; pr die tod soon, for bis own glory.”

(Hurrah!) «But, gentlemen, we here see a scientific in-
dividual; the Columbus, if I may so express myself,”
(Hurrah!) “of a new discovery; who seems likely to
prove an exeeption to the rule. On this subject, however,

it would be indelicate for me to dwell.”” (Gdoh' goon!) §

“I propose to you the health of Professor Funnyford
Matters.”

And the table was in a roar as he resumed hlS seat
‘The professor rose in considerable embarrassment, and,

with a prehmmary ﬂounsh of his bandanna, spoke as

follows.
« Feller- cltlzens: :
¢“Unaccustomed - as I hev al’ays ben tew public

speakin’ (and I've no recollection % dewin’ anythin’ in

that line sence I left the Steventown Academy), I scaroely
know what tew say on the present casion. Haowever,
I’m very much obliged tu yaou.al} for the honor yaou've
done me, an’ for the dinner an’ fixin’s. My system,
gentlemen, I-kin better explain tew yaou in buildin’
~ than T kin in a speech. I am permitted to vefer yaou
~tu Colonel Smallwood, an’ I hev a few stlﬁklts here
which Fli trouble yaou to pass round the table. .1 con-’
clude, gentlemen, by- givin’ yaou a toast : * The Ameri-
can Union ; like hydraulic cement it ain’t good for nothin’
after it’s broken.”” .

| The Steventown Aurory.”
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The professor sat down amid “a roar .of applause:
Speeches; songs, and anecdotes fotlowed ; "and it was
not until near sunset that we left Windsor.

T must confess,” said the professor, as we rode
homeward, ¢ that T didn’t expect this.” e
“Yoir ha\e certainly been honored.” -
“That T hev, I wish I could git an account of it to

¢« That is easily accomplished,” said I. ¢ We will
have the proceedmgs pubhshed in The Gladialor, and
forward a copy.”

“Wal, then T consider my fortin’ made. ‘Won"t they

open their eyes to Steventown ?”’

« They certainly will.” :

Dr. Jeffreys, Uncle Baldy, and the- lieutenant now
 overtook us, and it was agreed that the proceedings
should be duly reported and printed. We drove rapidly
home. -As'we were approaching the house, the profes-
sor turned to me and said : “ Did yaou ever notice the
map of this ’ere State?” '

¢ Yes,”? - ‘ .

< Wal, then, yaou ve obsarved the sea-coast,Is ’pose.”’

“Yeg, ”

¢ Wal, I undertake tew say that they ain’t nothin’
like it nowhere. A big nateral breakwater along the -
whole coast, so "at the smallest vessels can navigate the
sounds. 'They talkk abeout makifh’ an inlet. They don’t
need no inlet. True, they ain’t no good harbors for big
vessels ; but Norfolk is near enough for a port of entry,
and these small vessels are plenty big enough for your
Better take the money they’d waste on an
Hello! here we be tu the

commerce.
inlet and build railroads,
17
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‘gate! Wal, P’'m glad tewgit hum. I don’ like these
‘public duins nohow. I could ha’ built tew c:stu 'ns, an’
‘not ben half so much tuckered out.”

, We- foimﬂ the family at supper.
‘the tablé, and the professor recounted the events of the

day When 1 left the drawing-room he was still giving §
in prolix detall a descrlptxon of the dmner at Windsor, §

¥ service.

We sat long over |
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CHAPTER XVIIL
THE SERVANTS.

“Et tibi BE'r'rr tibi vel nitidissima Letty.”
: ParnsLy, (Trcms)

“So service-shall with stesled sineWs toil.“ §

From that evening I was almost constantly with the
poor scholar. He rallied under the medical attendance
of Dr. Jeffreys, and the ceaseless kindness of the house-
hold. His favorite servant, Tom, was assigned to his
The faithful negro was constantly at hand,
slept in the smk-room, and never seemed weary of his
task.

Ten days passed ; yet the improvement was less than
we anticipated. A letter had been dispatched to his
mother, informingr‘her of his illness. As the doctor was
indebted to the invalid, he enclosed the amoant to her,
adding fifty doflars from his own purse, that she might
find no. pecuniary difficulty in coming at once to Under-

- wood. She does not know, to this day; like many an-
othér sufferer, that she received from Doctor Jeffreys a

farthing more than 3 was due to-her son. She came, at
length, accompanied by her daughters; plain-looking,
but well-bred, intelligent, refined- young women, the
eldest of whom was not more than twenty. Their
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presence seemed to work wonders for the invalid. He
grew better, slowly, but steadily; and the pale cheek
a'n_d careworn expression of the despairing mother began
to give place to something like cheerfulness and quiet,
Meanwhile, Helen Jeflreys had won the hearts of Laura
and Mary Haynes. Lieutenant Buckthorn became, all
atonce, a daily visitor at Underwood ; and Mr. Snowden,
2 young clergyman, recently mstalled in a neighboring
parish, seemed to consider himself called upon to bestow
very %nmderab]e extra-parochial attention to the younger

of the sisters, The invalid soon regained his strength so
far as to be able to ride; and we dismissed our appre-

hensions for his recovery The mother and daughters

were detained, onene pretext or other, for several weeks;
and when it was found impossible to keep them longer,
a little school was made up for them. A vacant cottage,
about half a mile from Underwood, was put in repair,
and the happy mother, with her son and daughters, was
induced to take up her residence there. Little Molly
and Sophie and Susan Buckthorn were at once placed
under her care. Servants were ostensibly hired to her,
but in reality given; while my Uncle John, the squire,
and Uncle Baldy, as Well‘as_ the kind-hearted Mr. Sayles;

found means in one way or other to make the cottage a

snug, comfortable home. It may be taken for granted

that the doctor and the ladies were not remiss in doing

their part, and we had at length the pleasure to see the
little family prosperous and happy.. Their atrival seemed
to give a new zest to the social courtesies of the neigh-
borhood. They. were so-well-bred, so unobtrusive, so
true to their duties and position, that either of their neigh-
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~ bors would gladly have given- them a home, as members

of the family.

Meanwhile, the professor had recewed the expected
aterials and been constantly employed. It may have
been a week after the invalid-had so far recovered as to

" take the air in the carriage, that he (the -professor) re-

turned to Cypress Shore.” He had succeeded beyond his ..
expectations, and having a few days lezsure came to pay

us a visit,
“ Haow du yaou du?” said he, as- he ascended the

steps of the pxazza. ¢ Glad to see ye. ' Seems like hum
tew me here mor’a . anywheres I’ve been.. "Aunt Corny,
ory | Miss Smallwood I s’pose I shud say, how are ye?
Ah! Molly! how d’y.?. Miss Kate, I swow yaou grow
more interestin’ évery day. Ef I hadn’t rayther com-

_mitted myself to Ma’am Blossom, I think I shud give Mr.

Bob a tusse! afore he shud hev ‘ye * Where is he
¢.0, he’s returned to college.”

¢ Yaoudon’t sayso. Ah! colonel!- haow du yaou du?
Mr. Seaweather, your sarvant. . Where’s Grief? Il be
darned ef I dont fairly blle to see the critter. He’s the
best sarvant I ever seen.’

« He certainly is one of the best servants in the wor]d ”?
said the colonel. :

¢ What’ud you take for him ?”’

«Take for him ?’ exclaimed my urcle; ¢ why, sir,
nothing could tempt me to sell him. I would not sell
a favorite horse, much less a favorite servant.”

« Don’t you s’pose he’d rayther be free?”

¢] have offered him his freedom.” »

« An’ he wouldn’t aceept of it?” ‘

¢“No. I traveled in seven of the Northern States with

17* :
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him; two years ago, and offered bim his freedom , but he
‘refused, and, I think, wisely.” :
+ ¢ Wal, haow is’t ‘that yaou hev sech good mggersP
Where I’ve been buildin’ cistu’ns for the last week or

tew, the most on ’em was the most trlﬂm’ or’nary crit- -

ters I ever seen.”
¢TI think I can give you some reasons for the d:f—
ference.”

“ Wal, .dew, ef ye please ?

“In ‘the first place, I visit every cabin on my planta-

tion régularly, You will find them in good repair. “You
have noticed, too, that they are built near the slashes, or
swamps, where wood and water -are both convenient.

Then my negroes are well fed ; they cannat, as a general -

thing, eat thelr “allowance: - They are welt'clad. They
have, those-who caré for it, sufficient land -for-a garden.
They have regular hours for labor, and time to attend to
their own. wants at their cabins. I never rob them of
their holidays.
wish for it, to visit their friends and relatives,”

«But don’t you think it’s rayther hard to- make en
work Sundays ?”’ :

.They are not obliged to do so. Those' who Work at

the ﬁshery, it is true, work on the Sabbath for some- five

or six weeks in the spring. Probably your opinions and
mine would not coincide on that point. - I ‘believe T have
a]ready told you that I not. only provide them—none of
my neighbors do it—with water-proof clothing, but pay
them liberally for their extra labor.”

“Yes; yaou told me *bout that. Wal, how ha’ppens
it that your niggers dew so much work? As a gen'l
thing, they’re a datned lazy, triflin’, wastin’ set.””"

They always have a pass, when they
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“Jt is easily explained. My slaves are divided into
companies, or gangs. Eaech of these has a captain; and
bas usually the same work fo do. from year to year. The
batteaux at the fishery have each their captain, Neither
the captains nor the overseer has the authority to punish,
and all delinquencies are reported to me. Moreover, I
am constantly offering premiuris to industry and fidelity.
I encourage them'; I trust them ; I keep one servant ex-
pressly to play for their amusement, and he has very

little to do_except to use his violin and keep' it in order. -

They are carefully attendéd to when they are sick, and
have the same medical advice as myself. Have you

-~ ever been in, my hospltalP

~ “No, I -b’lieve not. Yaou sald somethin’ ’bout 1t

but; somehow, I never went in.’

¢« Well, you will find it worth- your while to visit- it.
Old Peggy has nothmg in the world to do but to - attend
to the sick ones.” ~

"¢ Wal, colonel, I can’t qmte feel reconciled yet to
lookin’ at a man and thinkin’ "bout buyin’ an’ sellin’

him; but ef anythin’ could reconcile me tew it, it-'ud

be jest séch treatment as you show your slaves.”

« Not to speak of the smiles of Mistress Blossom, who
owns so many,”’ suggested my unele, dryly.

I may be permitted io add to the information inci-

~ dentally imparted to the reader by the foregoing con-

versation, a hrief notice of two or three of my uncle’s

servants. Grief is already tolerably well known to the

reader. . I remember him as a musica}, fun-leving negro,
whose low voice, light, active step, and ready smile,
made him a general favorite. Ilis great merits were

1
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strict honesty and. fidelity, added to very great ingenuity
and‘tact. His place could not easily have been supplied.

There was old. Harry Hog, the swineherd, with a
‘head, and wisdom, and gravity little inferior to the wis-
est of his white brethren. -He was. invaluable in all
exetutive duties, and as a sort of walking almanae, book
of record, gazatteer_what not ?-—for names, dates, and
places. ‘

‘Little Fred I remember as a genius that 1nterested me
_and annoyed the professor. He informed me, as he had
informed the professor, that he was “’bout forty years
ole.”” - He may have been eight. He walked with the
~ gait of ninety. It must have been the twenty-ﬁrst or

“second of June, the longest im the year, videlicet, in
which he could do no more than black a pair of boots,
lead Old Hampton to water, and go for the cows, He
was a gentle, low-spoken boy,-and rather a good boy,
if I may say so, with the exception that he was fond- of

- playing what sailors call “Tom Cox’s traverse; two

turns around the long-boat and a pull at the scuttle-'
butt!” . :

L left- us- for a“’call at Squire Batterton’s.

Sk
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CHAPTER XIX.

CHANGES.—A VOYAGE.

% Thou, Julia, hast metamorphosed me."”

“«Never came reformation in a flood
With such heady current. *—K. Hexry IV,

THE next mall day brought us a Iong Ietter from Bob,
I shall not easﬂy forget the day. May had come. The
grass was springing -up, the flowers were in profusmn,
the leaves were putting forth, the air was warm, like
that of . early summer. . We:had just left the-tea-table
when Fred came with the letter-bag. . The professor had
Seating our-
selves in the pilazza, my Annt Corny adjusted her spec-
tacles to read the letter, \ .

“ Wait a minute, Corpy,” said my uncle.
bring me a coal of ﬁre & |

“'Ya-a-§, maussa.’

* The coal arrived, the pipe was hghted and my ‘aunt _
read as follows —_ S o

¢ Tinsey, .

: o ‘APROVI[DENCE, May.':lst,,1849. ‘
“¢My DEAR AUNT:
¢«¢8hall I confessit? T am really homesu,k > (Do
you hear that, Kate?) ¢I have been here a whole
week (I thought it would last forever); and have done




202 BERTIE'M , S

nothing. I did not report myself to the preStdent until.
yesterday, and so he ignored my presence T am told

that they have a. similar custom ‘on hoard our men-o’ .

war. A midshipman, for 1nstance, asks leave to go
ashore. - On his return, as he reaches the,gangway, he

touches his cap to the officer of the deck, and when he

gets near enough, touches his cap a second time, and
says, “T’ve returned on board, sir.” I suppose it is all
right. . -

¢ As ] said before, I have done literally nothmg I
‘made an effort to read a chapter in metaphysics; but it
was of no use, My thoughts would wander away to
Bertie ; and so I am stalking-about thé balls, very much
as the shades of the unburied wanderer in the dominions
of Pluto. I’ve a proposition to make you. I gave up
my California scheme, you know, to please father and
yoursel?—(* The devil you did!”” growled my uncle,)—
¢ and-nqw I think you owe me a concession. I must go
home. ‘1 am tired of playing schoolboy at college. I
will go to Edenton and read law with our friend J udge
M——. T can keep the Flirt there at the wharf, and
she will carry me home in an hour whenever I wish to
go.. My law studiés once completed, why, then I will
look into politics a little ; or else I will colonize at fa-

ther’s new plantation (how in the world came he to call .

it Bucklersbury ?) and settle into a take-the-world-easxly
country gentleman. So you may expect me within a
- week. I can accompany you. to Nag’s Head, unless
Cousin Kate decides to accompany. Dr. Jeflreys’ famlly
to the mountains.

“s My visit home: has. changed me every Way My
' energ:es have an object., T am no longer a boy. I

 awhile. -
' finishing what he has begun.
| not deceive me, he will. not- sit quietly down and leave
b his books to grow musty.”
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have something to live fot; and you shall see, my dear

aunt, that T am now in earnest. I am going to work.

The wild oats are all sown that will bear any harvest for
-« Your affectionate nephew, -

(X1 BQBr ’?J

«Now Kate, read us yours' * said my uncle, turmng

 his head ; but Kate had disappeared.’

“I suppose it must be so,” said he, aftet musmg
«Jt were better to stay for the principle of
However, if Bob does

A week had not passed before he came ; and after a

 long consultation, he annouriced his decision to clear up
¢ Bucklersbury and make it his home.
 his usual energy, he went at once with forty negroes into
the depths of the woods, and while he was clearing the
 rich soil, a contract was made with a nelghbormg plan-
 ter to cut a canal through the low grounds.
went bravely on. :

Accordingly, with

The work

Meanwhile, the weeks gllded -away until the colonel

began to think of Nag s Head. The schoolmaster had

recovered, and ‘was prospering beyond his hopes His
little school had been’ enlarged, and a publisher in Phila-
delphia had undertaken to publish his book. Of the
professor, we had heard nothmg for three or four weeks; -
and we only awaited his arrival to go o Nag s Head,
He came atlast, but much to our surprise, announced™
his intention to reniain at that place but a single week.

He hadengagements, he said, with a somewhat myste-
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rious air, that would compel him to return and that he

should then go home to Steventown.
It was nearly sunset of a fine evening about the mlddle
of July that we embarked for our summer retreat. Capt,
- Gasket had just given his pet, the good schooner Sarah
Porter, a new set of sails and a coat of paint, and was
manifestly flattered by our. genulne start of surprise at
the improvement in her appearance. Dr. Jeffreys had

decided to accompany us, as had also.Madam Haynes |
“and her family, and what with farniture, liv e-stock, and

passengers, the little schooner had a motley and some-

what cumbersome deck-load. The squire, accompanied '
by his hdy and chlldren, stood on the shore and waved
his good-by. A light air from the west struck our sails, | bonnet off the jib and reef our courses.
and as we passed Gravestone Point and approached the §
‘broad Chowan, it freshened to a fine whole-sail ‘breeze, 1§
remember feelmg, as the trim schooner heeled to star-§ _ |
board with the wind from the open river, a sailar-like § from Old Joe; the mate, and ‘the feeling of -the tiller, as

regret for the months I had idled away on shore. 1§

bared my brow to the breeze, and was on the point of
- promising myself to be at sea ere the moon waned, when
there éame from the weather-quarter (I was standlng by
the larboard bumpkm) the notes of

“ Shades of evening, close not o'er us,
Leave our lonely bark awhile,”

1 recogmzed the voice of my Cousin Kate, accom-
panied by those of Helen J effreys, the schoolmaster, and

his sisters, in a second,

I went aft, and for a while my
sea prqect was_ forgotten. :

The reader’s expenence may explam for him beter}
than any words of #niné the fact that I had not yet
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breathed to Helen a single word: of the ﬁaﬁure of my
feelings towards her. - Indeed, for.the last’few weeks I
had but seldom seen hef,.and never alone. - Since the
recovery of the schoolmaster. I had almost invariably
found them together. Her manner, as well as his own,
had become somewhat distant, and it  was in merely

- mechanieal obedience to the impulse of the moment that. '

I'went aft and joined the ladies in their song.

-The " breeze freshened. . There wWas no-moon; bat
there was not a cloud to bé seen, and the heavens were
glistening with a wilderness of stars.  The muddy Albe-
marle was one broad sheet of foam, dnd before we-
passed the Perquimans we were obliged to take the
The ladies, with
the -exception of ‘my. Aunt Corny, still kept the deck.
The schoolmaster went early. below ; the professor was
forward; in the agonies of sea-sickness. -I took the helm

the littl schooner -bounded op, awoke all. my. old "Tove
for the sea. T became somewhat excited. . The lands-‘ |
marn can conceive no better idea’of the’ feeling than by
remembering his own when mounted upon a young,'
lithe, mettlesome horse, -

~“This reminds you of old times, I': suppose, sald Dr.
Jeflreys, He was standing, as he spoke, near the open
cabin-door, where the Iight from the cabin-Inmp partially
exposed his: fine features, as \well as those of- Helen, ‘who
was hanging on his arm.. . T
% Yes; and as.I have uﬂed away the° swmmer thus far,
it is-time that T were aﬂoat again. '
ekt gea?t e e -

8 ’ o
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¢ Certainly ; whleré else? 1 hope to be on the deck |

of wy ship ere I am a week older.”

. I looked at Helen as T uttered. the last words;
cannof well explain, - She had apparently a des:gn either
of fathoming the mysteries of the mariner’s compass and
binnaele-lamp, or of inventing some improvement in one
or the other, for I did not see her face for spme minutes.
When at last she did look up, she stepped hastily to. the
weather-side - of the ‘bench beneath . the traveler, and
seated herself by my Cousm Kate. -
both went below. :

“ What’s in the wind now, Gregory P asked my uncle.
“ Nothing, sir, save that I wish to be at wor R

- “At work?" And is there not sea room enaugh at |

Bucklersbury for yourself and Bob ?”

¢ Abundance ; but you know my father preferred ano- |
ther kind of furrows and I confess that I have ac- §

quired-something of the same taste.’

“ Since when ?”’ asked the doctor, dry]y My uncle
‘The only audible words were, as §

went growling below.
he reached the foot of the ladder,  Never knew when he
was well off; Just like Brother John for all the world!”
The doctor soon followed. The professer crept aft, and
with a despairing look at the boiling foam thfough which

the schooner was ploughing her way, spoke never a word, |

but crawled weanly to his berth. I staid some houars on
deck, remaining at the helm until near mldnlght ‘when
the wmd suddenly lulled. Not caring to steer in a calm,
I calied Old Joe to relieve me. The captain had gone

below for a nap, and we -were alone-on deck. The sea :
was running high, and there being but little wind to |
she rolled and pitched in a style that

- steady the vessel,

-

vsﬁyI

.then his post was no- sinecure.

A few moments later k
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set everything that was not-lashed into dire commotion.”
The booms swung and squeaked, the sails swayed to
and fro with a fierce slaf that set the blocks and run-
nipg-rigging into a deafening clatter. Old Joe was glad
to get-a tiller-rope for his support at the helm, and even
Meanwhile, from the
depths of the cabin and hold (there were fifteen servants
in the latter) came the notes of woe. The sounds were
unmistakeable. My Aunt Corny had companionship in
her sea-sickness. In Iud_icrousr\éon_trast to the feminine
outery for -lights, a and ‘peppermint and brandy, rolled
forth to upper air the growling bass of Professor Matters,
in a beart-speaking groan. .

“(0-h-h-h! A-h-h-! O Lord! is the boat a goin’
tew sink? ‘Oh! doctor! Colone! Smallwoodl Oh—hah'
Mr. Seaweafcher‘ Joe!” -

“Sah!”.

¢ Is it -blowin’ much "

¢Ya-a-s, maussa,” replied Joe, in obedxence to a
hint from me ; *an Irish hatricane.” i

“ Kin I go up stairs?”’ .

“Better not come on deck maussa.
by dis time,”

«“ Q! Oh—h-h—h‘ E—be-—NE—zer' how sick I am’"

The wind sprung up at length, and, becoming sleepy,
I wrapped my cloak around me and betook'myself toa.
nap under the lee of the house. :

We anchored at sunrise off. Nags Head In three

Mos’ mawnin’

days we were domesticated. The professor was. shown

the lions; Roanoke Island, the Fresh Ponds, and the
Inlet were visited in succession, and people laughed,
during the professor’s visit, ¢ who never laughed before.”
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‘On the last day of -his visit (it was but a week), he
delivered a -free lecture on hydrology at the hetel, bade
us a hasty adieu, and took the packet for Bertie. We
heard nothing of him.for some days. - Time passed in
the- usual round of amusements, and we were beginning
to- wonder what could have become of him. A package
of letters was brought us one evening from the- packet
(there is-no post-office- at Nag's Head), in which there
wete either letters or-papers for nearly every member of
the family. I was reading one from an, old shlpmate,
when Kate suddenly exclaimed-—

“ See here ! ¢ Married, on the 25th inst., at. , by, the
Rev. Mr. Phxlllps, Professor F, Matters fo Mrs Julia
Biossom 2 :

“I trust that the prnfes&or 8 Lonsmentlous scruples
are now at rest,” said my uncle, dryly ; and he resumed
the readmg of his letters. -

“ Did you ever?” said my Aunt Corny, dropplng her
kmttmg-work “who would have thought 11:P Well,
there’s' no accountmg for tastes,”

The evening passed. - Weeks: passed away, and Sep-
tember was on the wane, We began to talk of going
home. It was but a day or two before we left Nag’s
Head, that I mounted a horse to accompany Kate and
Helen 1o the ‘beach. - : o

The latter was mounted -on a horse borrowaed for the
~ occasion; and I expressed some ungasiness at the-arrange-
ment. A gay laugh from both the ladies was my reward,
and .we,_galloped away.' The sun was but -a little way
- above the herizon, the air . was cool and bracing, and the
ladies were in excellent spirité. I had but.a day or two
before received a_favorable reply to my application: for
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a ship, and my laugh was as- hearty and frequent as

-their own, As we galloped along the beach, we saw not

far distant a group of children at play, seated upon the
sand, The.roar of the breakers p,re\vented their hearing
our approach until we were very near them; when,
startled by the footfalls.of our horses, a little girl sprang
with.a shriek to her feet. Her bonnet fell off, and was
blown. beneath the feet of the horse on which Helen was.
mounted. He reared and epranfr forward, and his rider
fell. It happened that she was nearest to the breakers.
The beach fell somewhat abruptly. = As I leaped from
my horse to go to her assistance, she rose, and, un-
conscious in her terror what she did, walked two or three
steps directly towards the breakers, when a huge swell
broke over her and carried her into the surf, It was but
the work of a moment 1o plunge after her. I caught her
arm, and as we were carried toward the shore, I gol foot-

| “ing on'the sand ; and, lifting her in my arms, her weight

saved us from being carried back. = Before another wave

“could reach us, I had borne her beyond its-reach. My
cousin Kate had had sufficient presence of mind to gal-

lop homewards for assistance ; the children, too, had fled,”

“and as I laid the apparently lifeless form of the fair girl

upon the beach, we were alone. Knowing that assistance
would arrive before I could reach the house, I still sup-
ported her head; watching in an agony of terror for the
approach ‘of "some one, and conjuring her to speak.

Presently a low sigh reached my ear, andzfth;s was
succeeded by a long-dra\\n respiration. Her eyes met

L

mine. _
¢ God bless you! 1 exclaimed she faintly., I pressed

my lips to her forehead. An answering lopk met mine,

18*
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I knew that I ‘was beIOVed by her whom 1 had lov ed for
many a year. S s

- Assistance came, and we were soon at home. ‘Ere
‘the week had passed, we were. at home .in Bertie ; and
need I say that Messrs. Bell & Brothers were in danger
of being obliged to dispense with my services as master
of the good ship Argo, then ﬁttlng far a voyage to the
Levant"‘ K : s

it ot D AL A i At AR
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"CHAPTER XX,

' THE OVERSEER. -

. For the want of a betther, faith ! you can take ine!’
Oc‘.hcme‘ Widow Machree!"’
_Rory O’Monz.

AND glad were we 4ll to get home, The week pre-
ceding our departure had brought such a-sad series of
leave-takings, that the spirits of the whole household had
been depressed. We left Nag’s Head a little before suns
set on a beautiful day, late in September. As we sailed
onward towards.home,. there was some little effort to
make the evening pass pleasantly. There was some
chat of the friends we had left, and of home, Old Joe
was called. upon to sing; and he accordingly gave .us .
«The Parliament of England.” * The ladies, too, steuck

the air of more than one of the songs we had been ac-

customed to smg . The. night was beauuful The sound
was glistening in the moonlight ; but, in spite. of every
effort, we were all somewhat sad. The ladies retired, and
the gentlenien followed their example. The schoolmaster
was the last to leave the deck, and I remember being
awaked by his cough as he came below. I awoke on
the fo]lowmg morning at two o’clock.

" «]s that the Chowan?’’ I asked of the man at. the'

helim, o E
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“ Dat’s de Chowan.”’ . -
“ And that is the light-boat at the mouth of the Ro-
anoke ?”’ : '

“Yes, maussa.” . 7

““Then we are within an hour’s sail of home ?”’

"¢ Yes, maussa.”? . ) o

We were not long in reaching the little creek, - It was

‘perhaps three o’clock when we let .go our anchor, Dr,

Jeflreys-was aroused by the rattling of the cable. He |
came on deck, and, springing into the boat with me, we

made our way to the landing at Underwood. After a
three hours’ sleep at the house, we returned to the
“schooner fot our party ; and at nine o’clock we were all
“gathered round the hospitable board at his home.

There was but one thing to mar the “pleasure of our
return, ‘and that was the illness of the schoolmaster.
From the very-day of our arrival he grew worse, and we
again began to despair of his recovery. Yet he rallied
occasionally, and there -were - yet, .we thought, some
grounds for hope. r R ‘

On the first mail-day after our return, there came,
among other letters, one for Mr. Barney O’Brien. = Besides

. his, there came cards from - Mr, and Mrs. Matters, invit- -

ing us to attend a party to be given at- their residence

a week from that day. I have omitted to say that an .

Irish overseer-on a southern plantation is the greatest of
rarities. I do not/believe that I have met ten Irishmen
in both Carolina and Virginia. Barney O’Brien was a

cabin-boy on board the ship in which my father was’

wrecked. He was afterwards- taken into the employ-

- mentof my uncle, and became his overseer, His story |

‘was that he had run away from home for the sake of be-
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" coming a sailoﬁ. . "My uncle had induced him to write to

his friends..  He did so; and-such was the. glc)wing
account that he gave of life in. Bertie, that he had long.
been hoping for the happiness of seeing his mother and
brothers, to say nothing of one Miss Nora- Mahoney, a
fortieth cousin, ’slill_r"emembered as the fairest of all the
bright-eyed girfs.of“‘ swate Ennis.” AR
- Barney was summoned to'the house after tea; and my
Aunt Corny, being deputized fo decipher the epistle, read
as-follows i— [T o
- , <« Exnts, March 20th, 1849.
«To Mr. Barney O’Brien, Esq., overseer in Bertie,
State of North Carolina, United States of America:
¢ Dar BaRNEY :—Don’t be in the laste hurry in life to
get this same, as peradventure.we.-won’t send'it at all, at
laste not for the present, as we're in quandary about
goin’ till Ameriky. - Father Brady thinks that we'd be
safe to be shipwracked on the Coast of—wPhiladell?hy,'I
think he . calls it, or some of the States. -Paraties is
chape, 100, and maybe we won't go. Yen don’t know
Father Brady. Father Brannan’s dead this day three

| years, and Father Brady is with us since. - Judy Finni-

gan is married. Nora Mahoney’s - mother’s dead, arfd
Nora wouldn’t require a dale of persuadin’ to go till
Ameriky wid me. * Good by, dear Barney.

¢ Your-affectionate mother,
| «BIDDY O’BRIEN.

P, 8.—I've fold Rory Finnigan, who's wri'tip’ this, to
say that we’ll come ; and, of course, ye'll ‘meet us at
Noifolk, as yé tould us in the letther. Make yerselfaisy
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She’s.goin’ wid me. We'll go on board
She’s bound till Norfolk

about Nora.
the Thaseus, I'm thinkin’.
about thé first of Septimber.

“P S.—We've come, honey, and brought the letther
ourselves. . Ye'll find us at Margaret Doolan’s ; - and
. any one in Norfolk will tell ye where that is. S

. Of course, Barney was the happiest.of men. He
 could scarcely contain himself for excess of joy. While
in the house he succeeded tolerably well; but, as he
~ shut the gate in leaving the yard, he threw his hat high
in air, and went through divers evolutions, which, so far
a8 I have observed, were eminently national. The Sarah
Porter being bound to Norfolk with a load of staves,

Barney embarked. the next morning. - The colonel had
filled his cup of mundane felicity to the brim by offering
him a substantial house rent free, and assuring him that
his mother and Nora should be as welcome as the
flowers in May.

© It may have been ten days ]ater that my unc]e had
invited his neighbors to spend the day with him. The
professor .and his lady, whose party we had duly at-
- tended, were summoned; and they arrived in. high fea-
ther. 'The tables groaned that day beneath a genuine
old-fashioned Carolina ‘dinner,
dessert ; and it was agreed before we left the table that
the \\hole party should meet again at Cypress Shore at
Christmas. The guests had not been gone half an hour
when Barney arrived.  With genuine Irish impetuosity,

he had carried the heart of Nora by storm ; and the |

.brtght eyed girl blashed to ‘Ther temples when, after mak-
ing us acquainted with his mother, he exclaimed—

We sat long over the
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¢ An’ this is. me own Nora Mahoney.”

“The new-comers were soon at home. The little cot-.

| tage was furnished with a liberality characteristic of the

colonel ; while Kate-and my Aunt Corny, whose hearts
Nora seemed to have won at sight, were never weary of
devising some riew. comfort or luxury for her home. Bar-
ney called me very mysteriously aside a few days before
Christmas for ¢ a bit av discoorse.”

¢« What is it, Barney 271 asked. ]" -

“ Is Misther Bob. gmn ‘to be married "

“Yes.” ‘

¢ At Christmas, is it L

“ Hardly ; a year from Chustmas, perhaps

“ Maybe you’ll be thinkin’ o’ that same ?**

“ Perhaps I may, Barney.”

¢ An’ I’m tould that the lefhnant—:s—————-

“Yes.”

“To Miss Haynes, maybep ’

¢ Precisely.”

¢ Qchone ! ‘1 \\onder if T'Il ever be married 7

% Why not! won 't Nora take plty on youP ?

«She has,””

s« Well, then, why not wait a year, and e marued at

b

Christmas ?”’
“I will. Would the colonel .consint ot
“Of .course, Barney
“It’s a dale o’ time to be waltm
¢ Then marry at Christmas.”

“No; thin I'd be takin’ the lade o’ me betthers Is
the ould man, Misther Matthers I mane, is he- married ?
11 Yes 3y

“To the widdy is it ?”.
{
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“Yes.” - -
“ Maybe she won’t ]ade him a lfu;n'nplpep ’
“How?” - : :

C BERTIE:

Here Barney weit through divers pantommnc evolu- ;
tions not very flattéring to the reputation’ of the ' “person |

‘alluded to with regard to sweetness of temper. . . _

¢ But the children are well-behaved.”

“Are they?”’ rephed Barney 3 ¢I'm thmkm he’ll
w1sh hlmself buried 1n wan av his own cisthins befare

this day twel’montti, -Bad cess to the w1ddys' Oc-

hone! A year, isit?”

"And so saying, Barney took his departure.
‘me, a few.days afterward, that Nora was. deaf to all
" entreaties to be married sooner than a year from Christ-
. Ias.

wornen were mlghty mgh alqual to the mddgs' ’

He told |

‘He concluded a somewhat labored tirade against
the sex by.avowing his deliberate opinion that the young §
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CHAPTER XXI.
. CHRISTMAS.

“« The bleak wind whistles, Snow.showers, far and near,

Drift without echo to the whitening ground.
L I * . - ,* *

.0 Iaughmg]y
My little brothers: ronnd the warm hearth crowd ;
The home-fire blazes broad, and bright, and high,
And the roofrings with voices light and lond.”

Mgs. Nortox—The Child of Earth.

““Is this ’ere house hannted 3"’ asked the prgfess‘o‘r, as
he met me on Christmas mo“rning.

¢ T hope not.” ,

«“« Wal, I hope so tew. I was pretty well tuckered
aout last night after so long a ride, an’ so I s’posed I
sh'u’d git a good night’s rest, but, Lord bless ye! sech
noises I never heerd!”

¢ Perhaps it was the ¢ John Kooner" K

«The John what?”. .~ -~ . .

“] will explain.. The negroes have a custom here of
dressmg one of their number at Christmas in as many -
rags as he can well carry. He wears a mask, too, and
sometimes a stuffed coon-skin above it, so-arranged as
to-give him the appearance of being some seven.or eight
feet high. He goes through a variety of pranks, which

you will have an opportumty to see by and by, and he is

f
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' accompamed by a crowd of negroes, who make all the
noise and music for his worship the John Kooner.”

% 'Wal, what’s all this ’ere ﬁrm and. shutin’ we heerd |

" ’beout daylight ?”

"¢« A part of the .celebration of Chnstmas ; as essential |
to the ceremonies- as the hangmg up  of s’cocklngs by the j

little folk.”’. :

The family were soon astir.
mas gift! Wish you merry Chnstmas"’ shouted Molly,
as she camé to theé door.

-The morning was beautlful The air was “ frosty,
but kindly.” ‘A huge ‘fire was blazing in the patlor,
and an enormous bowl of egg-nogg was already in pre-
paration, . The negroes were lounging about in. holiday

attire, awaiting the customary Chiristmas dram. This §

was duly given them by little Molly, who distributed the

whisky with the air of a queen. ‘The colonel came
into the piazza rubbmg his hands, and caight her in his
arms in a genuine dofing hug.” -

Breakfast was anhounced, and we had bare]y left the
table when a Joud shout betokened the arrival of the hero |

of the Christmas frolic. We hastened to the door. = As
the negroes approached, one of the number was singing
a quaint song, the only words of which that I could dis-
tmgulsh were those belongmg to.the chorus,

“ Blow dat hornau in

~One of them carried: a rude deal box,. over Whlch a
dried sheep-gkin had been drawn and nailed, and on §

- thzs, as if his salvation depended on it, the mar was
thumping with- ear-splitting din. Beside him was an-

other, who kept p a fierce rattle of castanets ; another

«¢ Christmias gift' Christ- -

.speak with the professor.
always allowed ; and, ‘whenever an old acquaintance -
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beat a jaw-bone of some horse depaited this life; and

still another had a clevis, which he beat with an iron

bolt, thereby making a véry tolerable substitute for a-
triangle: The chief mummer, ar John Kooner, kept ub,
irf the meantime, all conceivable distortions of body and
limbs, while his followegs pretended “to, prosoke his ire
by thrusting sticks between his legs. . One of the p'u'ty
seemed to officiate as bear-leader, to’ direct the motions
of the unknown chief mummer. - They approached the
piazza, knelt on the- ground, and continued to sing, one
of them improvising the words while the rest sang in

chorus,

- %! dear manssa b
0! dear missus!
Wish ye merry Chustmas i

.The expected dram was given them. A. few pieces of

silver were* thrown from the piazza,-and they left us,
singing a rmsterly song, the chorus of whlch wag:

“ By on de row "

‘As they departed, old Peter Law came to the steps to

"It was a ptivilege he was

came, he never failed to claim it.

«Why, Peter! why in.natur don’t yaou jine ’em
asked the. professor as he shookfhands Wlth him, -

“0, I sees de vanity of it, maussa.’”’ ,
L “D'm ’fraid yaou’re a httle mlte phaﬂsalcal Bin’t ye,
Peter " :

13 sah 272

“Yaou kind o’ think. 3ourself better n them other
mggers, don’t ye ?” - :

372
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¢ hope I is, maussa.”
“You preach sometimes, don’t ye?” o
2T tries, maussa,”’ o

~ “Wal, they is nothin’ like tryin’, Peter
yaou propose to spend the day ‘

Haow du

“Miss Kate gwme to read- some hymes to me.”

« Wa! Is pose it’ s all nght Peter
forye.”?
“ Tlank. ye, ‘maussa, £ - S .
“1’m thinkin’ that old Peter’s voice would help them
‘ere fellers amazm’ly - Wonder ef we cou]dn’t per-
suade him to jine ’ern?”’ : ,
« Never in the world,” rephed the colonel. * They
are getting too pious to sing the old plantation songs.”
“ Wal, so the doctor was tellin” me. He's a bit of
~a wag, I guess. Anyhow, he told me ’at he had a hus-
kin’ a few days 2go, and ‘aiter tryin’ a long time tew
glt e tew sing, he glve ’em sotne sperits.”
‘peared to think it wasp't no harm tew sing a hymn
and so he struck up the-tune of

Here’s a quartef

N

¢ Llfe is the time 0 serve the Lord ) '
and the rest of the niggers sung
‘Hoozy‘ 0, John Hoozy!’ Ty

for a chorus, . Yaou needn’t Iook 80 hard ‘at me, Mrs,
Matters. It s a faot; trues the ’Postles. However,
let’s goin.  I'm rayther partial to a fire.” .

The guestg ‘were soon with us.. Mr. Snowden, the
young clergymap, the jolly squire, Dr Jeﬁ'reys, Madam
Haynes, and U’m}Le Bald), with their families, were all
present. The schoolmaster had been' gaining du'rmg the

"Oneof ’em

the guests remamed
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few warm dehghtful days before Christmas ; and it was
thought that the ride and.the visit might be of service to
him. Before noon the wind hauled to the northeast, and
the ground was soon white with snow. It fell rapldly,
and the wind sent it whirling against the window-panes,

giving us a keen senseof the comforts of the genuine

Christmas fires that blazed and roared in three of the
principal rooms of my uncle’s mansion. The professor
seemed devoted to the charming.woman whom he had
so recently led to the altar, and whose contagious mer-
riment was the life of the party. . Bob and Kate were
chatting in low tones in one coiner of the ordinary. sit-
ting-room ; perhaps about the improvements at,Buck-
lersbury—who knows? . Mr. Snowden,  Lieutenant
Buckthorn, the Misses Haynes, and Madam Jeffreys
formed -another group; Madam Buckthorn, my Aunt

(.'C_orny,‘ Madam Butterton, with the .colonel and the
squire formed a third; while in another room.were

Madam Haynes, Helen Jeﬁ'reys, the SLhoolmaster, Uncle.

~ Baldy, the professor and kis “Tady; and mysel{, Mean-

while, Molly and her guests ‘were sklppmg merrily from
room to room..
The. table was laden at length with its unwonted

‘burden ; and ample justice was done my uncle s cheer,

as well’ as to the house®ifery of my Aunt Corny and the
housekeeper. It was sunset when coﬁ‘ee was handed
round; and the storm was still raging s0 violently as to
forbid all thoughts of Jeaving the house~ Ac.ﬁordmgly,
Kate was hdnded to the piano,
and the little flock were-treated to'2 ance. . What with
music, dancing, chat, and frohc, it ds- mldmght ére we

retired. .. The next day we were out on a fox-hunt, To

19%

-
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" my sarprise, the professor called for Broomstraw, and

. ‘my astonishment was complete when I saw him mount

‘with the air of a practiced rider. L
%You have Iearned to rlde, it seems,” 1 remarked,

- as we rode away. . SR : .

. “Wal, yes; but it was Iong afore I ever mounted th:s
horse. Yaou look: surpﬂsed Did yaou never obsarve,”
continued he, speaklng in a low tone, ¢ that most folks
like a man that it’ll dew to laff.at?” -

“ Then you rode so awkwardly on purpose >
¢ Of course I did.”” '
€@ Why P
% Dew-yaou think these ere folks "ud hev employed
me in the cistun line, ef. T 'hadn’t gin 'em- a chance to
laugh at me P *
¢ Perhaps not.” .~ ., A

- “I'm sartin they wou]dn t.. Dew yew remember

meetin® mé to Norfolk?”. .~ . B
“I certainly do.” . 4
“I was sure you would, Yaou expected to glt away

from me.’ : ‘ :

“1 confess it.”

A

“Iknew it all. Inguired all "beout ye. Knew Yaou -

‘had lately arriv-to New York as first officer.of the ship
Argo. Hearn yaou was a great favorite with the owrrers.
Foend aout ‘at yaou hed a rich uncle down here to Ber-
tie.. P’raps yaou remember haow powerful I'was frxght-
. ened on-the Betty Warren ‘

“Yes L2

“ Wal, I’ ve: been four v yages tew sea;. tvuce round

the Hom.”
I laughed.
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“Mebby you hain’ t forgotten the Pennsylvany [
£ No.” .
¢Nor the Dlsmai Swamp Canawl 1 Nor a good mght s

rest to Edentown ? Nor an upset near, Merry Hill ?”

“ No. LI ) .
- ¢ Wal, I'm an older man than )aou Permit -me to

" obsarve that, to git- along well in- this world, it’s neces-

sary tew know an amazin’ ‘sight ’beout. humain- natur.
I'd no notion o™ comin’ from Steventown away down here
for wool, and then goin’ hum sheared‘”'

‘¢ You are candid.” '
%1 al’ays Was Come, let s spur up They're gittin’
the start-on us.’

We met with little suecess that day ; antl it was agreed
that, on the morrow, we should go fo Salmon Creek on

a fishing éxcursion.~ We went accordingly ; and by ten

o’clock were floating slowly with the current. . We were -

‘in three boats; and it so happened that the professor was

in the smallest of them and alone.
"« What kind o fish dew ye ketch here®” he asked
‘of ' Uncle Baldy. ' . ‘
“Perch mostly ; but there s some sheep s-heads 80
big that- you'd think your hook was fast in a snag.
There's a right smart chance of "em. a little lower down.

You’ 11 have to pu]l }our very hardest to raise one of
- them.”

%0, never,yaou fear. I’ve ketched }oung whales
afore now with a-hook and line. See ef T den’t raise
him ef he bites.”” -

T felt sure that Uncle Baldy had’ ]axd a tr':p for. the

professor; ‘and after his very candid confession of his
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tactics on the day before, I.must own that I rejoiced in
the prospect of more sport than the most successful day’s
~ fishing'could have afforded me. I had notlong to wait,
We had drifted:to a bend, of the river where the bottom
was covered with logs.. The professor’s hook caught in

one of them ; and fancying that he was about to show
us with what facility a sheep’s-héad even could be drawn |

from the water by a veteran angler, he gave a ‘pull upon
the line that would have. gone far towards raising. the
wreck of the Lexingto'h_. The line parted, the boat

heeled to port, and the professor turned a somerset— -

which would. have immortalized him in the ring—inio
the river. A shout of laughter greeted bim as he rose
above the surface, and climbed into the boat (he had pre-

tended, the reader will remember, that -he was not a

‘sw1mmer), and- this was succeeded by a roar, as he
’angrlly exclaimed—- -
“Human natur ! Ebe-ne-zer' H—‘-—l!v EfI ever
get into a boat ag’ N’ : .
‘The remainder of the sentence was lost in. the suc-
ceeding peals of laughter. We went home without' a
fish, and there recounted the day’s adventure to the
ladies. I found letters awaiting me. Qne of them was
from Messrs, Bell & Brothers, and was as follows :—

« New YORK, Dec 20th, 1849

¢ CaAPT. GREGORY SEAWORTHY : -

“ Dear Sir:—We were glad to learn from your last
letter that, you had pretty nearly concluded to take
charge of the Argo. ‘May we flatter ourselves that the
proffer of one of -our best ships will enable you to decide

.

~in'our favor? She will be ready in ten days.-

presence anywhere.
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, oL
.Waiting
your reply, we are,
A Respectfully, your ob’t servts,
«“J. BELL & BROTHERS.*~

The day-had been sunny and pleasant. - As-the sun
was setting, I walked towards the end of the plazya, and
meehanically took the letter from my pocket to give it a
second reading. -There was' a vine running along the
balustrade and above it; and so intent was I upon-the
subject of the letter that T had'approached nearly to the

|- balustrade at the end of the piazza, when I Was tartled

by a voicé at my elbow. -
“ It must be an important letter, that, . to absorb all |

your attention.. It appears. that. you could not even

detect the presence of a lady.”

“Pardon .me, Miss Jefireys. I could déteet y‘our
“Would that I could always. detect
it s0 near me!” N

' Helen looked very intently at the balustrade

¢ Will you read the-letter?”

¢ Certainly, if you wish.”? )

She read it and retuined it to me.

¢ Shall I go?”’ I asked.

- % Your own judgment——" :
- ¢¢Nay, Miss Helen; may I not ask your opinion ?
Shall I go ?” :

13 Yes 2”3 .

¢ And may I hope that there is one here who cares
for my success " ’ : "

. % Most certam]y Al] your—-— , .
“ Al my friends, you would say. But will you care

-
<.

-
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for it? Dear Helen! I love you' May I hope while T |

am away ?”’

- There was alow “ Yes’’ in reply, when our conference
was abruptly broken off by the nasal tones of the profes-
sor, -as, With creakmg boots, he approached us, and said,

“ Wal, ma’am, I believe I must bid' you good night.
'Beout time we was tu hun. . \
all ginned aout yit; and Mrs. Matters is gittin’ opeasy
’beout-the children. Friend Seaweather, good mght

*¢ Giood by, rather, professor. ,

“Why, yaou ain’t goin tu sea ,ag’iti ?”

I‘Yes bh -

«“Wal, good luck tew ye. TI've spent some happy
* times with ye, and yaou ve Iamt me a good deal. &

«The obligatien is mutual. I hope to find you a
citizen of Bertie when-I return.” : '

“““When's that "’

“A year hence. W111 you spend the hohdays with

‘us?”
 “WilT go tu bed ? Of course I will.”

¢TIt is so understood, then. Good by.”

“.Good by tew ye!” -

Mrs. Matters now appeared at the door. The camage
was in readiness. The colonel handed her into it, and,
after a renewal -of leave-takmgs, the professor and his
Jady drove ‘away. The rémaining gvests passed the

night with us, and on the fqllowmg morning they too

parted.

Haint got all the cotton
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CHAPTER XXII,

AFFLICTION.

% There is no flock, however watched and tended
' But one dear lamb is thers;

There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended,
But hath one vacant ehair, .
L . s »
And though, at times, impetuous with emotion,
And anguish long suppressed, '
The swelling heatt heaves, moaning llke the ocean,
‘Fhat cannot be at rest, :

-~ We willbe patient, and assnage the feeling
We cannot whaolly stay.”
Loxareirow.

Dame Romor is immortal. Her shrine is visited by
all scholars, The llght upon her altars has never yet
grown dim, The heathen deities, however, have been*
so disrobed in these practical days, that, although a man
may review hls mythologzcal readings in ¢ the still air of
studies,”” in the privacy of a bachelor den, it lS some-
whit ventureqome to betray the fact, even in a book
There’is no reverence in these' latter days.” The .gods
are travestied ; goddesses slandered ; divinities flouted.
Woods aré samp]y woods; and water is merefy—water i
with never a divinity to divorce its idea from power-'.

'Iooms and grlst mills. A church is a meetmg _house‘, as .
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:
well adapted to the- purposes of a boardmg -school exhi- §
‘bition, a lecture on mesmerism, or a town meetmg, as 4

the -town hall itself. Old things take new names, and

_Antiquity would not know himself in a modern looking-
glass. As a case in point:
suppose, among -all the names that things take on,”
has been given in Bertie to classic Dame Rumor?
Would she know- herself, think you, under the filthy
 sobriquet of “Niggers’ News?”

And, speaking of the practical “ideas of the age, the
‘reader may happen to .remember that the Hudson and
Champlain Canal crosses the Hudson River.

youth was crossing it; not a hundred years ago, as a pas-
“senger in a canal-scow, in "the undimmed smile of a full §

moon. With a thought of Venice and her gondolas,
perhaps of Portia and Jessica, he ventured to say to the

unpoetical man at the helm, defensively posted in the §

entrenchments of a monkey-jacket and sou 'wester, that
the Hudson was a beautiful river.

“ Wal, y-a-as j they’s some o’ the finest mill- seats on
it of any crick in York State.”

There came a report the next morning that the school
master was very ill. We knew very well how such
news travels among the negroes in‘advance even of the
‘telegraph itself, and the. ramor caused but, Tittle uneasi-
ness. It was decided, however, that we
the carriage and call at the cottage to -asc rtaln the
truth of the report.
Corny, and myself, seated . ourselves in the’ carrlage,
about ten o'clock that morning, for the drive,. On the

" way, we met Dr. Jefireys; who was just returning_from

“the cottage ; and who, in answer to our questions, gave

Accordingly, the colonel my Aun‘c'

, What name does my reader 1

A poetic i

i most as well not come.

l,d order -

 him.

- £
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8 shake of the head which did not bode meH for his pa-
tient. In a.few minutes we were at his bedside,
“Eh? what's the matter, friend Haynes ?"" said my
uncle, with an attempt at cheerfulness, |
% 0, consumption, I suppose!” said the schoolmaster,
' g}oomll_y ~¢“The last chapter of a worthless volume.”
¢ Fudge! cheer up, man.
hunting in a week,”, :
The invalid smiled famﬂy, as if knowmg a'xd appre-
ciating the colonel's motive in attempting to encourage
We spent some hours with him, and it was late
when we returned home. T returned to the coltage at
nightfall, and passed the night with him.  He rallied
towards morning, and conversed with me.
¢ Has my book come ?”’ he asked
“ Not yet.”” |
“It should be here. My publisher promised me that
it should go into the hands of the printer as soon .aé he
should receive the MS Is not to-morrow mail-day 27
“Yes,” | '

We'll ha;’e you out a fok- :

“ Well, then, it w;ll come to-morrow. It mlght al-

Do you remember how Johnson,
toiled? I like Carlyle for calling him. ‘the largest soul
in: all England.” Think of him living on fourpence
h1lfpenny‘, 4 day! Think of him at the door of that
le of a man in high life, Lord Chesterfield.

n fa cyhow he must have looked and felt, for I have-

’knpwl"l somethlng of that same patronage myself. T can

understand the feelings with which he went from- the -
lordhng’s dodr and sought his comfortless lodgmgs.
:Don’t you honor hun for ‘his prlde In his penury he
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toiled ﬁ, the cdmp]etlon of his book ; ; -and, to erown all :

he syrote those words which have wakened @ kindred
throb in the breast of many a despalrmg scholar, ‘I
deliver it to the world 1.9 :

Here he was interrupted by a fit of coughing.

¢« Don’t talk any more, Henry,”” said his mother.

i Well, T won't say much more—* I deliver it te the

world,” said he, ¢ with the "spirit of a man-~who has

endeavored well, * * #* . % In this work, when it

shall be found that much is omitted, let it not be for-
gotten that much also is performed; and though no book
was ever spared out of tenderness.to the author, and the
world is little solicitous to know whence proceeded the
faults which it condemns, yet it may gratify curiosity to
inform it that-the English-Dictionary was writien' with
little assistance of the learned, and without any patron-

age of the great; not in the soft obscurities of retirement,
nor under the shade of academic bowers, but amid m-
convenience and distraction; in sickness and in SOFTOW. >
And you remember those closing words : ¢ I have pro-
tracted my work until most of those whom T wished to
please have sunk into the grave ; and saccess and mls-
carriage are empty sounds. ‘
«You are looking at the futire nloomlly
-« Not gloomily, but truly.”

« At any rafe, let us talk of this to-morrow. You §

need rest.”?
««Yes, that is the werd forit. I do need rest. I have

battled unequally, and I have lost the day. I'have: ‘not
elways been understood, and ‘when 1 have, Po\erty has
“so fastened her iron clutch upon me that 'my soul has

-

. §ir, is our hope.
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fretted its energles away at the bars of its cage Yes, I
shall find resf, 'That’s a great consolatton, isnt it 37
“Yes.”
“By the by, how are thmgs gomg on in Congress?
‘Stormy times, are they ?”
- “TIam afraid so.” :
¢« Well, we must look to the Senate. The Senate,

Any man can be at the helm in .the

 clear, sunny day, and in the open sea; but when the

storm gathers, when weather-beaten cheeks grow pale,
when sail after sail has been furled or torn in shreds
from the bolt-ropes, and the face of Old Ocean grows
pale in his wrath, there must be a man, sir, at_the helm
—a man on the quarter-deck—not one whose knees are
knocking together, and whose teeth are chattering with

'terror, but one in whose calm eye the ship’s company
“may look and feel that all that can be done will be done.

Pshaw, sir! they talk msanely, both the North and the
South.”?

Talking in this way at intervals, he at length fell into
a sort of coma, which contiiued for many hours. He

' then awoke, but sunk -rapidly until it was apparent that

he could survive but a few hours. I can never forget
the scene. The mother came into the sick-room and
sat wearily down, burying her face in her hands, . Her ‘
daughters came in a few minutes afterward, in time to
hear the expiring sigh. ~ They looked up in maute surprise
at the doctor as the head fell partially over’ u‘pon the
pillow, as if they could not believe it possible that he
«was dead, and-then, comprehending the sad reality, they
sent to the mother, kneeled at her feet, and mlngled
- heir sobs with hers. b
Three days afterward we followed the hl‘eless remains
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to the grave. A hymn was sung, a prayer was. oﬁ'ered
the clods 'rattled upon the coffin, and the poor scholar
was gone from us forever.

" 1 have hurried over these details, good rea;ler, for they
are the record of the darkest hours of my long visit in
Bertie. As if in mockery of his hopes, his book came
from the ‘publishér’s the very day after his funeral.. It
was a melancholy satisfaction to us to read the pages
- which he had written while yet vigorous and apmbitious’
-~ .of worldly honor. ‘Tt was as if he, being dead, yet spake
unto us, and as we heard .the last chapter read by Dr,

Jeffreys, his lady asked
¢« Was it not Keats who said ‘My name is wrlt in

water?’”’ .

It was the last evening of my so;ourn in Bertle We
had left the table and gathered in a group around the

fire.
“So you are determmed to ]eave us?” said my

uncle. . .
¢ Yes; I have surely paid you a long visit.”

¢ Visit? visit?” replied he, somewhat testily ; « v\hy
don’t you-stay here ? Live here?””

“T will when Ireturn

¢ But why not now? why not now? D—n it all!
I’m more than half-vexed with you, Gregory Is.a
plant.mog beneath your acceptance ! P

By 10 means, I—" ~
- ¢ Perhaps old Bertie hasn’t any eyes bright enough to
keep you. We are in the habit here in the country of
thmkmg Miss Jeﬁ'reys rather a fine young woman ; but

‘ it°seems that
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“ Uncle John!” -

“ Pardon me ; but you do act so strangely What
are you going to sea for ¥

“ To earn me a home,”

“ Well, is not my home wide enough for you? - Must
you desert me in. my old age? Is there anything that
will keep you ?’

“Uncle Jobn! J— :

“ Don’t uncle me any-more! If you @ will go, why I
suppose we must submit to- it. I rather like -you, after
all, for your resolution to go ong¢ voyage on the weather-
side of the quarter-deck. I supposeI shall see you in
the morning ?”’ - .

“No; I shall leave before. daybreak »

“ We]l then, good-by, my boy! You’ll be here to
spend the next Christmas hohdays P o

“Yes.”

«“God bless you' I—- .

Here my uncle coughed, and went growhng out of
the room. My Aunt” Corny, Kate, and Molly gathered
round me, and when they had lingétingly bade me good-
by, Bob followed me to my chamber, wrung my hand-in
both his own, and, without uttering a word, left me.
Grief‘came in and lay down silently upon'the. rug. Old
Ponto looked - wistfully at me as I lay down upon the
bed without undressing ; and, with feelings of lonelmess
and depression which I have no words to d@ﬂéﬁbe,
burled my face with the pillows and wept.

. PIIES ' . NI
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CHAPTER XXIII.
" THE DEPARTURE.

“ Sandaled“fo‘r jouméying "-WiLris.

Nrm “ There must be conclusmns ——K Hnmnr v,

It was three o’clock on the follomng mormng when
Grief came to my bedside.

¢ Maussa Greg'ry! Maussa Greg'ry !”’ said he, as he.
" laid his hand upon my shoulder.

«Eh? what is it, Grief?”

¢« Time you was gwine, maussa.’

“ Ay, ay!” I answered mechamcally, and I sprang
from the bed: I was soon in readiness.. I walked
softly down stairs, looked earnestly.around upon the
familiar objects in the hall, and was about to open tho
outer door, when my Aunt Corny came out of the par-
lor, and, seizing my hand in both her .own, burst into

- tears. s *

" #Good-by! God bless you"’ she murmnred ¢ Write
to us!’ and. she re-entered the parlor and closed the
door. I walked to the ‘shore of the sound. The Flirt
was lying snugly moored at the pier. - Grief was not
long in loosing and hoisting her sails. A light breeze
from the southwest swelled the canvas, and, with a

R hasty glance at the solltary light in the pa’rlor wmdow I
bade Cypress Shore farewell.
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“I was barely in time for the stage-coach at Eden-
fon; and in-ten minutes after. blddmg the faithful Grief
good by, I-was on my way, jogging clumsily on'in the
antiquated unwieldy coach. We were not -long in
reaching Hertford. As we drove with a coachman’s
Hflourish to the steps of the Eagle Hotel (let me com-
mend it fo everybody), I was somewhat startled by

hearing in familiar tones, ¢ Hello! ¢G: 8., Merry Hill,

Bertie, N. C.” Ef that ain’t my friend Seaweather, I'll -

hoe. Bet a shad on’t! Why, haow du yaou du?”

And he thrust his brawny hand far into the coach for

a greeting.

- #Driver! let down that’ere step, dew P
¢ Sartin, sir.”

by me.

“ Yes.”

“ Wal, I'm so glad. Yaou couldn’t ha’ suited me bet-
ter. Hello! here we go ag’in. I thought the stage was
goin’ tew stop here awhile. Good-by, Mark; my old friend
(the landlord) ; see ye ag’in when I come back, Al’ays
stop to the Eagle, ef I' die for’t. " Send everybody I-see
here, Mark. Good- by, old feller! Mark Hathaway,
live forever!” S

The hom blew for the last time.  Crack ‘went the
whip, and away we rattled from hospitable old Hertford
which town I. devoutly pray may be immortal.. - - '

“ This is an unexpected pleasure; Professor Matters,”

said 1, as we crossed ‘the bridge that spans the Perqul-

mans. A
“ Thought you’d got. red o’ me ag'in, éh P
“Not this _time, professor for, while I may as 5 well

-

““Goin’ tu Norfolk 2" asked he, as he seated hlmselff’

B

x
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be frank, and say that I would have done so, we are
friends now ;. and I assure you that.few things could
have given me 50 much pleasure as my meeting with
-you at Hertford. I have left Bertie' for some months.
.. % Wal, I wish I'had tew,” o '

“You ? and but just married ?*’-

" 4Yes,”

Feeling that this was a delicate matter, I forebore to
question the professor, and we rode a mile or two in

‘. BERTI-E:' .

silence.
¢ You’re goin’ - cap'n, 1 beheve ?”? said he, at length

“Yes.”

¢ Yaou don’t want a mate ?”’
¢« shall, certainly.”

“ « Haow'd I dew ?”’

“You forget; Mrs. Matters could not accompany

you.”

stance.”
¢ And the youngsters?”’ _
“0ld Hacky al’ays looks aout for his 0hxldern. T
“You puzzle me. Is not Madam Matters——
-« Madam Matters will dew pretty tol'ble wel] on’y for

them ’ere childern.”

“ Unraly 7? 7 -
¢ Dreadful! Worse’n Pharo’! Worse’n Sampson!

Worse’n Goliah! “Worse’n the Philistians!”

« You surprise me!” '

“It’s a melancholy fact. Sailors, you know, call a
sh:p hell afloat when the cap’n’s a bit of a Tartar; but,
sir, that "ere hiouse is hell statlonary ‘Never see the like

of it.”

«Wal, I calculate I could survive that 'ere- sarcum-
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“ But you surely won’t go to sea, and leave your
family 7 ) :

T do’ know what tu du.” . -
- “What to do? Why, of course go baek and be' '
master in your own house.” -

“Ah-h-h!” groaned the professor; ¢ that s eas;er
said’n done.”

“ True; but it can be done.”

“ Go hack and quilt ’em, . ‘would ye, like all natur ?”

*Yes, if necessary.” o

“« Wal, I b'lieve I w1Il HoweVer, I’ll visit hum for

a week or tew, an’ ef we can’t come to terms, why I’ll, .y

go-out ag’in, an’ go tu hydraulicin®.””

We dined at Elizabeth City, and proceeded on oir - P

way. As we approached Norfolk at a Jate hour, we. -

* were conversing about the incidents of our first meeting.

“ Well, professor,” said I, at length, « how do you
like the south ?”*

“Fust rate, Trew, I can’t xactly git used to itheir
way o talkin’. They say “tote’ for ‘carry;’ ‘a rlght
sinart. chance for ‘consid’ble;” *I reckin’ for ¢I
guess;’ an’ I’ve hearn a feller say dod dog it’ all’ for

~ suthin’ ¢was.””? -

“But you must remember that the New Eng]and peo-
ple have their provincialisms.” | :

"¢ Wal, I ’spose.they hev ; but. I never notlced em,”

“You are reconciled to s]avery, I suppose?”

“ Wal, y-a-a-s, pretty much. I found it so different
-from what I expected. - However, I don’t like it much,
arter. all ; though, ef the truth must be said, the mdder
and the plantahon, an’ the niggers, was rather hard argy-
ments to git over, But the fact s, the tarnal. cntters is

A
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s0 lazy, an’ slow, an’ wasteful an’ triflin’, as the3 call
ity at I blieve I'd rayther be w1thout em an’ w1th

‘e, S &
Our conversatlon ‘was. mterrupted by our arriv dl at our

hotel in Norfolk From that place to New York the; pro-
féssor was -my fellow-traveler. Under the impression
; that I should sailin a day or two, I took leave of him.
. My surprise may be imagined when, on the followmg
day, I saw a handbill, running as follows :—

GREAT ATTRACTION!
FREE LECTURE AT THE MUSEUM!

Professor Matters, who has just retarned from the South, will deliver,
this evemng, in-place of the nsual theatrical perf’ormance, a lectare on

'HYDROLOGY—A NEW SYSTEM!

Professor Matters w:ll also make some remarks on

THE SOUTH AND ITS lNSTITLTIONS

L

" and give his impressions of the South.

& FOR ONE EVENING ONLY!

1 would have given the world to have heard the lec-
ture but T was to-haul out that very evening, and there
was so much to be done that I was obliged to forego the
pleasare. My last errand on shore was to the post-office,
where T was so fortunate as to find letters from Bertie.

The first I opened was the following :—
¢ CYPRESS Suorg, Jon. bth, 1849

- # My DEAR Covsm :—In the name of all the gods,
why did you steal away ‘without bidding me good-by?

~ The old gentleman says it is JUSt like you;’ and both &

‘that mournful oceasion !
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MolI) and Kate say they will never forgwe you. ~Aunt -

Corny, it seems, was wakeful enough-to- shake hands

with you. * Yon can have no idea how mich we mlssed
you, *,Grief came back blubbering like a school:hoy.
Fonto. and- AIlce wandered .about all the mornlng,,as if
in search of you; and the day wore away g1oom y emugh
I never knew my good father so testy, even in"an* easf
wind ; and Aunt Corny's knitting has increased from its .

chromc character to the acute symptoms. I doubt if
| there is any way to stop her now, | '

“How I wish I could have seen you before you. went!.
Let me say in your ear that I would give the world to go
with you. The wedding is deferred (may the gods.con-.
found all meddlers!) until next Christmas, when, they .
say,.you’ll be here, and participate in the solemnities of -
By the by, did you ever
the farce ¢ The Happiest Day of n}]r;r Llfez wherelnl:e’::

R
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the solemnization of the- marriage, father, mother, rela- E

tions, and friends, bride and bridegroom, all blubber-i an -

choras?  Aunt Corny must have seen the pelformance,

for she is beginning already to sigh, and wonders what
_she will do when Kate is gone »’ -

“I wish I were with you. By the powers Ido! How’
shall I endure a year in the wilds of Bucklersbury ? The
time seems an efernity to me.  You, lucky dOg' will
walk the quarter-deck of your ship, be seeiig new
places in distant climes, and have. someﬂung to divert
your attention ; while the presence of Katé will be to me
a perennial aggravation! Why should we wait ? -

- “Ishall get wrathyif I say any more about that.
are well.  Dr. Jeffreys and Helen have just come. Wha*

We -




BER TIE:

- more can I say-?,.é.ave that'(jou' know it alreadyr:;fgr'that '

. matter) I am - , S
“ - % Truly and faithfully, yours always, .
i - . * “BOB
«P, S;:—The doctor and Helen have just gone. They
“both 'beggef_l to be remembered in the family greeting -
which I send you from all ; and (let me say in your ear)
~ a certain fair lady’s voice trembled as she bade me tell
" you be with us at Christmas, urider pain of perpgtual

Good-by.””
*

exile. |

* * * * *

The Srear is not yet past, yet I have been a fortnight
at home. The foregoing pages are the work of my lei-
sure hours.at sea. Would that you could have been
with me, my dear reader, as I lingered at Fayal and

_ Gibraltar, and ran along the most beautiful of seas—the
Mediterranean. I spoke the frigate C- on my way
home, and Lieutenant Buckthorn is,‘ou‘t of question, now
‘at Norfolk. The young clergyman is here, nominally,
though, in fact, he is domiciled at the cottage near Un-

derwood (they call it Sycamore Cottage) with Madam

Haynes and her dapghters. He is so frank asto say that
he finds bachelor quarters at the parsonage unendurable,
and the probability is that Miss Mary Haynes will soon
make an effort to enliven the place. Miss Laura is
observed to pay particular attention to the department of
Ship news in all the papers, and it is supposed that the
movements of the frigate C—— have a very particular
interest for her. . T
Barney has- avowed his opinion that the almanac-
makers are at fault, and that they have onitted the
‘ .

s r

- ¥ |
Christmas holidays. in this year’s calendar.” Nora feases
him mercilés.s;}y, :ia.nd?lg;—e-is leading a sad life of it, Bob
ha.? flone w&gﬂg;s at Bucklersbury, and talks about:
bmld_mg' and. rémoving there. He will sféy,. however. Ik
(or I'am no seer) at Cypress Shore, and Mrs, Kate S‘ni;ilvlj
wood wi'll do’ the 'honors, vice Aunt Corny resigﬁed

There will be four weddings on Christrr'xas'da;.ﬂ yés»'ﬁve.
for Barney insists that his own shall take pléi(’:e on,tha;
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- day or never! Nora will probably capitulate.

Tt F‘l‘acks ten days of Christmas. -The“ni’ght is beéutifu]' :
The new moon has long- since set, but the sky is lond-
!e§s; the stars are glittering in a sea of silvér‘,light that
is reflected from the unruffied surface of the Albemarle
The light-boat shows the friendly beacon at the mouth' '

| of the Roanoke ; the katydids are noisily chattering in the

| elms ; old Ponto Is asleep.on the rug, dreaming, if I ma

‘ judge by his motions, of a battle with some inc,loi:hitablz
coon. I can hear, from the kitchen, the notes of Grief’s

| violin’; and, if my ears do not deceive me, the stentorian

voice of old Peter Law at his evening devotions.

When I left the parlor, an hour ago, to retire to m
chamber, the colonel was laughing over the pages of Dry
Holmes’ poems. Bob and Kate were p‘retendiﬁg to-pla“-
at backgammon, but, in reality, chatting. My Aun{ |
Corny was knitting, and Molly was bothering, her with
endless questions about Christmas and.the Jobn Kooner.

And now, my dear reader, farewell. As Professor
Matters would say, perbaps we may meet ag%in ‘some-
w‘hagg. I see by the Norfolk Beacon newspaper that the
frigate C—— has arrived. The lieutenant will soon be
here then. Once more——Stay! what is this among
the ““ professional cards?” . ' ¢ T

21+ ’ |
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E? Hydrauhc ClStEl‘l’ls ocnslmcted on the shortest ridtice.
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Once fnore, fareweli AThﬁat, y6u, may be prosperous
aud bappy, - .

N “ Fill bairns’ bmrns shall kmdly cuddle
. Your auld gray haxrs,
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