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THE JEOPARDY OF LIFE
IS IMMENSELY INCREASED

WITHOUT SUCH A SIMPLE PRECAUTION AS

ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT

A Household Remedy for Preventing and

Curing by Natural Means b
All Funectional Der’ang‘emer_é‘
of the Liver, Temporary Comn-
gestion arising from Alcoholie
Beverages Errors in Diet, Eat-
ing or Drinking, Biliousness,
Sick Headache, Giddiness,
Oppression, or Feeling of Mel-
ancholy, Vomiting, Heartburn,
Sourness of the Stomach, Con-
stipation, Thirst, Sea-sickness,
Impure Blood, Itching, Nettle
Rash, or any over-acid state
of the Blood.

INDIGESTION, BILIOUSNESS, SICKNESS, &c.—‘1 have

. often thought of "writing to tell you what “ FRUIT SALT” has

done for me. I used to be a perfect martyr to Indigestion and
Biliousness. About six or seven years back my husband sug-
gested 1 should try * FRUIT SALT.” I did so, and the result has

een marvellous: I never-have the terrible pains and sickness
I used to have: I can eat almost anything now. Ialways keep
it in the house and recommend it to my friends, as it is such an
invaluable pick-me-up if you have a headache, or don't feel

just right.’
*Yours truly,— -— (August 8th, 1900).

The effect of Eno’s ‘Fruit Salt’ on any Disordered and
Feverish condition is Simply Marvellous. Itis in fact Nature’s
Own Remedy, and an Unsurpassed one.

CAUTION. —Examine the Bottle and Capstu® and see that they
are marked ENO'S "FRUIT SALT, otherwise you have a
WORTHLESS imitation. Prepared only by J. C. ENO Litd.,
‘FRUITSALT WORKS,LONDON,S.E.,by J.C. ENOSPATENT.
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- AT THE DOOR OF THE
> TENT.
LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,—The
- Show is about to commence. You
- could not well expect to go in with-
ot paying, but you may pay without
going in. I can say no fairer than

“that.
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ARTEMUS WARD.
¥is ook.

ONE OF MR. WARD'S BUSINESS LETTERS.

To the Editor of the

SIR—I'm movin along—slowly along—down tords your
place. I want you should rite me a letter, sayin how is the
show bizniss in your place. My show at present consists of
three meral Bares,a Kangaroo (a amoozin little Raskal—
t'would make you larf yerself to deth to see the little cuss
Jump up and squeal) wax figgers of G. Washington Gen.
Tayler John Bunyan Capt. Kidd and Dr. Webster in the act
of killin Dr. Parkman, besides several miscellanyus moral
wax statoots of celebrated piruts & murderers &c., ekalled
by few & exceld by none. Now Mr. Editor, scratch orf a
few lines sayin how is the show bizniss down to your place.
I shall hav my hanbills dun at your offiss. Depend upon it.
1 want you should git my hanbills up in flamin stile. Also
git up a tremenjus excitemunt in yr. paper ’bowt my on-
paraleld Show. We must fetch the public sumhow. We
must wurk on their feelins. Cum the moral on 'em strong.
I it's a tehprance commuity tell ‘em I sined the pledge

o




THE SHAKERS.

§ftcen minits arter Ise born, but on the contery ef your peple
take their tods, say Mister Ward is as Jenial a feller as we
ever met, full of conwiviality, & the life and sole of the
Soshul Bored. Take, don't you? If you say anythin abowt
myshnwsaymysnaiksisaahnmﬁss as the new born Babe.
What a interestin study it is to see & zewological animil like
a snaik under perfeck subjecshun! My kangarco is the

most larfable little cuss I ever saw. All for 15cents. I am
mxyu!mskewer)'ourinﬂoounoe. I repeet in regard to
them hanbills that I shall git ’em struck orf up to your
printin _office. My perlitercal sentiments agree with yourn
exackly. 1 know thay do, becawz I never saw a man whoos

A. WARD,
P.&-Ymmthmyback&lbsmu:hmm

THE SHAKERS.

THE Shakers is the strangest religious sex I evermet. I'd
bearn tell of 'em and Id seen’em, with their broad brim'd
- hats and long wastid coats ; but I'd never cum into immejit
- contack with 'em, and I'd sot 'em down as lackin intelleck,as
- P'd never seen ’em to my Show—leastways, if they cum they
~ was disgised in white peple’s close, so I didn’t know em.
But in the Spring of 18—, I got swampt in the exterior

of New York State, one dark and stormy night, when the

winds Blue

pityusly, and I was forced to tie up with the




THE SHAKERS.

I soon reached the place. I knockt at the door, which it was
opened unto me by a tall, slick-f# *d, solum lookin indi-
vidooal, who turn’d out to be a Elder. 2

“Mr. Shaker,” sed I, “you see before y>ua Babe in the
Woods, so to speak, and he axes shelter of yon.”

“Yay,” sed the Shaker, and he led the way into *laehoua, "
another Shaker bein sent to put my hosses and waggn, under
A solum female, lookin sumwhat like a last year's bean-
pole stuck into a long meal bag, cum in and axed me was 2
athurst and did I hunger? to which I urbanely anserd *a
few.” She went orf and I endeverd to open ammmshm
with the old man.

“Elder, I spect?” sed I.

“Yay,” he sed.

“ Helth's good, I reckon?®

"Yay.‘

“What's the wages of a Elder, when he understans his
bizness—or do you devote your sarvices gratooitus ?” :

S ¥y

“Stormy night, sir.”

“ Yay.”

“ If the storm continners there'll be a mess undufoot,hyl"

*Yay.” \ :

“It's onpleasant when there’s a mess underfoot ??
B % Yny® S

_ "Iflmybelohold,hnd sir, what's the price d’tha
' Hndofwuhtyuum,mdoodhmml'




THE SHAKERS.

~ He fampt up as if Bilin water had bin squirted into his
elrs_,gmned,mlledhiseyesuptordstbesealinandsed:
S % You're a man of sin 1” He then walkt out of the room.
= Jestthmthefemaleinthcmealbaglmckhﬂhedinto
~ the room and statid that refreshments awaited the weary
B

-

"uavis,andlsedifitwasvituesshememmewwymvla
mlgmble,andlfolleredherinmthenenmm
Itotduwntothetableandthefemaleinthem&ilbag
el pored out sum tea. She sed nothin, and for five minutes the
. only live thing in that room was a old wooden clock, which
" ticktin a subdood and bashful manner in the corner. This
' dethly stillness made me oneasy, and I determined to talk
1o the female or bust. So sez I, “ marrige is agin your rules

1 bleeve, marm ?”

“ . % Yay*

e “ The sexes liv strickly apart, I spect?”
0 “Yay*

“1¢s kinder singler,” sez I, puttin on my most sweetest
ook and speakin in a winnin voice, “that so fair a made as
~ thou mever got hitched to some likely feller.” [N.B.—She
" was upards of 40 and homely as a stump fence, but I thawt
Id tickil her.]

] don't like men 1” she sed, very short.
- “Wall, I dunno,” sez I, “ they're a rayther important part

of the populashun. 1 don't scacely see how we could git
“along without 'em.” 3
~ “Us poor wimin folks would git along  grate deal better
'?quawnn_ml' War-
 “Youll excoos me, marm, but I dont think that air would

S,



THE SHAKERS. 13

“ Here we're shot out from the sinful world. Hereall is
peas. Here we air brothers and sisters. We don’t marry
and consekently we hav no domestic difficulties. Husbans
don’t abooze their wives—wives don’t worrit their husbans.
There’s no children here to worrit us. Nothin to worrit us
here. No wicked matrimony here. .Would thow like to be =
a Shaker?”

“No,” sez I, “it ain’t my stile.”

I had now histed in as big a load of pervishuns as I could
carry comfortable, and, leanin back in my cheer, commenst
pickin my teeth with a fork. The female went out, leavin
me all alone with the clock. I hadn’t sot thar long before the
Elder poked his hed in at the door. “ You're a man of sin!”™
he sed, and groaned and went away.

Direckly thar cum in two young Shakeresses, as putty and
slick lookin gals as I ever met. It is troo they was drest in
meal bags like the old one I'd met previsly, and their shiny,
silky har was hid from sight by long white caps, sich as I
spose female Josts wear ; but their eyes sparkled like diminds,
their cheeks was like roses, and they was charmin enuff to
make a man throw stuns at his granmother, if they axed him
to. They commenst clearin away the dishes, castin shy .
glances at me all the time. I got excited. I forgot Betsy
Jane in my rapter, and sez I, “my pretty dears, how air
you ?”

“We air well,” they solumly sed.

“Whar's the old man?” sed I, in a soft voice. '

“ Of whom dost thow speak—Brother Uriah?”

“] mean the gay and festiv cuss who calls me a man of

_ sin. Shouldn’t wonder if his name was Uriah.”

“He has retired.” he

“Wall, my pretty dears,” sez I, “let’s hav sum fun. Let's
play pusseé®the corner. What say?” i




14 THE SHAKERS.

« Air you a Shaker, sir?” they axed.

“Wall, my pretty dears, I haven’t arrayed my proud form
in a long weskit yit, but if they was all like you perhaps I'd
jine 'em. As it is, I'm a Shaker pro-temporary.”

They was full of fun. I seed that at fust, only they was a i
leetle skeery. I tawt ’em Puss in the corner and sich like b
plase, and we had 2 nice time, keepin quiet of course so the : ]
old man shouldn’t hear, When we broke up, sez I, “my
pretty dears, ear I go you hav no objections, hav you, to a
innersent kiss at partin?” :
i “Yay,” thay sed, and I yay'd.
ches: I went up stairs to bed. I spose I'd bin snoozin half a
B hour when I was woke up by a noise at the door. I sot up
< in bed, leanin on my elbers and rubbin my eyes, and I saw
the follerin picter : The Elder stood in the doorway, with a
taller candle in his hand. He hadn’t no wearin appeerel on
except his night close, which fluttered in the breeze like a

|
4
=y

~ Seseshun flag. He sed, “You're a man of sin!” then __‘_"Iﬂ‘ff,
~ groaned and went away.
I went to sleep agin, and drempt of runnin orf with the g

pretty little Shakeresses, mounted on my Californy Bar. “Lalad
I thawt the Bar insisted on steerin strate for my dooryard o
in Baldinsville and that Betsy Jane cum out and giv us a
-;mmepshunwithapailﬁﬂloinﬂinwater. I was woke
- up arly by the Elder. He sed refreshments was reddy for
me down stairs. Then sayin I was a man of sin, he went
groanin away. ix
As 1 was goin threw the entry to the room where the
‘night before, and what d'ye spose they was up to?




THE' SHAKERS.

* You must excoos Brother Uriah,” sed the female ; *he’s
subjeck to fits and hain’t got no command over hisself when
he’s into 'em.”

“ Sartinly,” sez I, “I've bin took that way myself fre-
quent.”

“You're a man of sin !” sed the Elder. : :

Arter breakfust my little Shaker frends cum in agin to
clear away the dishes. p o

“ My pretty dears,” sed I, “shall we yay agini®

“ Nay,” they sed, and I nay’d.

The Shakers axed me to go to their meetin, as they was

to hav sarvices that mornin, so I put on a clean biled rag

and went. The meetin house was as neat as a pin. The
floor was white as chalk and smooth as glass. The Shakers
was all on hand, in clean weskits and meal bags, ranged
on the floor like milingtery companies, the mails on one
side of the room and the females on tother. They com-
menst clappin their hands and singin and dancin. They
danced kinder slow at fust, bntasthzygotwarmadup
they shaved it down very brisk, I tell you Elder Urah,
in particler, exhlberledanghtsmmchanceofspryneum
his legs, considerin his time of life, and as he cum a dubble
- shufile near where I sot, I rewarded him with a approvin
- smile and sed : “ Hunky boy ! Gon,mygﬁya.ndfutb
~cuss{”
~ “You're a man of sin !” he sed, continnerin his shuffie.
~ The Sperret, as they called it, then moved a short fat
Shaker to say a few remarks. He sed they was Shakers and

ﬂ-mekal. Theymthepureumdsdechutpeph.m it




THE SHAKERS.

The Shakers then danced and sung agin, and arter they
was threw, one of ’em axed me what I thawt of it.

o Sez I, “ What duz it siggerfy ?”

5 “What?” sez he.

£ “Why this jumpin up and singin? This long weskit
: bizniss, and this anty-matrimony idee? My frends, you air
neat and tidy. Your lands is flowin with milk and honey.

Your brooms is fine, and your apple sass is honest.

o When 2 man buys a kag of apple sass of you he don’t
s =

i find a grate many shavins under a few layers of sass—a

B little Game I'm sorry to say sum of my New Englan

E ancesters used to practiss. Your garding seeds is fine, and

- if 1 should sow ’em on the rock of Gibralter probly I should
raise a good mess of garding sass. You air quiet and don’t
distarb nobody. For all this I givs you credit But your
religion is small pertaters, I must say. You mope away
your lives here in single retchidness, and as you air all by
yourselves nothing ever conflicks with your pecooler idees,
- except when Human Nater busts out among you, as I
~ understan she sumtimes do. [I giv Uriah a sly wink
here, which made the old feller squirm like a speared Eel.]
You wear long weskits and long faces, and lead a gloomy
life indeed. No children’s prattle is ever hearn around
mha._rthsmm—mairinadrearyfog all the time,
you treat the jolly sunshine of life as tho’ it was a
drivia it from your doors by them weskits, and
bags, and pecooler noshuns of yourn, The gals

 On, 3ir syin to place their heds agin weskits

You, sum of which air as slick pieces of caliker as -

TERTRET

i




HIGH-HANDED OUTRAGE AT UTICA. 17

nothin of Meanwhile said warld continners to resolve
round on her own axeltree onct in every 24 hours, subject to
the Constitution of the United States, and is a very plesant
place of residence. It's a unnatral, onreasonable and dismal
life your'e leadin here. So it strikes me. My Shaker frends,
I now bid you a welcome adeo. You hav treated me ex-
ceedin well. Thank you kindly, one and all.”

“ A base exhibiter of depraved monkeys and onprincipled
wax works !” sed Uriah.

“ Hello, Uriah,” sez I, “I’d most forgot you. Wall, look
out for them fits of yourn, and don’t catch cold and die in
the flour of your youth and beauty.”

And I resoomed my jerney.

IN the Faul of 1856, I showed my show in Utiky, a trooly
grate sitty in the State of New York.

The people gave me a cordyal recepshun. The press was
loud in her prases.

1 day as I was givin a descripshun of my Beests and
Snaiks in my usual flowry stile what was my skorn & disgust
to see a big burly feller walk up to the cage containin my
wax figgers of the Lord’s Last Supper, and cease Judas
Iscarrot by the feet and drag him out on the ground. He
then commenced fur to pound him as hard as he cood.

! “ What under the son are you abowt?” cried L.

~ Sez he, “What did you bring this pussylanerinus cuss
here for?” & he hit the wax figger another tremenjis blow
~ on the hed.

HIGH-HANDED OUTRAGE AT UTICA. g
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18 CELEBRRATION AT BALDINSVILILE.

Sez he, “ That's all very well fur you to say, bat I tell you, -
old man, that Judas Iscarrot can’t show hisself in Utiky with
impunerty by a darn site !” with which observashun he kaved
in Judassis hed. The young man belonged to 1 of the first
famerlies in Utiky. I sood him, and the Joory brawt ina
verdick of Arson in the 3rd degree.

CELEBRATION AT BALDINSVILLE IN HONOR
OF THE ATLANTIC CABLE.

Baldinsville, Injianny, Sep the onct, 18&58.—I was sum-
mund home from Cinsinnaty quite suddin bya lettur from the
Supervizers of Baldinsville, sayin as how grate things was
on the Tappis in that air town in refferunse to sellebratin the
compleshun of the Sub-Mershine Tellergraph & axkin me to
be Pressunt. Lockin up my Kangeroo and wax wurks in a
sekure stile 1 took my departer for Baldinsville—* my own,
my nativ lan,” which I gut intwo at early kandle litin on the
follerin night & just as the sellerbrashun and illumernashun
Ware commensin. :

Baldinsville was trooly in a blaze of glory. Near can I
forgit the surblime specktical which met my gase as I alited
from the Staige with my umbreiler and verlise. The Tarvern
was lit up with taller kandles all over & a grate bon fi
was bumnin in frunt thareof A Transpirancy was.
onto the sine post with the follerin words—* Giv us.
or Deth.” Old Tompkinsis :




CELEBRATION AT BALDINSVILLE. 19

grandjure.”  Simpkinsis shoe shop was all ablase with
kandles and lantuns. A American Eagle was painted onto
a flag in a winder—also these wurds, viz—“The Consti-
tooshun must be Presarved” The Skool house was lited
up in grate stile and the winders was filld with mottoes
amung which I notised the follerin—* Trooth smashed
to erth shall rize agin—YOU CAN'T STOP HER.” “The
Boy stood on the Burnin Deck whense awl but him had
Fled” *Prokrastinashun is the theaf of Time” “Be
virtoous & you will be Happy.” “ Intemperunse has cawsed
a heap of trubble—shun the Bole,” an the follerin sentimunt
written by the skool master, who graduated at Hudson
Kollige. “Baldinsville sends greetin to Her Magisty the
Queen, & hopes all hard feelins which has heretofore previs
bin felt between the Supervizers of Baldinsville and the
British Parlimunt, if such there has been, may now be
" forever wiped frum our Escutchuns. Baldinsville this night
rejoises over the gerlorious event which sementz 2 grate
nashuns onto one anuther by means of a elecktric wire
under the roarin billers of the Nasty Deep. QUOSQUE
 TANTRUM, A BUTTER, CATERLINY, PATENT NOSTRUM 3

crackers. meousqnimmssdfwasdzmdupinsplju :
‘clothes and stood on his door-step, pintin his sword
5’3ﬂumlytoamﬂunﬂggwhichmsuspmdidmmp

Squu'e Smith’s house was lited up regardlis of ra 2N
His little sun William Henry stood upon the roof firin orf



20 CELEBRATION AT BALDINSVILLE,

s & nothin shorter. N. Boneparte Smith, the ‘Squire’s oldest 3
5 sun, drest hisself up as Venus the God of Wars and red 2
S the Decleration of Inderpendunse from the left chambir 48
. winder. The ’Squire’s wife didn't jine in the festiverties.

She said it was the tarnulest nonsense she ever seed. Sex
she to the 'Squire, “ Cum into the house and go to bed you
old fool, you. Tomorrer you'll be goin round half-ded with
the rumertism & won’t gin us a minit’s peace till you get
well” Sez the 'Squire “Betsy, you little appresiate the
importance of the event which I this night commemerate.”
Sez she, “ Commemerate a cat’s tail—cum into the house
this instant, you pesky old critter.,” “ Betsy,” sez the *Squire,
wavin his sword, “ retire.” This made her just as mad as
she could stick. She retired, but cum out agin putty quick
G with a panfull of Bilin hot water which she throwed all over
: the *Squire, and Surs, you wood have split your sides larfin
- to see the old man jump up and holler & run into the
house. Except this unpropishus circumstance all went as
: merry as a carriage bell, as Lord Byrun sez. Doctor
- Hutchinsis offiss was likewise lited up and a Transpirancy
s on which was painted the Queen in the act of drinkin sum
B of “Hutchinsis invigorater,” was stuck into one of the
Fea Ly winders. The Baldinsville Bugle of Liberty noospaper
= oﬁsswasalsoﬂ]ummnted,&thefollu'inmottoushmk
e out—“The Press is the Arkermejian leaver which moves
% the world” “Vote Early.” *“Buckle on your Armu',‘
“Now is the time to Subscribe” “ Franklin, Morse &
Field”  “Terms $1,50 a year —liberal reducshuns to
clubs.” In short the villige of Baldinsville was in a perfect
fewroar. I never seed so many peple thar befour in my
born days. Ile not attemp to describe the seens of ¢
grate night. Wurds wood fale me ef I shood try to
¥ ehall stop here a few periods and. enjoy e

-



AMONG THE SPIRITS.

dig the tates,” as our skool master obsarves, in the buzzum
of my famerly, & shall then resume the show bisnis, which
Ive bin into twenty-two (22) yeres and six (6) months.

AMONG THE SPIRITS.

~+ My naburs is mourn harf crazy on the new fangled idear
o about Sperrcts. Sperretooul Sircles is held nitely & 4 or §
long hared fellers has settled here and gone into the sperret
biznis excloosively. A atemt was made to get Mrs. A. Ward
to embark into the Sperret biznis but the atemt faled. 1 of
the long hared fellers told her she was a ethereal creeter &
wood make a sweet mejium, whareupon she attact him with i
a mop handle & drove him out of the house. 1 will hear e
obsarve that Mrs. Ward is a invalerble womun—the partner
of my goys & the shairer of my sorrers. In my absunse
she watchis my interests & things with a Eagle Eye & when
I return she welcums me in afectionate stile. Trooly it ig oo
with us as it was with Mr. & Mrs. INGOMER in the Play, to R+

whit—
g soles with but a single thawt

2 harts which beet as 1,

here cums the benited man "—* here cums the
| unbeleever” —“here cums the skoffer at



movin on to a Gole. Summenhadb:gge.rmtelleckstha:r =
other men had and thay wood git to she Gole the soonerest.
Sum men was beests & wood never git into the Gole at
all. He sed the Erth was materiel but man was immaterial,
and hens man was different from the Erth. The Erth,
continnered the speaker, resolves round on its own axeltree
onct in 24 hours, but as man haint gut no axeltree he cant
resolve. He sed the ethereal essunce of the koordinate =
branchis of superhuman natur becum mettymorfussed as
man progrest in harmonial coexistunce & 'emoﬁlly anty
humanized theirselves and turned into reglar s
[This was versifferusly applauded by the cumpany, mdas
make it a pint to get along as pleasant as posmble, Is
out “bully for you, old boy.”]

The cumpany then drew round the table and tbe Si
kommenst to go it. Thay axed me if thare was anybpdy-
the Sperret land which I wood like to convarse with, I
if Bill Tompkins, who was onct my partner in the
biznis, was sober, I should like to convarse with him a
periods.

“Is the Sperret of William Tomplnm present ?” aed
the long hared chaps, and there was three knox on ﬂlﬁ

Sez I, “ William, how goze it, Old Sweetness?®

“Pretty ruff, old hoss,” he replide,

That was a pleasant way we had of nddmn u&
when he was in the flesh.

“ Air you in the show bizniz, William,” sed !,

He sed he was. He sed he & John Bunyan
with a side show in connection with ere,
Co’s Circus.  He sed old Bun (meanin Mr,
up the animils & ground the organ '];1103
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Occashunally Mr. Bunyan sung a comic song. The Circus
was doin middlin well. Bill Shakspeer had made a grate
hit with old Bob Ridley, and Ben Jonson was delitin the
3 peple with his trooly grate ax of hossmanship without sadduy
or bridal. Thay was rehersin Dixey’s Land & expected it 4
would knock the peple. 1
Sez I, “ William, my luyly frend, can you pay me that 13 £
dollars you owe me?” He said no with one of the most
tremenjis knox I ever experiunsed.
The Sircle sed he had gone. “Air you gone, William?2*
I axed. “Rayther,” he replide, and I knowd it was no use
to pursoo the subjeck furder.
I then called fur my farther.
“ How’s things, daddy ?”
“Middlin, my son, middlin.”
“ Ain’t you proud of your orfurn boy?*
# Scacely.” %
% Why not, my parient?” v
“ Becawz you have gone to writin for the noospapers, my
son. Bimeby you'll lose all your character for trooth and
verrasserty. When I helpt you into the show biznis I told
you to dignerfy that there profeshun.  Litteratoor is low.
He also statid that he was. doin middlin well in the

i goin on 23 years. 3
=i of the United States which sez in effeck that
" may think just as he darn pleazes, & them is my
1o a hare. You dowtlis beleeve this




ON THE WING.

his hare grow all over his fase & commensis spungin his :
livin out of other peple. He eats all the dickshunaries he
can find & goze round chock full of big words, scarein
the wimmin folks & little children & destroyin the piece of
mind of evry famerlee he enters. He don’t do nobody no
good & is a cuss to society & a pirit on honest peple’s corn
beef barrils. Admittin all you say abowt the doctrin to be
E troo, I must say the reglar perfessional Sperrit rappers—
I them as makes a biznis on it—air abowt the most ornery
g set of cusses I ever enkountered in my life” So sayin I
put on my surtoot and went home.

Respectably Yures,
ARTEMUS WARD.

ON THE WING.

Gents of the Editoral Corpse;— e
SINCE I last rit you I've met with immense success a

showin my show in varis places, particly at Detroit. I put
up at Mr. Russel’s tavern, a very good tavern too, but I am
sorry to inform you that the clerks tried to cum a Gouge
Game on me. I brandished my new sixteen dollar huntin-
cased watch round considerable, & as I was drest in my
store clothes & had a lot of sweet-scented wagon-grease on
my hair, I am free to confess that I thought I lookt putty
gay. Itnever once struck me that I lookt green. But
stepsacle&&ammhadn’tlh&tterputmy '
in the Safe. “Sir,” sez 1, “that watch cost sixteen d
Yes Sir every dollar of it | Youun'tcumith
_ 'huyl Not at all, Sir” I know'd what a.a; ‘




ON THE WING.

as tho he lockt it up in the safe, then he would set the
house a fire and pretend as tho the watch was destroyed
with the other property ! But he caught a Tomarter when
he got hold of me. From Detroit I go West'ard hoe. On
the cars was a he-lookin female, with a green-cotton um-
breller in one hand and a handful of Reform tracks in the
other. She sed every woman should have a Spear. Them
as didn’t demand their Spears, didn’t know what was geod
for them. “What is my Spear?” she axed, addressin the
people in the cars. “Is it to stay at home & darn stockins
& be the ser-/ave of a domineerin man? Or is it my Spear
to vote & speak & show myself the ekal of man? Is there
a sister in these keers that has her proper Spear?” Sayin
which the eccentric female whirled her umbreller round
several times, & finally jabbed me in the weskit with it.

‘I hav no objecshuns to your goin into the Spear bizness,”
sez I, “but you'll please remember I ain’t a pickeriL Don't
Spear me agin, if you please.” She sot down.

At Ann Arbor, bein seized with a sudden faintness, I

called for a drop of suthin to drink. As I was stirrin the

beverage up, a pale-faced man in gold spectacles laid his
band upon my shoulder, & sed, “ Look not upon the wine
when it is red 1”

Sez I, “ this ain’t wine. This is Old Rye.”

“ It stingeth like a Adder and biteth like a Sarpent]” sed
the man.

“] guess not,” sed I, “ when you put sugar into it. That's
the way I allers takes mine.”

“ Have you sons grown up, Sir ?” the man axed.

“Wall,” I replide, as I put myself outside my beverage,
“my son Artemus junior is goin on 18.”
& “Am’tyoua&nid:fmmthismmphuhhh’l
\mwnbadoﬂi'
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“He's cum to a waxed end already. Hec's learnin the
shoe makin bizness,” I replide. “1 guess we can both on
us git along without your assistance, Sir,” 1 obsarved, as
he was about to open his mouth agin.

“This is a cold world,” sed the man,

“That's so. But you'll get into a warmer one by and
by if you don't mind your own bizness better.” I was a
little riled at the feller, because I never take anythin only
when I'm onwell I arterwards learned he was a temper-
ance lecturer, and if he can injuce men to stop settin their
inards on fire with the frightful licker which is retailed
round the country, I shall hartily rejoice. Better give men
Prusick Assid to onct, than to pizen ’em to deth by
dezrees. S

At Albion I met with overwhelmin success. The cele-
brated Albion Female Semenary is located here, & there
air over 300 young ladies in the Institushun, pretty enough
to eat without scasonin or sass, The young ladies was
very kind to me, volunteerin to pin my handbills onwthe :
backs of their dresses. It was a surblime site to see over
300 young ladies goin round with a advertisement ofA.
Ward’s onparaleld show, conspickusly posted onto their

They’vegot;l’amdcupthuwayandrefoosetow-
 Western money. It never was worth much, and when
~western men, who know what it is, refooze to take
mnmeynmaboutameothuﬁnlhmpt '




THE OCITOROON.

THE OCTOROON.

IT is with no ordernary feelins of Shagrin & indignashun
that I rite you these here lines. Sum of the hiest and most
purest feelins whitch actooate the humin hart has bin trampt
onto. The Amerycan flag has bin outrajed. Ive bin nussin
a Adder in my Boozum. The fax in the kase is these here :
A few weeks ago I left Baldinsville to go to N. Y. fur to
git out my flamin yeller hanbills fur the Summer kampane, &
as I was peroosin a roospaper on the kars a middel aged
man in speckterkuls kum & sot down beside onto me. He
was drest in black close & was appeerently as fine a man as
ever was.
~ “A fine day Sir,” he did unto me strateway say.
 Middlin,” sez I, not wishin to kommit myself, tho he
peered to be as fine a man as there was in the wurld—Itisa
middlin fine day Square,” I obsarved. ;
Sez he, “How fares the Ship of Sh.te in yure regine of
country ?” Y
~ SezI,“We don't have no ships in our State—the kanawl
is our best holt.” R
~ He pawsed a minit and then sed, “Air yu aware, Sir,
.fﬂ:lattheh'lsis is with us?” =%
~ “No,"” says I, getting up and lookin under the seet,“wllm
she?” N
3 fll‘l hear—it’s evr.ryulmms, hesul
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THE OCTOROON.

projuce it to onct or suffer the konsequences. Several ine
dividoouls snickered rite out, while a putty little damsell rite
behind me in a pinc gown made the observashun, “ He, he.”
“Sit down, my fren,” sed the man in black close, “yu
miskomprehend me. I meen that the perlittercal ellermunts
are orecast with black klouds, 4boden a friteful storm.” ]
“Wall,” replide I, “in regard to perlittercal ellerfunts I
don’t know as how but what they is as good as enny other
kind of ellerfunts. But I maik bold to say thay is alla
ornery set & unpleasant to hav round. They air powerful
hevy eaters & take up a right smart chans of room, & besides
thay air as ugly and revenjeful as a Cusscaroarus Injun, with
13 inches of corn whisky in his stummick” The man in
black close seemed to be as fine a man as ever was in the
world. He smilt & sed praps I was rite, tho it was eller-
munts instid of ellerfunts that he was alludin to, & axed me
what was my prinserpuls ? .
“1I haint gut enny,” sed I—“not a prinserpul. Ime in the
show bimis.” The man in black close, I will hear obang
seemed to be as fine a man as ever was in the world. 4
“But,” sez he, “ you hav feelins into you? You simpathize
with the misfortunit, the loly & the hart-sick, don’t ymli“ 3
He bust into teers and axed me ef I saw that yung ladyh! v
the seet out ymdm,pmhntoasshckaloohngalulw o
seed. E
Sed I, “2 be shure I see her—is she mutch sick?” Tht
mnmbhckdnsemappmuyuﬁneamum
was in the world ennywhares. ]
“Draw closter to me,” sed the man Illbhckcloae'. “

mmmmmmmg :
e
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“ Frum her arliest infuncy,” sed he.

“Wall, whot upon arth duz shee doo it fur?” I inquired.

“She kan't help it,” sed the man in black close. “It'sthe
brand of Kane.”

“'Wall, she’d better stop drinkin Kane’s brandy,” I replide,

“1 sed the brand of Kane was upon her—not brandy, my
fren. Yure very obtoose.”

I was konsiderbul riled at this. Sez I, “My gentle Sir
Ime a nonresistanter as a ginral thing, & don’t want to git 4
up no rows with nobuddy, but I kin nevertheles kave in ';T_s

2 enny man’s hed that calls me a obtoos,” with whitch remarks
- I kommenst fur to pull orf my extry garmints. “ Cum on,”
. sez I—“Time | hear’s the Beniki Boy fur ye!” & I darnced
round like a poppit. He riz up in his seet & axed my pardin
pe..- —sed it was all a mistake—that I was a good man, etsettery,

L, & sow 4th, & we fixt it all up pleasant. I must say the man
. in black close seamed to be as fine a man as ever lived in the
~ wurd. He sed a Octoroon was the 8th of a negrow. He
~ likewise statid that the female he was travelin with was for-
murly a slave in Mississippy ; that she’d purchist her freedim
@& now wantid to purchiss the freedim of her poor old muther,
~ who (the man in black close obsarved) was between 87 years
- of age & had to do all the cookin & washin for 25 hired men,
~ whitch it was rapidly breakin down her konstitushun. He
~ sed he knowed the minit he gazed onto my klassic & bene- 3
- verlunt fase that I'd donate librully & axed me to go over &
~ see her, which I accordinly did. I sot down beside her and
sed “ yure Sarvant, Marm! How do yer git along ?”

~ She bust in 2 teers & said, “0 Sur,I'msomlnd——-l’mt

poor unfortunit Octoroon.”
- '\“Sn!km. Ymn&umhonthm()cto,lhhg&" 2t
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Nubier with Berage trimmins onto it, while her Ise and kurls
was enufl to make a man jump into a mill pond without
biddin his relashuns good by. I pittid the Octoroon from
the inmost recusses of my hart & hawled out 5o dollars ker
slap, & told her to buy her old muther as soon as posserbul.
Sez she “kine sir mutch thanks” She then lade her hed =
over onto my showlder & sed I was “old rats” I was
astonished to heer this obsarvation, which I knowd was
never used in refined society & I perlitely but emfanerdy
shovd her hed away.

Sez I * Marm, I'm trooly sirprized.”

Sez she “git out. Yure the nicist old man Ive seen yit.
Give us anuther 50!” Had a seleck assortment of the most
tremenjious thunderbolts descended down onto me I couldn’
have bin more takin aback. I jumpt up, but she ceased my
coat tales & in a wild voise cride, “ No, Ile never desart you
—Ilet us fli together to a furrin shoor ! i

Sez I, “not mutch we wont,” and I madenpowufuleﬁon-
to get awa from her. “Thlsspladeout,'l sed,
she jerkt me back into the seet. Leggomycoat,m
scandaluss female,” I roared, when she set up the
unarthly yellin and hollerin you ever heerd. The b:
& the gentlemunly konducter rusht to the spot,&l
think I ever experiunsed sich a rump's in the hull co
of my natral dase. The man in black close nld:tnpw

- & sed “ How dair yu insult my neece, you horey |
bone? You base exhibbiter of low wax figgers—you

hd:eg;‘sdase,’&mah. ' ot




EXPERIENCE AS AN EDITOR. '31'- :

jitly hawled out, & agane implored smnbuddy to state whare
I was prinsipully, and if I shood be thare a grate while
myself ef things went on as they’d bin goin fur sum time
back. I then axed if there was enny more Octoroons
present, “becawz,” sez I, “ ef there is, let um cum along, fur
Ime in the Octoroon bizniss.” I then threw my specterculs
“out of the winder, smasht my hat wildly down over my Ise,
larfed highsterically & fell under a seet. I lay there sum
time & fell asleep. I dreamt Mrs. Ward & the twins had
“bin carried orf by Ryenosserhosses & that Baldinsville had
bin captered by a army of Octoroons. When I awoked the
Jamps was a burnin dimly. Sum of the passinjers was a
snorein like pawpusses & the little damsell in the pinc gown
was a singin “Oft in the Silly nite.” The onprinsipuld
Octoroon & the miserbul man in black close was gone,
& all of a suddent it flasht ore my brane that I'de bin

 swindild

EXPERIENCE AS AN EDITOR.

~IN the Ortum of 18— my frend, the editor of the Baldins-
~ ville Bugle, was obleged to leave perfeshernal dooties & go
& dig his taters, and he axed me to edit for him doorin his
‘absence. Accordinly I ground up his Shears and com-
menced. It didn't take me a grate while to slash out copy
rd '




“Yes Sir,” sez I, “don’t 1 look poor enuff?” o8
“ Just about,” sed he,  but our Road can’t pars you.”
o) “ Can‘t, hﬂy?'
=2 “ No Sir—it can't” :
« Becauz,” sez I, lookin him full in the face with a Eagle
" eye “it goes so darned slow it can't pars anybody !”
Methinks I had him thar. It's the slowest Rale Road in
the West With a mortified air, he told me to git out of
his offiss. I pittid him and went. =

OBERLIN,

ABOUT two years ago 1 arrove in Oberlin, Ohio. Oberlin is
whare the celebrated college is. In fack, Oberlin #s the
college, everything else in that air vicinity resolvin around
excloosivly for the benefit of that institution. Itisa very
goodmﬂege,too,&agratemmywunhyyungmengﬁ' - =
there annooally to git intelleck into ’em. But its my
i - onbiassed ’pinion that they go it rather too strong on
ke Ethiopians at Oberlin. But that's nun of my bizness. I'm
 into the Show bimiss. Yit as a faithful historian I must
 menshun the fack that on rainy dase white peple can’t find
their way threw the streets without the gas is lit, there bein
such a numerosity of cullerd pussons in the town. ,
As 1 was sayin, 1 arroved at Oberlin, and called
Perfesser Peck for the purpuss of skewerin Kolonial H
to exhibit my wax works and beests of Pray into. K
Hall is in the college and is used by the stujents




OBERLIN.

Sez I, “I hain’t got any.” :

“Good God !” cried the Perfesser, *did I understan you 1o
say you hav no sentiments ?” ’

“ Nary a sentiment |” sez L.

“ Mister Ward, don't your blud bile at the thawt that three
million and a half of your culled brethren air a clankin their
chains in the South ?*

Sezl,“notabile! Let’em clank!”

f

He was about to continner his flowry speech when I puta ¢
stopper on him. Sez I, “Perfesser Peck, A. Ward is my

name & Ameriky is my nashun ; I'm allers the same, tho'
humble is my station, and I've bin in the show bizniss goin
on 22 years. The pint is, can I hav your Hall by payin a 'S
fair price? You air full of sentiments. That's your lay,
while 'm a exhibiter of startlin curiosities. What d’ye
say?”

“ Mister Ward, you air endowed with a hily practical

mind, and while- I deeply regret that you air devoid of
sentiments, I'll let you hav the hall provided yourexhibmm

~ is of a moral & elevatin nater.”

Sez I, “ Tain't nothin shorter.” -
So I opened in Kolonial Hall, which was crowded every
nite with stujents, &c. Perfesser Finny gazed for hours
" my Kangaroo, but when that sagashus but onprincipled |
cuss set up one of his onarthly yellins and I proceeded
 hosswhip him, the Perfesser objected. “ Suffer not
mpypshmtoriseupatthepoormmil’ahﬂa

trissities,” said the Perfesser.

¥ “mmﬂmm&thm




liutle feller— poor little feller—your master is very crooil, isn’t
Jie, my untootered frend,” when the Kangaroo, with a Hﬂﬁc e
yell, grabd the Perfesser by the hand and cum very near
chawin it orf, It was amoozin to see the Perfesser jump up
and scream with pane.  Sez I, “that's one of the poor little
fellar’s excentrissities 1”
~ Sez he, “Mister-Ward, that's a dangerous quadruped.
Ile's totally depraved. I will retire and do my lasserated
hand up in a rag, and meanwhile I request you to meat out
summery and severe punishment to the vishus beest” 1
hosswhipt the little cuss for upwards 15 minutes, Guess 1
licked sum of his excentrissity out of him, *
- Oberlin is a grate plase. The College opens with a prayer
and then the New York Tridume is read. A kolleckshun
is then taken up to buy overkoats with red horn buttons onto
them for the indignant cullured people of Kanady. 1 have
to contribit librally two the glowrius work, as they kawl it
- hear. I'm kompelled by the Fackulty to reserve front scets
- in my show for the cullered peple. At the Boardin House
the cullered peple sit at the first table. 'What they leeve is
maid into hash for the white peple. As I don't like the idee e
~ of eatin my vittles with Ethiopians, I sit at the seckind table, 7
~ and the konsequence is I've devowered so much hash that
y inards is in a hily mixt up condishun. Fish bones hay
id their appearance all over my boddy and pertater p
springin up through my hair. Howsoever I dc




THE SHOWMAN'S COURTSHIP,

THE SHOWMAN'S COURTSHIP.

THARE was many affectin ties which made me hanker arter
Betsy Jane. Her father’s farm jined our'n; their cows
and ourn squencht their thurst at the same spring; our = i
old mares both had stars in their forrerds; the measles S
broke out in both famerlies at nearly the same periods
our parients (Betsy’s and mine) slept reglarly every Sunday.
in the same meetin house, and the nabers used to obsarve,
« How thick the Wards and Peasleys air 1" It was a sa= \
bEme site, in the Spring of the year, to see our sevial o
mothers (Betsy's and inine) with their gowns pin'd up 0
thay couldn't sile ’em, affecshunitly Bilin sope together &
aboozin the nabers. M

Altho 1 hankerd fntensely arter the object of my affecs 8
ﬁnns,ldammthﬂlhaoflhcﬁmwbichm*h‘
my manly Burzum. I'd try to do it but my tung wou
kerwollup up agin the roof of my mowth & stick thar, i
deth to a deseast Afrikan or a country postmaster 0
ﬁu,whﬂomyhanwhngvdqinuyrih like a
" T'was a carm still nite in Joon. All nater was busht
and nary seffer disturbed the sereen siiens. 1 sot wi
l}my]mmthabmihufnﬁaﬁm_m

the woods, kullin fiours & drivin the
Nativ Lair (so to speak) with long
e ot thar on the fense, & swingin

&
¥
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 THE SHOWMAN'S COURTSHIP.
I cleared my throat and tremblinly sed, © Betsy, you're
a Garelle.,” A :
~ 1thought that air was putty fine. I waltid to see what
effeck it would hav upon her. It evidently didnt fetch
- her, for she up and sed,
. “You're a sheep 1
- Sez I, “Betsy, I think very muchly of you.”
“I don’t blleeve a word you say—so there now cum !” with
~ which obsarvashun she hitched away from me.

o “Iwishtha:mwiudmtomySoIe,'sedI,“sothatym
could see some of my feelins, There’s fire enuff in here,”
sed I, strikin my buzzum with my fist, “to bile all the corn
beef and turnips in the maberhood. Versoovius and the
Critter ain't a circumstans !”

She bowd her hed down and commenst chawin the stein
to her sun bonnet. ey, v
“Ar could you know the sleeplis nites I worry threw with
on your account, how vittles has seized to be attractiv to me
& how my lims has shrunk up, you wouldn’t dowt me, Gase
en this wastin form and these 'ere sunken cheeks ”"— -
T should have continnered on in this strane probly for sum
time, but unfortnitly T lost my ballunse and fell over into the b
; pastur ker Smuh, tearin my close and mly dmlgill .__-:- b
 myself ginerally.
- Betsy Jane sprung to my assistance in dubble quick time
-. me 4th. Then drawin herself up to her full hite

~ “Lwon't Jisten to your noncents no fonger, Jes say




Jane has bin troo as steel. DBy attendin strickly to w
I've amarsed a handsum Pittance. Noman on this foot-stool
can rise & git up & say I ever i no
wimmin folks, while all agree that my

few and exceld by none, embracin as it does a
colleckshun of livin wild Beests of Pray,

fushun, a endliss variety of life-size wax-figgers, & the only
traned kangaroo in Ameriky—the most amoozin little cuss
ever introjuccd to a discriminatin public.

THE CRISIS.

m&Ora'lmmdelivudbehtthﬂmeMufﬂnwj-”
ON ‘returnin to my humsted in Baldinsville, Injianny,
resuntly, my feller sitterzens extended a invite for me to
norate to "em on the Krysis. 1 excepted & on larst Toost
niulpemdbe.ta(fofupunedfaminth_ene;l- W
House. I spoke nearly as follers : - ST
Baldinevillins : Heartoq, as T hav numerously :




_ THE CRISIS.
- stay. DBut I venter to assert that she’s rippin things. She's
~ koockt trade into  cockt up hat and chaned Bimess of all
. s tighter nor I ever chaned any of my livin wild Beests,
Alow me to hear dygress & stait that my Beests at presnt
&s harmless as the new-born Babe. Ladys & gentlemen
w hav no fears on that pint To resoom—Altho I
&'t exactly see what good this Krysis can do, I can very
quick say what the origernal cawz of her is. The origernal
s Our Afrikan Brother. ' I was into BARNDM'S
pzeum down to New York the other day & saw that
exsentric Etheopian, the What Is Tt Sez I, * Mister What
i IsIt, you folks air faisin thundéf with this grate country,
~ You're gettin to be ruther more numeris than interestin. Jt
s a pity you coodent go orf sumwhares by yourselves, & be
nation of What Is Its, tho' if you'll excoose me, I shooden’t
(care about marryin among you. No dowt you're exceedin
in to hum, but your stile of luvliness isn't adapted to
cold climit® He larfed into my face which rather
© me, as I had been perfeckly virtoous and respectable
oy observashuns, So sez I, tumnin a leetle red in the
! 1M'Dom hav the unblushin impoodents to say
folks baven't raised a big mess of thunder in this brite
Mister What 13 1t2*  He larfed agin, wusser nor bey,
on 1 up and sez, “Go home, Sir, to Afriky’s burnin
talk all the other What Is Its along with you.




-w,&-ﬁuarzymt’snkeimtobe m]oooedwgrmt'

1 don't beleeve it myself. But the Afrikan isn't our sister

. our wife & our uncle, Heisn’taevnlufourhmthmt_
1 otlrﬁ.lstmfé’srelashm Hcmx‘tmgrmdfnhu' andnl'

mm&mmwhlicmm&enhﬁ
Y -amﬁuybody&emybodyelsehkem [Notiss to bizness
‘man of VANITY FAIR : Extry charg fur this larst remark.
: ] !t'sa.goak.—A. W.]
 But we've got the Afrikan, or ruther he’s got us, & now
_what air we going to doaboutit? He's a orful noosanse.

Praps he isn't to blame fur it. Praps he was creatid fur sum

pupuu,lihﬂmmeasm:ndNewEnghanm,hna’:

‘mity hard to sée it. At any rate he’s no good here, &asI

~ statid to Mister What Is It, it's a pity he cooden’t go orf sum-

- whares quietly by hisself, whare he cood wear red weskits &
S speckhducktiu,&gmtufyhiumbishnninvaﬁsinmuﬁn =

‘wase, without havin a eternal fuss kickt up about him. e
 Praps I'm bearin down too hard upon Cuffy Cum to think '

~on it, 1 am. He wooden't be sich a infernal noosanse if

~ white peple would let him alone. He mite indeed be inte- -

“restin. And now I think of it, why can’t the white peple let
him alone? What's the good of continnerly stirrin him up
with a ten-foot pole? He isn't the sweetest kind of Per-

. foomery when in a natral stait. o
" Feller Sitterzens, the Union's in danger. The black devil
Disunion is trooly here, starein us all squarely in the face!

. We must drive him back. Shall we make a 2nd Mexico of
ourselves? Shall we sell our birthrite for a mess of potash ?
fﬁlulim put the knife to the throat of anuthes

hall we mix our whisky with each others’ blud?




- Shall the star spangled Banner be cut up into dishcloths ?
~ Standin here in this here Skoolhouse, upon my nativ shore so-
'IIHMIM'—NN;N
: Ohymfaﬂqswhommnnthum,&wholn the fust
~ place startid it, I'm *shamed of you. The Showman blushes
~,hmﬁvmhubooutothetopmosthmupmhamer-
~ able hed
- Feller Sitterzens, I am in the Sheer & Yeller leaf. 1 shall
- peg out 1 of these dase. But while I do stop here I shall
stay in the Union. I know not what the supervizers of
~ Baldinsville may conclude to do, but for one, I shall stand
~ by the Stars & Stripes. Under no circumstances whatsom-
- ever will | sesesh, Let every Stait in the Union sesesh &

\'duelmc,sunmulsmkmhegmdoldﬂag The country
~ may go to the devil, but I won't? And next Summer when
- I start out on my campane with my Show, wharever I pitch
my little tent, you shiall see floatin prowdly from the center
#M&Amkmﬂag,mmmryasmmpadmt,? <
mary a stripe less, but the same old flag that has allers flotid
M’!&theprmutadmxshunmﬂbcthesamnanmm




WAX FIGURES VS. SHAKSPEARE.

plessins, I wood also state that I'm now on the
kampane. As the Poit sez—
ime erflote, ime erflote
On the Swift rollin tied
An the Rovir is free.

Bimess is scacely middlin, but Sirs I manige to pay h
my foode and raiment puncktooally and without no grumblin.
The barked arrers of slandur has been leviled at the under-
sined moren onct sins heze bin into the show bizness, but T
make bold to say no man on this footstule kan troothfully
say I ever ronged him or eny of his folks. I'm travelin
with a tent, which is better nor hirin hauls, My show
konsists of a serious of wax works, snakes, a paneramy
kalled a Grand Movin Diarea of the War in the Crymear,
komic songs and the Cangeroo, which larst little cuss contin-
ners to konduct hisself in the most outrajus stile. I started
out with the idear of makin my show a grate Moral Enter-
tainment, but I'm kompeled to sware so much at that air
infurnal Kangerco that I'm frade this design will be flas-
tratid to some extent. And while speakin of morrality,
remines me that sum folks turn up their nosis at shows like
mine, sayin they is low and not fit to be patrernized bypq* j- S
of high degree. Sirs, I manetane that this is infernul non-
sense. Imamethatmﬁggersnmdeuunthmm:
the plays ever wroten. Take Shakespeer for instunse. Peple
think heze grate things, but I kontend heze quite the reverse
to the kontrary. What sort of sense is thareto King Leer who
goes round cussin his darters, chawin hayandth:whm
at folks, and larfin like a silly old koot and makina assof

~ hisself ginerally? Thare’s Mrs. Mackbeth—sheze a nise
3 -Hnddwommtohmmndlimdn,aput&ngoﬂm_ ‘




" @ AMONG THE FREE zomﬁs‘.

I spoze, when she larfs wildly and sez, “gin me the daggurs
" —Tle let his bowels out,” or wurds to that efieck—I say, this
~ s awl strickly propper I spoze? That Jack Fawlstarf is like-
~ wise a immoral old cuss, take him how ye may, and Hamlick
- is as crazy as a loon. Thare's Richard the Three pepel
“think heze grate things, but I look upon him in the lite of a

- monkster, He kills everybody he takes a noshun to in kold

“blud, and then goze to sleep in his tent. Buneby he wakes
“up and yells for a hoss so he can go orf and kill sum more
peple, Ifhe;sentaﬁtspessmnforthegaﬂenthen]

- shood like to know whare you find um. Thare's Targo who

: _ is more ornery nor pizun. See how shamful he'treated that
~ highly respecterble injun gentlemun, Mister Otheller, makin
him for to beleeve his wife was two thick with Casheo.

: - Obsarve how Iargo got Casheo drunk as a biled owl on corn

- whisky in order to karry out his sneekin desines. Ses how

" he wurks Mister Otheller’s feelins up so that he goze and

~ makes poor Desdemony swaller a piller which cawses her

~deth. But I must stop. At sum futur time I shall continner

;ﬁmhmthedmmainwhlchlshaﬂshowthem .

'\qpmiwnydm figgers and snakes over theatre plays, in '

pint of view. '
Very respectively yures,

A. WArp, T. K.

_ AMONG THE FREE Lév‘éx"s.-




AMONG THE FREE LOPEM e

Hites was ockepied by a extensive seck called Free

who beleeved in afiinertys and sich, goin back on
doméstic ties without no hesitation whatsomever. They
likewise spirit rappers and high presher reformers on gineral
principles. - If I can improve these ‘ers misgided peple
showin them my unparalleld show at the usual low price
admitants, methunk, I shall not have lived in vane! Bat
bitterly did I cuss thedaylcversotfootmthom
place. I sot up my tent in a ficld near the Love Cure,as
they called it, and bimeby the free lovers begun for to con-
gregate around the door. A ornreer set I have never sawn.

The men’sﬁ.oesmaﬂcomedwithhnomdtheyhm'

half-starved to deth. They didn't wear no weskuts for th

purpuss (as they sed) of allowin the free air of hevun |
hlowonto their boozums. Their pockets was filled with
tracks and pamplits and they was bare-footed. They sed
the Postles didn't wear boots, & why should they? That
was their stile of argyment. The wimin was wuss than the
men. They wore trowsis, short gownds, straw hats with
. green ribbins, and all carried bloo cotton umbrellers.
Prmﬂyaperfecﬂymﬁalloohnfmmhprmtedm'
at the door. Hugawndmshnderluslyshmtandhﬂ‘
“trowsis was shameful to behold. Z

led,inlwldvoim.
“ Ah, can it be ?”
* Which 2* sed L. _
“Yes, tis troo, O *tis troo I*
15 cents, marm,” I anserd.
~ She bust out a cryin & sed :




~ She grabd me vilently by the coat collar, and brandishin
ber umbreller wildly round, exclaimed :
- % Air youa man?”
- Sez I, “I think I air, but if you doubt it, you can address
Mrs. A. Ward, Baldinsville, Injianny, postage pade, & she
‘will probly giv you the desired informashun.”
~ “Then thou ist what the cold world calls marrid ?*
~ ®Madame, I istest1”
~ The exsentric female then clutched me franticly by the
“arm and hollerd :
% You air mine, O you air mine !”
'Samly'lsmd,ende?mnmgltlooseﬁomhu But

E _'Ywan-mymm:rtyl‘

- “What upon arth is that ?” I shouted,
- *Dost thou not know ?”
. %No, I dostent 1”

~ “Listin man, & I'll tell ye!” sed the strange female ; “for
§ m!hatmmedformee. I knowd thou wast in the
. cg'hdd, sumwhares, tho I didn't know whare. My hart sed
‘he would cum _and I took courage. He /Zas cum—he’s here
~—you air him—you air my Affinerty! O ’tis too mutch!
p0 mutch I” and she sobbed agin.

“Yes,” I anserd, “I think it is a darn site too mutch !”

e Hﬁtlbunotyeamedfotm?'m,emd,mh

like a female play acter.

'Mnm!'lbel]erdat the top of my voice, throwin




mm,gonyﬁ-nmmeandﬂhthsmdndm
you I'm a law-abidin man, and bleeve in good,
fashioned institutions. Iammamd&myorfswﬁxgl
semble me if I am a showman! I think your Affinity bi
is cussed noncents, besides bein outrajusly wicked.

mahomsthvmandnotstayroundhmmthu'

shiftless way, pizenin the moral atmosphere with j
pesﬁﬁousidaﬁl Yuuwiminfolksgubacktoywr_

them infurnel pamplits, putmm-eshrum,goh'
choppin wood, splittin fence rales, or tillin the sile”
pored 4th my indignashun in this way till I got out of breth, -
when I stopt. IshantgotoBerhnH:magm,notd‘lﬁn {
to be as old as Methooseler.

SCANDALOUS DOINGS AT PITTSBURGH.

HEAR in the Buzzum of my famerly I am enjoyin myself, at
peaswithawlmanhndandthommmmfalhﬁhwh f
godowntothanﬂageochshunlymdtakenlitthdd
furthostummuck’s:aka,bmlavoydsptdmucku:ni
ginral thing,. No man evir seen me intossikated but onct,
and that air happind in Pittsburg. A parsel of ¢
mﬂhthathvlydtyhusudmwrthehwldwin&-
and aboosed my wax works shaimful 1 didnt obsarve
onu:]nsmsa.cshunsmtﬂtbenmmngm“‘
begun for to kongregate. Suddinly they kommensed
Mnﬂmhamﬂeﬁmsﬂa Sulguﬂ




- t!snp! Satbaythem’s:mem mks,isn‘tthey,
m 1 immejitly locked up ter whare the wax works

& was and my blud biles as I think of the site which then,
" matmy Gase I hope two be dodrabbertid if them afoursed
als hadent goneand put a old kaved in hat onter George
‘Washington’s hed and shuved a short black Klay pipe inter
his mouth, His noze they had painted red and his trowsis
J@ they had shuvd inside his butes. My wax figger of
poleon Boneypart was likewise mawltreatid. His sword

e dmgﬁntwmhls legs, his cockd hat was drawn klean

wn over his i ize, and he was plased in a stoopin posishun
Jookin zactly as tho he was as drunk as a biled owl. Ginral

- Tayler was a standin on his hed and Wingfield Skott’s koat
ﬁp ware pind over his hed and his trowsis ware kompleetly

h orf frum hissell My wax works representin the Lord's

$t Supper was likewise aboozed. Three of the Postles
under the table and two of um had on old tarpawlin

and raggid pee jackits and ware smokin pipes. Judus
arriot had on a cocked hat and was appeerently drinkin,
Bouhofwhukymbefourhm This here specktercal
5 100 much fur me. I kiosed the show and then drown-
my sorrers in the flowin Bale,

Iﬁlﬂi(m)maivuywenmber,
d the Planes for Kaliforny, the Brite land of
mmmﬂmboldlfeﬂmwuh




etsettery, skalpt my organ grinder & scooted with aW
Hoop. Durin the Cheaf’s techin speech he sed he s
meet me in the Happy Huntin Grounds. If he duz
will be a fite. But enuff of this ere. Reven Noose Miu
as our skoolmaster, who has got Talent into him, cu
obsarve.

I arrove at Salt Lake in doo time. At Camp Scntb
was a lot of U. S. sojers, hosstensibly sent out thafe
smash the mormons, but really to eat Salt vittles & pk
poker & other beautiful but sumwhat onsartin games,
acquainted with sum of the officers. Thay lookt
~ scrumpshus in their Bloo coats with brass buttings
& ware very talented drinkers, but so fur as fitin isco
I'd willingly put my wax figgers agin the hull party.

My desire was to exhibit my grate show in Salt
City, so I called on Brigham Yung, the great mogull 2
the mormins, and axed his permishun to pitch my tent,
onfurl my banner to the jentle breezis. He lookt at
austeer manner for a few minits, and sed :

“ Do you bleeve in Solomon, Saint Paul, the immaculat
ofthaMomﬂnChmhmdthehtter—dayRevénlmm?’

SezI, “I'monit!” I make ita pint to git along pl
tho I didn’t knuwwhatunder&eSontheold&ﬁ&
drivin at. He sed I mite show.

“You air a marrid man, Mister Yung, I bleeve?”
preparin to rite him some free parsis.

“1 hev eighty wives, Mister Ward. I sertinly am nu

“How do you like it as far as you hev got?” sed I

Houd“mlddlin. anduedmewwldn’tl]ika_'




~ all sizes and ages. Sum was pretty and sum was plane—
sum was helthy and sum was on the Wayne—which is
verses, tho sich was not my intentions, as I don't *prove of
_ jputttin verses in Proze rittins, tho ef occashun requires I can
 Jerk a Poim ekal to any of them Atlantic Munthly fellers.

- %My wives, Mister Ward,” sed Yung. , ¥
. “Your sarvant, marms,” sed I, as I sot down in a cheer ’:'"rI
 which a red-heded female brawt me. ey

.~ “Besides these wives you see here, Mister Ward,” sed
' Yung, 1 hav eighty more in varis parts of this consecrated
,Nwhdtmr&aledtom'

~ "“Which?” sez I, gittin up & starin at him.

Sir,” sed be turnin as red as a biled beet, “don't you
,#hMMmMBMI,MPmﬁgmy o
15 meny wives as I wants?” '
" 1sed. “You are old pie, ain’t you?”

t as is Sealed to me—that is to say, to be mine
ants um—air at present my sperretooul wives,” sed

ay thay wave!” ses I, seeln I shood git into a
it look , :



tho they all know him. He sez .bm_nmchim he meats
~ call him Par, & he takes it for grantid it is so. His wives
. air very expensiv. Thay allers want suthin & ef he don't
buy it for um thay set the house in a uproar, He sez he
don't have a minit’s peace. His wives fite among theirselves
s0 much that he has bilt a fitin room for thare speshal
benefit, & when too of "em get into a row he has em turnd
loose into that place, whare the dispoot is settled accordin to
* the rules of the London prize ring. Sumtimes thay abooz
 hisself individooally. Thay hev pulled the most of his hair

out at-the roots & he wares meny a horrible scar upon his
- body, inflicted with mop-handles, broom-sticks and sich.
. Occashunly they git mad & scald him with bilin hot water.

~ When he got eny waze cranky thayd shut him up in a dark

closit, previsly whippin him arter the stile of muthers when

thare orfsprings git onruly. Sumtimes when he went in
swimmin thay'd go to the banks of the Lake & steal all his
close, thereby compellin him to sneek home by a sircootius
_ rowt, drest in the Skanderlus stile of the Greek Shaiv. “I
_ find that the keers of a marrid life way hevy onto me,” sed

 the Profit, “ & sumitimes 1 wish I'd remaned singel” Tleft
~the Profit and startid for the tavern whare Iputupto. On

my way I was overtuk by a lurge krowd of Mormons, which
_they surroundid me & statid that they were goin into the
Show free. i

“Wall,” sez I, “ef I find a individooal who is goin rovnd
lettin folks into his show free, I'll let you know.” 2

“We've had a Revelashun biddin us go into A. Ward's
" Show without payin nothin !” thay showtid. &

“Yes,” hollered a lot of femalle Mormonesses, ceasin me
by the cote tales & swingin me round very rapld,“whtll

jliﬁinﬁubSnmthﬁRevdubml"




Lot

A VISIT TO BRIGHAM YOUNG.

" "\What's Old Revelashun got 1o do with my Show?" ser

' 1,;&:; putty rily.  “Tell Mister Revelashun,” sed 1, drawin
- myself up to my full hite and lookin round upon the ornery
krowd with a prowd & defiant mean, “tell Mister Revelashun
to mind his own bizness, subject only to the Konstitushun of
the Unitid States 1”

#Oh, now let us in, that'’s a sweet man,” sed several femails,
_ puttin thare arms rownd me in luvin stile. “ Becum 1 of us.
. Becum a Preest & hav wives Sealed to you.”

~ ®Nota Seal!” sez I, startin back in horror at the idee.

“Oh stay, Sir, stay,” sed a tall, gawnt femaile, ore whoos
hed 37 summirs must hev parsd, “stay, & I'll be your Jentle
Gazelle.”

“ Not ef 1 know it, you won't,” scz I. “Awa you skander-

- lus femallo, awa! Go & be a Nunnery!" That's what I

hd.lﬂ'&

“& 1" sald a fat chunky fomalle, who must hev wade
more than too bundred Ibs, “I will b your sweet gidin
Suar®
. Sex I, “lle bet two dollers and a half you won't!”
‘Whare ear | may Rome Ile still be troo 2 thee, Oh Betsy
Jane| [N.B. Betsy Jane is my wife's Sir naime.)

" Wiltist thou not tarry here in the Promist Land ?” sed

| of the miserabil critters,

_ﬂ'hmmalmhuymuedhglwﬂm!'mﬁ

nad 45 I cood be at thare infernul noncents. 1 girdid
iy Lions & fled the Seen. I packt up my duds & left
: mmumamm

tw:-udnﬁhumdrw




3 mmmhumbﬁmﬁh ppertised
1 nbpmﬁrhumdq,uduht-mlp »
- me informashun how to perceed, I was

Alr you marrid, and if so how do you like it?
How many children bav you, and do they

Dﬂmemhnthemenxh,anddwho'my? A
lhvmawhhothunvmlmdda&aum
. How many parents hav you?
Do you read Watt’s Hims regler?
Do you use boughten tobacker ?
‘Wat's your fitin wate?
Air you trubeld with biles ?
; _denuywmunhnmnn?
- State whether you air blind, deaf, idictic, or got the
 Beaves? o
Do you know any Opry singers, and if so how much do
~ they owe you ? o
~ « What's the average of virtoo on the Ery Canawl? .
ﬂ;mdkmnkupwdmnhu‘lur-ﬂm
it how many plase can Dion Boureicault write in a year?
- Is Deans a regler article of diet in your family ? 4
~ How mangchickins hav you, on foot and in the shell}




~ Was you ever at Niagry Falls?
~ Was you ever in the Penitentiary ?
- State how much pork, impendin crysis, Dutch cheeze, .
‘popler suvrinty, standard poetry, children’s strainer’s, slave 1
. code, catnip, red flannel, ancient history, pickled tomaters,
~ old junk, perfoomery, coal ile, liberty, hoop skirt, &c., you
~ hav on hand?

But it didn’t work. I got into a row at the fust house I
- stopt to, with some old maids. Disbelieven the ansers they
- giv in regard to their ages I endevered to open their mouths
and lock at their teeth, same as they do with hosses, but they
floo into a vilent rage and tackled me with brooms and
‘sich. Taking the senses requires experiunse, like any other
bieniss.

AN HONEST LIVING. Vg |

WAS on my way from the mines to San Francisco, with a
~ light puss and a hevy hart. You'd scarcely hav recognized oh
- my fair form, so kiverd was I with dust. Bimeby I met Old  ~
o , the alifirdist gambler in the country. He was afoot
shirt sleeves, and was in a wuss larther nor any

ﬁtﬁaw,mnhnp?'usl in a play-actin

-
e




THE PRESS.

I WANT the editers to cum to my Show free as the flours of
May, but I don’t want um to ride a free hoss to deth. Thare
is times when Patience seizes to be virtoous. I hev “inmy
- mind’s eye, Hurrashio” (cotashun from Hamlick) sum editers
in a sertin town which shall be nameless, who air Both
sneakin and ornery. They cum in krowds to my Show and

then axt me ten sents a lines for Puffs. I objectid to paym, o

but they sed ef I didn’t down with the dust thay'd wipemy
. Show from the face of the earth! Thay sed the Press was

- the Arkymedian Leaver which moved the wurld. I putup
~ to their extorshuns until thay’d bled me so I was a meer

- shadder, and left in disgust.

- Itwas in a surtin town in Virginny, the Muther of Presi-
dents and things, that I was shaimfully aboozed by a editor
‘in human form. He set my show up steep & kalled me the
~ urbane and gentlemunly manajer, but when I, for the pur-
puss of showin fair play all around, went to anuther offiss to
git my handbills printed, what duz this pussillanermus editer
~ do but change his toon & abooze me like a Injun. He sed
~ my wax wurks was a humbug & called me a horey-heded ¢
 itinerent vagabone. I thort at fust Ide pollish him orf arlar

the Beneki Boy, but on reflectin that he cood pollish me
much wuss in his paper, I givit up. & I wood here take
occashun to advise peple when thay run agin, as thay sum-

times will, these miserable papers, to not pay no attenshun
to um. Abuv all, don’t assault a editer of this kind. It
only gives him a notorosity, which is jest what he wants, & :

~ don't do you no more good than it wood to jump into enny
other mud puddle. demmgewaﬂyﬁnemen,bum e

~ must be bl#® sheep in every flock




i mrm h'.. U'«Qu‘mﬂhm
Wyl 1 gianally go 1o Parmum's morsl Musrum, where
Wy mersl prple sl aduited, partickly en Wedsesday
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. 1 ROCtS o0t on the stage for many yesrs  Thers bs vasis
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ot & aved me 15 lend Mim o conis G ewly s O
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EDIWIN FORREST AS OTHELLO.

ey have many other promisin young men. Iago injuces
Mike to drink with him, Tago slyly throwin his whisky over
his shoulder. Mike gits as drunk as a biled owl & allows
 that he can lick a yard full of the Veneshun fancy before
breakfast, without sweatin a hair. He meets Roderigo &
proceeds for to smash him. A feller named Montano
undertakes to slap Cassio, when that infatooated person
muns his sword into him. That miserble man, Iago, pre-
tents to be very sorry to see Mike conduck hisself in this
- way, & undertakes to smooth the thing over to Otheller, who
“rushes in with a drawn sword & wants to know what's up.
‘Tago cunninly tells his story, & Otheller tells Mike that he
“thinks a good deal of him but he can’t train no more in his
regiment. Desdemony sympathises with poor Mike & in-
terceeds for him with Otheller. Iago makes him bleeve
¢ does this because she thinks more of Mike than she
 of hisselfl. Otheller swollers Iago's lyin tail & goes
makin a noosence of hisself ginrally. He worries poor
demony terrible by his vile insinuations & finally
fothers her to deth with a piller. Mrs. Iago cums in just
Otheller has finished the fowl deed & givs him fits right
left, showin him that he has bin orfully gulled by her

ble cuss of a husband. lago cums in, & his wife

rakin him down also, when he stabs her.

Jaws him a spell & then cuts a small hole in his

¢ with his sword. lago pints to Desdemony’s deth

the peple that he has dun the state sum




- THE SHOW BUSINESS,
meallthedmehemamn,&whenth u
I found my spectacles still mistened with salt-water, y
thmfmmyeyuwhﬂepoorl)udmonymdm
'Bbuy]ane—BetsyJane!letuspmythat ourdamuucblhl
~ may never be busted up by a Iago!
~ Edwin Forrest makes moneyacunoutonthnstage He
;gitsﬁn-hundreddoﬂarsamte&hsboard&waahin. I
.'wshlhadsuchaFomstmmyGardmgt

THE SHOW BUSINESS AND POPULAR
LECTURES.* <

I FEEL that the Show Bizniss, which Ive stroven to orny-
. ment, is bein usurpt by Poplar Lecturs, as thay air kalled, tho -
R in my pinion thay air poplar humbugs. Individoouls, who
. \-git hard up, embark in the lecturin biznis. Thay cram
theirselves with hi soundin frazis, frizle up their hare, git
~trustid for a soot of black close & cum out to lectur at 50
dollers a pop. Thay aint over stockt with branes, but thay
hav brass enuff to make suffishunt kittles to bile all the sope
- that will be required by the ensooin sixteen ginerashuns.
. Peple flock to heer um in krowds. The men go becawz its
- poplar & the wimin folks go to see what other wimin folks
‘haveon. When its over the lecturer goze & ragales hisself
with oysters and sich, while the peple say “ What a charmin
lectur that air was,” etsettery etsettery, when 9 out of 10 of
~um don’t have no moore idee of what the lecturer sed than
“my kangaroo has of the sevunth speer of hevun. Thare’s
k" minfurmashun to be gut out of a well conducudm




Mgm-m&m:smdtmpophrm

25 or 50 doilers a pop, as the kase may be. These same
peple, bare in mind, stick up their nosis at moral wax figgers
& sagashus beests. Thay say these things is low. Gents, it
greeves my hart in my old age, when 'm in “the Sheer &
yeller leef” (to cote frum my Irish frend Mister McBeth) to
see that the Show biznis is pritty much plade out, howsom-
- ever I shall chance it agane in the Spring.

"WOMAN’'S RIGHTS

T PITCHT my tent in a_small town in Injianny one day last
and while I was standin at the dore takin money, a

deppytashun of ladies came up & sed they wos members of

. the Bunkumville Female Moral Reformin & Wimin’s Rite’s
- Associashun, and they axed me if they cood go in without

payin.
* Not exactly,” sez I, * but you can pay without goin in.”
#Dew you know who we air?” said one of the wimin—

~ atall and feroshus lookin critter, with a blue kotton umbreller

. under her arm—* do you know who we air Sir?”
: "Hyimp:uhunis,"aedl,“fromakmryview,tbatym.
"We air, Sur,” said the feroshus woman—* we belong to
& Society whitch beleeves wimin has rites—whitch beleeves
'.Mnhwhtpmpuspeu—wh:tchbdewushpu
owed with as much intelleck as man is—whitch beleeves
' wumw—&mmmm'




 WOMAN'S RIGHTS.
."!hepa,marm," sez [, starting back,"tbatyaurh:m-‘*
sions is honorable? I'm alonemanhminastmngephu
- Besides, I've a wife to hum.” -
~ “Yes” cried the female, “& she’s a slave! Doth she
-~ never dream of freedom—doth she never think of throwin
 of the yoke of tyrrinny & thinkin & votin for herself?—Daoth
ﬂﬂnmr&nkoftheseherethmgs?' :
. “DNot bein a natral born fool” sed I, by this time a litde
_ f"i ~ riled, “I kin safely say that she dothunt.”
= ';' 0 whot—whot !” screamed the female, swingin her um-
* _ breller in the air. “O, what is the price that woman pays
o Icrherexpeenuncel"
" “Idon't know,” sex!;"thepncetomyshowulsmts
~ pur individooal.”
- “8& can’t cur Sosiety go in free?” asked the female.
~ “Not if I know it,” sed I.
"Crooi],cmmlman!" she cried, and bust into teers.
_ “Won't you let my darter in ?” said anuther of the exsen-
tric wimin, taken me afeckshunitely by the hand. Ll 3
please let my darter in—shee’s a sweet gushin child of
natur.?
. “ Let her gush 1” roared I, as mad as I cood stick at their
. tamal nonsense; “let her gush!” Where upon they all
-mngbackmththe simultaneous observashun that I was a

*‘ :
-
’
Py

y female friends,” sed I, “bes you leeve, I've a few

to remark ; wa them well The female woman is
mhsﬁmhmqfwhichthislandmbosMi :
ble to get along without her. Had there binno
‘wimin in the world, I should scarcely be here with
eld show on this very cecashun. Shengoui!h-';'.




ON “FORTS»

 pitch, “you air an angle when you behave yourself; bt

when you take off your proper appairel & (mettyforically
speaken)—get into pantyloons—when you desert your fire-
sides, & with your heds full of wimin's rites noshuns go round
Jike roarin lyons, seekin whom you may devour someboddy
—in shott, when you undertake to play the man, you play
the devil and air an emfatic noosance. My female friends,”
I continnered, as they were indignantly departin, “wa well
* what A, Ward has sed |®

WOULD-BE SEA DOGS.

SuM of the captings on the Upper Ohio River put on a heep
* of airs. To hear 'em git orf saler lingo you'd spose they'd
Lin on the briny Deep for a life time, when the fact is they
haint tasted salt water since they was infants, when they had
1o take it for worms.  Still they air good natured fellers, and
when they drink they take a dose big enufl for a grown

ON “FORTS.”

sum other men's fort to do another, while there is

bﬂthwouldn'thavm
of a New York daily paper,

d g
™ 3 -
b

shiftliss critters goin round loose whose fort is not to




Old George Washington’s Fort was to not hev eny public
- man of the present day resemble him to eny alarmin extent.
~Whare bowts can George’s ekal be fownd? I ask, & boldly
‘anser no whares, or eny whare else.

- 0ld man Townsin's Fort was to maik Sassyperiller. “Goy
to the world ! anuther life saived !” (Cotashun from Town-
sin’s advertisemunt.)

~ Cyrus Field’s Fort is to lay a sub-machine tellegraf under
the boundin billers of the Oshun, and then hev it Bust.

Spaldin’s Fort is to maik Prepared Gloo, which mends
~ everything. Wonder ef it will mend a sinner’s wickid waze.
£ anpmptoo goak}
~ Zoary’s Fort is to be a femaile circus feller.

- My Fort is the grate moral show bizniss & ritin choice
famerly literatoor for the noospapers. That’s what's the
matter with mee
' &c., &c., & So I mite go on to a indefnit extent.

Twict I've endeverd to do things which thay wasn't my

. Fort. The fust time was when I undertuk to lick a owdashus

‘cuss who cut a hole in my tent and krawld threw. Sez 1 9

“my jentle Sir go out or I shall fall onto you putty hevy.”

73 &t “Wade in, Old wax figgers,” whareupon I went for
’ Ijﬂ. he cawt me powerful on the hed & knockt me threw
tent into a cow pastur. He pursood the attark & flung

into a mud puddle, As I aroze & rung out my drencht

nts I koncluded fitin wasn't my Fort. Ile now rize the
vponSeen and : It is rarely seldum that I seek

n in the Flowin Bole. But in a sertin town in

in the Faul of 18—, my orgin grinder got sick with

r & died. I never felt so ashamed in my life, & I

vt I'd hist in a few swallers of suthin strengthin. Kone

 was P histid in 50 much I dident rackly know




PICCOLOMINT.

" whare bowts I was. I turned my livin wild beests of Pray
‘Joose into the streets and spilt all my wax wurks, 1 then
. Bet I cood play hoss. So I hitched myself to a Kanawl
* Bote, there bein two other hosses hitcht on also, one behind
* and anuther ahead of me. The driver hollerd for us to git
up, and we did. But the hosses bein cnused to sich a
arrangemunt begun to kick & squeal and rair up. Kon-
sequents was I was kickt vilently in the stummuck & back,
. and presuntly I fownd myself in the Kanawl with the other
hosses, kickin & yellin Tike a tribe of Cusscaroorus savvijis.
I was rescood, & as I was beln carrid to the tavern on a
hemlock Bored I sed in a feeble voise,  Boys, playinhoss. |
isn't my Fort.” E
MoruL—Never don’t do nothin which isn’t your Fort, for

ef you do you'll find yourself splashin round in the Kanawl, oAt
figgeratively speakin. 2 i

PICCOLOMINL

Grxrs—1 arroved in Cleveland on Saturday P. M. from
_-mul}ejeum&mtoﬁxmyself up and put on a clean
‘biled rag to attend Miss Picklehomony's grate musical
“ at the Melodeon. The krowds which pored into the  *

avgured well for the show bisnis, & with cheerful
I jined the enthoosiastic throng. I asked Mr.
 at the door if he parst the perfession, and he
_m&&n'i,whueuponlbawtapumeﬂ




~ ence Scacely a Sole had the honor of my acquaintance, “&
~ this ere,” sed I Bitturly, “is Fame | What sigerfy my wax
. figgers and livin wild beasts (which have no ekals) to these
“peple?  What do they care becaws a site of my Kangaroo is
ﬁur&hdubblcthepﬁceofldmisdon,and tintn:ySmhsu 3
isbamﬁsuthombomh:b&—aﬂofwhichhmiﬁﬂz ,
troo—7” Inhwidhavegommmleinatl?mﬁnandthings
sum more but jest then Signer Maccarony cum out and sung
a hairey from sum opry or other. He had on his stere
close & looked putty slick, I must say. Nobody didn’t
understand nothin abowt what he said, and so they applaw-
- did him versiferusly. Then Signer Brignoly cum out and
W another hairey. He appeared to be in a Pensiv
i _&sungal.uvsonglsuppose,thohemayhavebem
b the aujince all into a heap for aut I knewd. Then

eum Mr. Maccarony agin & Miss Picklehomony herself
2y sang a Doit together.
'?Iow you know, gents, that I don't admire opry music.
But I like Miss Picklehomony’s stile. I like her gate. She
s me. Thare has bin grater singers and there has bin
. more bootiful wimin, but no more fassinatin young female
ever longed for a new gown or side to place her hed agin a
§ VGt pattern than Maria Picklehomony, Fassinatin peple is
b Ber best holt.  She was %om to make hash of men's _
f!)I.mums & other wimin mad becaws thay ain't Pickleho-
& mionies.  Her face sparkies with amuzin cussedness & about
200 (two hundred) little bit of funny devils air continually
¢in champion Jigs -in her eyes, said eyes bein brite enuff
pipeby. How I shood like to have little Maria out
' inBaldimville,lnjiumy,'hareshecmdmh%_;-f E
I grass, wrastle with the boys, cut up strong at pafia
; ttp.ﬁuu behind the minister's back, tie anction




PICCOLOMINL.
' bills to the skoolmaster’s coat-tales, set all the fellers crazy

' after her, & holler & kick up, & go it just as much as she
wanted to ! But I diegress. Every time she cum canterin
out 1 grew more and more delighted with her. When she
~ bowed her hed I bowed mine. When she powtid her lips I
powtid mine. When she larfed I larfed. When she jerked
her hed back and took a larfin survey of the aujience, sendin
a broadside of sassy smiles in among em, I tried to unjint
myself & kollapse. When, in tellin how she drempt she lived
in Marble Halls, she sed it tickled her more than all the rest
to dream she loved her feller still the same, 1 made a effort
"o swaller myself ; but when, in the next song, she looked
strate at me & called me her Dear, I wildly told the man
" next to me he mite have my close, as I shood never want ‘em
‘again no more in this world. [The Plain Dealer containin
~ this communicashun is not to be sent to my famerly in
~ Baldinsville under no circumstances whatsomever.]
_In conclushun, Maria, I want you to do well. I know you
l'kaniceg:l at hart & you must get a good husband. He
X must be a man of branes and gumpshun & a good provider
~ —aman who will Juv you strong and long—a man who will
‘ ?','nl jest as much in your old age, when your voice is
i m like an old tea kittle & you can't get I of your notes
nted at 30 per sent a month, as he will now, when
are young & charmin & full of music, sunshine & fun.
rry & snob, Maria. You ain't a Angel, Maria, & I
e of it. When I see angels in pettycoats I'm always
_got wings so they can kin quietly fly off
pr ated. You air a woman, & a
As for Maccarony, Brignoly, Mullen-
: 5, they can take care of their-
comfortable livin choppin cord
 Amodiodooks as tho he

P



UITLE PATTL

Jﬁhnomdinmdnchnmqummﬂmmﬁg“a
 vittles would be plenty & the labor lite. o
- I am preparin for the Summer Campane. I:hallmy!n
Cleveland a few days and probly you will hear from me
~again ear I leave to once more becum a tosser on life's
mpmmbﬂlu:,meamqgtheShowﬂms.’

Very Respectively Yours,

ARTEMUS WARD,

LITTLE PATTI

‘he had seen better dase, havin formerly been a Kount
But he aint of much akount now, except to turn the orgin

~ might be called a Broonetty. Her ize is a dark bay, the
‘Eluhu bein long & silky. When she smiles the awjince
" feels like axing her to doo it sum moor, and to continner
‘doin it 2 a indefinit extent. Her waste is one of the most

‘ﬁﬁm pantalets & wire hoops, was a cumin out to read her
ht.mposia.hun in public. She cum so bashful like, mdu




: ~ZITTLE PATTL
‘reminded me of Susan Skinner, who'd never kiss the boys at
parin bees till the candles was blow'd out. Miss Patty sung
suthin or ruther in a furrin tung. I don’t know what the
sentimunts was. Fur awt I know she may hav bin de-
‘mouncin my wax figgers & sagashus wild beests of Pray,
‘& I don't much keer ef she did. When she opensd her
‘mowth a army of martingales, bobolinks, kanarys, swallers,
mockin birds, etsettery, bust 4th & flew all over the Haul
~ Goit, little 1, sez T to myself, in a hily exsited frame of
‘mind, & ef that kount or royal duke which you'll be pretty
apt to marry 1 of these dase don't do the fair thing by ye, yu
“Kin always hav a home on A. Ward’s farm, near Baldinsville,
Injianny. When she sung Cumin threw the Rye, & spoke
of that Swayne she deerly luvd herself individooully, I didn’t
~wish I was that air Swayne. No I gess not. Oh certainly
mot. [This is Ironical. I don’t meen this. It's a way I hav
if goakin.] Now that Maria Picklehominy has got married
fwhich I hopes she likes it] & left the perfeshun, Adeliny
Patty is the championess of the opery ring. She karries the
Thar's no draw fite about it. Other primy donnys
~ may as well throw up the spunge first as last. My eyes don’t -
¥e my ear-site in this matter.
Miss Patty orter sing in the Inglish tung. As she kin

St __uin wurds we do understan is jest as handy?
m;wﬂl wm&msly applawd furrin langwidge is a

'wouothuporknm,&umporkfeu out,
M’.m a inch. It stade in the Barril,

‘-umli as she kin in Italyun why under the Son dont e




_u:l‘houﬁuinafnmnmng.
4% Adoo. In the langwidge of Lewis Napoleon when

MOSES, THE SASSY; OR, THE DISGUISED
DUKE.

CHAPTER 1.—ELIZY,

- My story opens in the classic presinks of Bostin. In the
~ parler of a bloated aristocratic mansion on Bacon street sits

a luvly young lady, whose hair is cuvered ore with the frosts
* of between 17 Summers. She has just sot down to the piany,
_and is warblin the popler ballad called “Smells of the
~ Notion,” in which she tells how with pensiv thought, she
" wandered bya C beat shore. The son is settin in its horizon,
* and its gorjus light pores in a golden meller flud through the
“winders, and makes the young lady twict as beautiful nor
what she was before, which is onnecessary. She is magnifi-
cently dressed up in a Berage basque, with poplin trimmins,
- More Antique, Ball Morals and 3 ply carpeting. Also, con=
siderable gauze. Her dress contains 16 flounders and her
. shoes is red morocker, with gold spangles onto them. Pre-
= _ sently she jumps vp with a wild snort, and pressin hes
,,,Iila(b to her brow, she exclaims: “Methinks I see &




hdndnlhed. In sooth, he was a heroic lookin person,
ﬂunlupe. Grease, in its barmiest days, near pro-
ed a more hefty cavileer. Gazin upon him admirinly for
‘spell, Elizy (for that was her name) organized herself into a
1bloo, and stated as follers. :
“Hal do me eyes deceive me earsight? Is it some
cams? No, I reckon not! That frame ! them store close!
@mml Yes, it is me own, me only Moses !” y
. He (Moses) folded her to his hart, with the remark that he
"g]nmkey boy.”

CHAPTER IL—WAS MOSES OF NOBLE BIRTH ?

s was foreman of Engine Co. No. 40. Forty’s fellers
' bln havin an annual reunion with Fifty’s fellers, on
1 introjuce Moses to my readers, and Moses had his

illlef trofees, to wit : 4 scalps, 5 eyes, 3 fingers, 7 ears
hich he chawed off), and several half and quarter sections
i H When the fair Elizy recovered from her delight at

eetin Moses, she said :—“How hast the battle gonest?

 well. Am‘l,lious, aheconhnnercd layin her hed
' h‘l'ﬂkit,“doltknow]mmumesﬂunkthou
noble birth?”




TR
'mwmmm‘umm
 He said, ¢ Moses is a Disguised Juke I’®

“You mean Duke,” said Moses. <z

# Dost not the actors all call it Juke ?* said she. %
That settled the matter. -
“ hav thought of this thing afore said Moses, !
stractedly. “If it is so, then thus it must be! 2Bor
2B! Which? Sow,sow! Butenuff O life!life! /0
 foo many for me!” He tore out some of his pretty -
hir,mmptontheﬂoorsevﬁlﬁmes,mdwugom

CHAPTER IL—THE PIRUT FOILED, ;- /
Sixteen long and weary years has elapst since the cens
rarated in the last chapter took place. A noble s
"ﬂn&qjme,hauilin&oml?mww.&miky!h

~ Wabash Canal. A pirut ship is in hot pursoot of the

The pirut capting isn’t a man of much principle and intes
to kill all the people on bored the Sary and confiscate tf
wallerbles, The capting of the S. J. is on the pint of givin
in, when a fine lookin feller in russet boots and a buffalo
overcoat rushes forored and obsarves :

“Qld man ! go down stairs! Retire to the starbud bulk-
hed ! I'll take charge of this Bote!” :

« Owdashus cuss 1" yelled the capting, “away with thee
or I shall do mur-rer-der-r-r {” E

“ Skurcely,” obsarved the stranger, and he drew a diamond-.
hilted fish-knife and cut orf the capting’s hed. He expired
shartly, his last words bein, “ we are governed too much.”

# People !” sed the stranger, “ I'm the Juke d’Moses 1”

«Old hoss !” sed a passenger, “methinks thou art blowin 1*
~ whareupon the Juke cut orf his hed also.

@« Oh that I should live to see mysclf a ded body I
.creamgd the unfortnit man. “But don't print any yerscs




MOSES, THE SASSY. :
'-myduthhthenew'spapu:,forifyondol’ﬂhaunl ’.

e!® :

""Ml'ﬂ‘lﬂn]ﬂk&,“lﬂommm\eyﬂ from yon

y pirut! Ho! a peck of oats|® The oats was

ht, and the Juke, boldly mountin the jibpoop, throwed

A onto the towpath. The pirut rapidly approached,

with fiendish delight at the idee of increasin his

ten gains.  But the leading hoss of the pirut ship stopt

it on comin to the oats, and commenst for to devour

In vain the piruts swore and throwd stones and

ies at the hoss—he wouldn't budge a inch. Meanwhile

Sary Jane, her hosses on the full jump, was fast leavin

pirut ship |

Onet agin do I escape deth 1” sed the Juke between his

cht teeth, still on the jibpoop.

CHAPTER IV.—THE WANDERER’S RETURN,

“The Juke was Moses the Sasy ! Yes, it was !
__M!into!‘mnmmdnawhewashomoaginiu
X '_'l_“dlmbhthtoaﬂunkerl-lﬂl!l He had some




THE PRINCE OF WALES.

To my friends of the Editorial Corpse : ;
I RITE these lines on British sile. I've bin follerin
Victory’s bopeful sun Albert Edward threw Kanady
my enparaleled Show, and tho 1 haint made much
pecoonery piat of vew, I've lemt sumthin new, over hear
British Sile, whare they bleeve in Saint Gorge and
Dragoon. Previs to cumin over hear I tawt my organ
to grind Rule Brittanny and other airs which is poplaron
British Sile. I likewise fixt a wax figger up to represent
Sir Edmun Hed the Govner Ginral The statoot I fixt
up is the most versytile wax statoot I ever saw. I've sh
it as Wm. Penn, Napoleon Bonypart, Juke of Wellingtos
the Beneker Boy, Mrs. Cunningham & varis other notid per-
sons, & also for a sertin pirut named Hix, I've bin so long
amung wax statoots that I can fix ’em up to soot the tastes of
folks, & with some paints I hav I kin'giv their facis a be
peverlent or fiendish look as the case requires. 1 giv Sir
Edmun Hed a beneverlent look, & when sum folks who
thawt they was smart sed it didn't look like Sir Edmun Hed =8
anymore than it did anybody else, I sed, “ That's the pint
That's the beauty of the Statoot. It looks like Sir Edmun
Hed or any other man. You may kall it what you plecse,
Ef it don't look like anybody that ever lived, then it's sextinly 3
a remarkable Statoot & well worth seein. J kall it Sir
Edmun Hed, You may kall it what you dam pleese 1* 1=
had ’em thare.]

At larst I've had a interview with the Prince, tho it putty
zigh cost we my vallerble life. Icawta glimps of him as
e sot on the Pizarro of the hotel in Sarnia, & elbowd myself -
~ threw a gowd of wimin, children, sojers & Injing that was




1 me whare I was goin all so bold ?
see Albert Edard the Prince of Wales,” sez I ; “who

sed he was Kurnel of the Seventy Fust Regiment, Her
gisty’s troops. I told him I hoped the Seventy Onesters
in good helth, and was passin by when he ceased hold
‘me agin, and sed in a tone of indigent cirprise :
 ®What? Impossible! It kannot be! Blarst my hize,
I understan you to say that you was actooally goin
the presents of his Royal Iniss ?”
 *That's what's the matter with me,” I replide.
~ ®But blarst my hize, sir, its onprecedented. Ifs orful,
Nothin’ like it hain't happened sins the Gun Power
of Guy Forks. Owdashus man, who air yu?”
ir,” sez 1, drawin myself up & puttin on a defiant air,
a Amerycan sitterzen. My name is Ward. I'm a
ind & the father of twins, which I'm happy to state thay
e me. By perfeshun I'm a exhibiter of wax works

d God 1” yelled the Kurnal, “ the idee of a exhibiter
ﬁners goin into the presents of Royalty ! The
Lion may well roar with raje at the thawt !”
“Speakin of the British Lion, Kurnal, I'd like to
argin with you fur that beast fur a few weeks to add
I didn't meen nothin by this. I was oniy
goak, but you orter hey sen the Old Kurnal
&M}tmd at the mowth.

he showtid. “No, no. It’s a horrid




* fortable Myth ef you punch my inards in that way &
began to git a little riled, fur when he called me a M:
for the Seventy Onesters. I at fust thawt I'd stay & b
a Marter to British Outraje, as sich a course mit git
name up & be a good advertisement fur my Show,
occurred to me that ef enny of the Seventy Onesters sl
happentoinsertabarmnetintomymmmi&itmim
onplesunt, & I was on the pint of runnin orf when th
Prince hisself kum up & axed me what the matter was. Se
I, ® Albert Edard is that you?” & he smilt & sed it
SuI,“AlbenEd:rd,heanmkeerd. I cum to pay
respeckstotheﬁ:terl(ingdlngimd. ‘The Kurnal of
Seventy Onesters hear is ruther smawl pertaters, but
course you ain’t to blame fur that. He puts on as many airs
as tho he was the Bully Boy with the glass eye.” '

“ Never mind,” sez Albert Edard, “I'm glad to see you,
Mister Ward, at all events,” & he tuk my hand so plesunt
like & larfed so sweet that I fell in love with him to onct.

He handid me a segar & we sot down on the Pizarro & com-
menst smokin rite cheerful. “Wall,” sez I, “ Albert Edard,
how's the old folks ?” :

® Her Majesty & the Prince are well,” he sed.

“ Duz the old man take his Lager beer reglar ?” T inquired.

The Prince larfed & intermatid that the old man didn’t
let many kegs of that bevridge spile in the sellar in the 3
coarse of a year. We sot & tawkedqthere sum time abowt
matters and things, and bimeby I axed him how he liked.
bein Prince as fur as he'd got. i

“To speak plain, Mister Ward,” he sid, “1 don’t much
like it. I'm sick of all this bowin & scrapin & crawlin &
hurrain over a boy like me. T would rather go through tha
country q@etly & enjoy myself in my own way, with the othes




& not be made a Show of to be garped at by every-
‘When the peple cheer me I feel pleesed, fur I know
peen it, but If these one-horse offishuls cood know how
threw all their moves & understan exackly what they
fter, & knowd how I larft at ’em in private, thayd stop
in my hands & fawnin over me as thay now do. But you
Mr. Ward I can't help bein a Prince, & T must do all
to fit myself fur the persishun I must Sumtime ockepy.”
hat's trop,” sez I ; “sickness and the docters will carry
‘Queen orf one of these dase, sure’s yer born.”
I'he time hevin arove fur me to take my departer I rose up
Esed : “ Albert Edard, I must go, but previs to doin, so I
obsarve that you soot me. Yure a good feller Albert
d, & tho I'm agin Princés as a gineral thing, I must say
the cut of your Gib. When you git to be King try and
as good a man as yure muther has bin! Be just & be
is, espeshully to showmen, who hav allers bin aboozed
the dase of Noah, who was the fust man to go into the
! bizness, & ef the daily papers of his time air to be
ed Noah's colleckshun of livin wild beests beet enny-
ever seen sins, tho I make bold to dowt ef his snaiks
ahead of mine. Albert Edard, adoo!” I tuk his hand
he shook warmly, & givin him a perpetooal free pars
show, & also parses to take hum for the Queen & Old
I put on my hat and walkt away.
Ward,” I solilerquized, as I walkt along, “Mrs.
i, ef you could see your husband now, just as he prowdly
from the presunts of the futur King of Ingland, you'd
you called him a Beest jest becaws he cum home
and wantid to go to bed without takin orf his
 be sorry for tryin to déprive yure husband of
."f‘M:x't'IIm"
t a long perseshun of men witk gownds




“Akmnomm?'hwmly. .
“I used to peddle lemins,” said I, “but I never de
~ oranges. They are apt to spile on yure hands.
~ particler Loonatic Asylum hev you & yure frends esc
~ frum, ef I may be so bold?” Just then a suddent th
~ struck me & I sed, “ Oh yure the fellers who air worryin
Prince so & givin the Juke of Noocastle cold sweats at n
by yure infernal catawalins, air you? Wall, take the ady
of a Amerykin sitterzen, take orf them gownds & don't
to get up a religious fite, which is 4o times wuss nora g

~ fite, over Albert Edard, who wants to receive you all on

~ekal footin, not keerin a tinker's cuss what meetin house
you sleep in Sundays. Go home and mind yure bisness &

not make noosenses of yourselves.,” With which observa-
shuns I left "em. ;
I shall leeve British sile 4thwith,

OSSAWATOMIE BROWN.
I DON'T pertend to be & cricket & consekently the reader

will not regard this ’ere peace as a Cricketcism. I cimply
desine givin the pints & Plot of a play I saw actid out at the
theater t'other nite, called Ossywattermy Brown or the Hero

of Harper's Ferry. Ossywattermy had varis failins, one of

which was a idee that he cood conker Virginny with a few

duzzen loonatics which he had pickt up sumwhares, mercy
only nose wheu, He didn’t cum it, as the sekel showed
This pla$ was jerkt by a admirer of Old Ossywattermy.




OSSAWATOMIE BROWN,

_?Im akt opens at North Elby, Old Brown’s humsted
Tt a weddin at the house.  Amely, Old Brown's darter,
m sumbody, and they all whirl in the Messy darnce.
Then Ossywattermy and his 3 suns leave fur Kansis, Old
" Mrs. Ossywattermy tells em thay air goin on a long jurny &
~ Blesses 'em to slow fiddlin. Thay go to Kansis. What
‘ipon arth they go to Kansis fur when thay was so mice &
" comfortable down there to North Elby is morc’n I know.
' - The suns air next scen in Kansis at a tarvern. Mister Blane,
‘i sinister lookin man with his Belt full of knives & hoss
W‘: axes one of the Browns to take a drink. Drown
. refuzis, which is the fust instance on record whar a Brown
" deklined such a invite. Mister Blane, who is a dark bearded
g pshus lookin person, then axis him whether he’s fur or fur-

- menst Slavery. Yung Brown sez he's agin it, whareupon
Mister Blane, who is the most sinisterest lookin man I ever
" saw, sez Har, har, har ! (that bein his stile of larfin wildly)
& ups & sticks a knife into yung Brown. Anuther Brown

: ps up and sez, “ you has killed me Ber-ruther !”  Moosic
‘the Band & Seen changes. The stuck yung Drown
s supported by his two brothers. Bimeby he falls down,

t bnt couldn’t see any mother, Next Seen reveels Old
cabin. He's readin a book. He sez freedum must
its Area & rubs his hands like he was pleesed abowt
'suns come in. One of 'em goes out & cums in ded,
in shot while out by a Border Ruffin. The ded yung
. sez he sees his mother and tumbles down. The
‘then surround the cabin & set it a fire. The
e up for gone coons, when the hired
door to the cabin & thay go down threw
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. JOY IN THE HOUS :
" Gulf—a tail with a yaller kiver, that T onct red. ]

he was confined in a loathsum dunjin, not tastin.
food durin all that time. When a lucky thawt struck |
He opend the winder and got out. To resoom—0Old B
rushes down to the foot-lites, gits down on his nees & sw
he'll hav revenge. ‘The battle of Ossawattermy takes
~ Old Brown kills Mister Blane, the sinister individ ¥
aforesed. Mister Blane makes a able & elerquent speech,
sez he don't see his mother muck, and dies like a son of &
gentleman, rapt up in the Star Spangled Banner. Moosic
by the Band. Four or five other Border ruffins air
but thay don’t say nothin abowt seein their mothers. From
Kansis to Harper's Ferry. Picter of a Arsenal is repre-

~ sented. Sojers cum & fire at it. Old Brown cums o

&'peﬂnlts hisself to be shot. He is tride by two soops.
milingtery close, and sentenced to be hung on the gallus,

" Tabloo—Old Brewn on a platform, pintin upards, the staige
lited up with red fire. Goddiss of Liberty also on platforms
pintin upards. A dutchman in the orkestry warbles on a
base drum. Curtin falls. Moosic by the Band.

JoY IN THE HOUSE OF WARD.

DEAR SIRS :—

I take my pen in hand to inform you that I am in a stats
same blessins. I'm reguvinated, Pve found the immn
wmofyooth,whspuk.udmulimhumd
,:-,mmddﬂm,mdhmm&mbopm
'1'”m“gnnp,dd&wldhd,'ﬁndonuth-ﬂ'

sheir hasard, individooally. Fm very happy. llrm.a.f?_ |




 §OY IN THE HOUSE OF WARD.
 full of joy, and I have to git up nights and larf! Sumtimes
- I ax myself “is it not a dream ?” & suthin withinto me sez
it air ;" but when I look at them sweet little critters and
hear 'em squawk, I know it is a reality—a realitys, I may
—and I feel gay.
I rewurnd from the Summer Campane with my unparaleld
show of wax works and livin wild Beests of Pray in the
early part of this munth. The peple of Baldinsville met me
cordully and I immejitly commenst restin myself with my
famerly. The other nite while I was down to the tavurn
tostin my shins agin the bar room fire & amuzin the krowd
with sum of my adventurs, who shood cum in bare heded
f terrible excited but Bill Stokes, who sez, sez he, “0ld
- Ward, there's grate doins up to your house.”
Sez I, “William, how so0?”
Sez he, “Bust my gizzud, but its grate doins,” & then he
larfed as if hee’d kill hisself,
~ Sez I, risin and puttin on a austeer look, “William, I
be a fool if T had common cents.”
he kept on larfin till he was black in the face, when
over on to the bunk where the hostler sleeps, and in
il small voice sed, “Twins!” I ashure you gents that
ass didn’t grow under my feet on my way home, & I
ered by a enthoosiastic throng of my feller sitterzens,
| hurrard for Old Ward at the top of their voises. I
d the house chock full of peple. Thare was Mis Square
her thres grown up darters, lawyer Perkinses
ly Ripley, young Eben Parsuns, Deakun Sim-
the Skoolmaster, Doctor Jordin, etsettery, etset-
s in the west room, which jines the kitchin,

mixin suthin in a dipper before the




: ﬂmnil,&c. lnevu'-eed sich a hubbub hmy

dase. I cood not stay in the west room only a minit,

~ strung up was my feelins, so I rusht out and ceased

- dubbel barrild gun.

~ “What upon airth ales the man?” sez Taberthy Ripley.
“ Sakes alive, what air you doin ?” & she grabd me by the
coat tales. “What’sthemnltermthym?’sheconm

“Twins, marm,” sez I, “twins 1”

“1 know it,” sez she, coverin her pretty facemtllherapu.

Wall,” sez I,  that’s what's the matter with me 17

“Wall put down that air gun, you pesky old fool,” sed she

“ No, marm,” sez I, “ this is a Nashunal day. The glory
of this here day isn’t confined to Baldinsville by a darn site.

 On yonder woodshed,” sed I, drawin myself up to my

~ hite and speakin in a show actin voice, “will T fire .
Nashunal saloot 1 saying whitch I tared myself from her
- grasp and rusht to the top of the shed whare I blazed away

‘until Square Baxter's hiredmanandmylonArmmusJuncyu X
cum and took me down by mane force. 3

On returnin to the Kitchin I found quite a lot of peoph-
seated be the fire, a talkin the event over. They maderoom
for me & I sot down. “Quiteaeppisode,’sedl)octer]o:din-,-
litin his pipe with a red hot coal

“Yes” sed I, “2 eppisodes, waying abowt tSpmd:
jintly.”

% A perfeck coop de tat,” sed the skoolmaster.

% E pluribus unum, in proprietor persony,” sed I, thmkint
I’d let him know I understood furrin langwidges as well as
did,iflm‘tashoohustu'.

41t is indeed a momentious event,” sed young E
Parsuns, who has been 2 quarters to the Akademy.

i ‘lmhwdwhamﬂedhythumnﬁn,‘d
3 "hthnuh'ullﬁn' )




~ “We shall soon have Wards enufi;” sed the editer of the
 Baldinsville Bugle of Liberty, who was lookin over a bundle
of exchange papers in the corner, “to apply to the legislater
. Jor a City Charter?”
~ “Good for you, old man!” sed I, “giv that air a con-
spickius place in the next Bugle”
. “How redicklus,” sed pretty Susan Fletcher, coverin her
- face with her knittin work & larfin like all possest.
- “Wall, for my part,” said Jane Maria Peasley who is the
~ crossest old made in the world, “I think you all act like a
. M of fools.”
 Sex I, “ Mis. Peasly, air you a parent ?*
. Sez she, “No, 1 aint.”
~Sez 1, “ Mis. Peasly, you never will be.”
We sot there talkin & larfin until “the switchin hour of
when grave yards yawn & Josts troop 4th,” as old Bill
akespire aptlee ohsarves in his dramy of John Sheppard,
or the Moral House Breaker, when we broke up &

- Muther and children is a doin well ; & as Resolushuns is
rder of the day I will feel obleeged if you'll insurt the

eas, two Eppisodes has happined up to the under-
's house, which is Twins; and Whereas I like this stile,
behgflhamahpusnsbnn&bothboys;them

d, that to them nabers who did the fare thing by
des my hart felt thanks is doo,
do most hartily thank Engine Ko. No. 17
i  from the fuss at my house on that
was a konflagration goin on, kum

‘but kindly refraned frum squigtin,




, me,boﬂ:mthatgrutmte&sm

Resolved, that my thanks is doo tomenlmembmdth- ¢
Baldinsville meetin house who fur 3 whole dase hain't kalled
me a sinful skoffer or intreeted me to mend my wicked wase
and jine sade meetin house to onct.

Resolved, that my Boozum teams with meny kind emo-
shuns towards the follerin individoouls, to whit namelee—
Mis. Square Baxter, who Jenerusly refoozed to take a sent
- for a bottle of camfire ; lawyer Perkinses wife who rit sum
versis on the Eppisodes; the Editer of the Baldinsville

Bugle of Liberty, who nobly assisted me wollupin my ;
~ Kangeroo, which sagashus little cuss seriusly disturbed the

_Eppisodes by his outrajus screetchins and kickins up; Mis,
~ Hirum Doolittle, who kindly furnisht sum cold vittles at a
 tryin time, when it wasunt konvenient to cook vittles at my
~ house ; & the Peasleys, Parsunses and Watsunses fur there *
_meny ax of kindness, -
Trooly yures,

ARTEMUS WARD,

CRUISE OF THE POLLY ANN.

IN overhaulin one of my old trunks the tother day, I found
the follerin' jernal of a vyge on the starnch canawl bote,
~ Polly Ann, which happened to the subscriber when I was a

young man (in the Bright Lexington of yooth, when thar o

aint no sich word as fale) on the Wabash Canawl ;
~ (Monday 2 P, M.) Got under wa. Hossesnotrml_h.bh




CRUISE OF THE POLLY ANN.

~ start Started at larst very suddent, causin the bote for to
" Jurch vilently and knockin me orf from my pins. (Sailor
‘frase) Sevral passenjers on bored. Parst threw deliteful
‘country. Honist farmers was to work sowin korn, and
other projuce in the fields. Surblime scenery. Large
;ld%dad gal reclinin on the banks of the Canawl, bathin
her fect.
“Turned in at 15 minits parst eleving,
- Toosdy—Riz at § and went up on the poop deck. Took
- a grown person’s dose of licker with a member of the Injianny
Jegislater, which he urbanely insisted on allowing me to pay-
~ for. Bote tearin threu the briny waters at the rate of 2 Nots
. a hour, when the boy on the leadin hoss shoutid,
B & Sale hoe 1”
. ®\Whar away?” hollered the capting, clearin his glass (2
_empty black bottle, with the bottom knockt out) and bringing
‘it to his Eagle eye.
~ “'Pout four rods to the starbud,” screamed the boy.
% Jes so,” screeched the capting. “What wessel’s that
rl
'Kickin Warier of Terry Hawt, and be darned to you?”
.~ “I, I Sir!” hollered our capting. “Reef your arft hoss,
your main jib-boom, and hail your chambermaid !
¢s up in Terry Hawt?”
know Bill Spikes?” sed the capting of the Warier.
I reckin. He kan eat more fride pork nor any
heft on the Wabash. He's a ornament to his

nued theenpﬂng of the Kicking Marier.
owly the tother day, and got to prancin
te mare of his'n, and bein in 2




him. The bullet didn't hit the Judge at all; it only
- whizzed parst his left ear, lodgin in the wall behind him ; b
- what d'ye spose the old despot did? Why, he actooally fined
Bill ten dollars for contempt of Court! What do you think
- of that?” axed the capting of the Marier,uhepamalmg
black bottle over to our capting.
; “'Iheoounh’yumdeedmdmgerl'sedmﬂpﬁn&
raisin the bottle to his lips. The wessels parted. No other
- incidents that day. Retired to my chased couch at § minits
parst 10,
~ (Wensdy) Riz arly. Wind blowin N.W.E. Hevy sea
nnandshupmllmmldlymconakenucfpepper—ms}uvh
bin fastened to the forrerd hoss’s tale “ Heave twol”
- roared the capting to the man at the rudder, as the Polly giv :
a friteful toss. I was sick, an sorry I'd cum. “Heave
- two I” repeated the capting. I went below. “ Heave twol®
I hearn him holler agin, and stickin my hed out of the cabin
% mder,!ﬁw
The hosses became dosile eventually, and I felt better,
The sun bust out in all his splender, disregardless of
expense, and lovely Natur put in her best licks. We parst
_ the beautiful village of Limy, which lookt sweet indeed, with
its neat white cottages, Institoots of learnin and other
evijences of civillizashun, incloodin a party of bald heded
cullered men who was playing 3 card monty on the stoop
of the Red Eagle tavern. All, all was food for my 2 poetic
sole. I went below to breakfast, but vittles had lost their
charms, “Take sum of this,” sed the capting, shoving a
bottle tords my plate. “It's whisky. A few quarts allers

- sets me right when my stummick gits out of order. Il‘at o

~ excellent tonic I* I declined the seductive flooid.
~ (Thursdy) Didn't rest well mnigmmwai
~ uprore mace by the capting, who stopt the Bote to go ashore




. back in about a hour, with his hed dun up in a red hanker- -
~ cher, his eyes bein swelled up orful, and his nose very much =y
“out of jint. He was bro't aboard on a shutter by his crue, N
uld deposited on the cabin floor, the passenjers all risin up
in their births, pushin the red curtains aside lookin out
"~ to sce what the matter was. “Why do you allow your
.~ pashuns to run away with you in this onseemly stile, my
" misgided frend?” sed a sollum lookin man in a red flannel
" nitecap. “Why do you sink yourself to the Beasts of the
field ?”

 “Wall, the fack is,” said the capting, rising hisself on the
- shutter, “ I've bin a little prejoodiced agin that grosery for
. some time. But I made it lively for the boys, Deacon! Bet
. yer lifel” He larfed a short, wild larf, and called for
~ his jug. Sippin a few pints, he smiled gently upon the
Mus, sed “Bless you! bless you!” and fell into a
- Eventually we reached our jerny’s end. This was in the i ]
ys of Old Long Sign, beg the iron hoss was foaled. This &
s beq steembotes was goin round bustin their bilers &
in peple higher nor a kite. Them was happy days when : ]
e was intelligent & wax figger's & livin wild beests -
't scoffed at. i
#0 dase of me boyhood
I'm dreamin on ye now 1"




* nite and go home to Betsy Jane smellen of coal ile and gin,
~ inthe mornin. I should go to the Poles arly. I should stay
~ thereall day. I should see to it that my nabers was thar,
I should git carriges to take the kripples, the infirm and the
indignant thar. I should be on guard agin frauds and sich.
I should be on the look out for the infamus lise of the enemy,
got up jest beg elecshun for perlitical effeck. When all was
over and my candydate was elected, I should move heving

- & erth—so to speak—until I got orfice, which if I didn’t gita
orfice I should turn round and abooze the Administration

with all my might and maine. But I'm not in the bisniss.
- I'mina far more respectful bisniss nor what pollertics is.
I wouldn't giv two cents to be a Congresser. The wuss insult
- I ever received was when sertin citizens of Baldinsville axed
me to run fur the Legislater. Sez I, “ My frends, dostest
think I'd stoop to that there?” They turned as white asa
~ sheet. I spoke in my most orfullest tones, & they knowd
I wasn't to be trifled with. They slunked out of site to
onct.
Thereg, havin no politics, I made bold to visit Old Abe at

his humstid in Springfield. I found the old feller in his

parler, surrounded by a perfeck swarm of orfice seckers.
Knowin he had been capting of a flat boat on the roarin
Mississippy I thought I'd address him in sailor lingo, so sez

1 “0Old Abe, ahoy! Let out yer main-suls, reef hum the .'

forecastle & throw yer jib-poop over-board! Shiver my
timbers, my harty !” [N. B. This is ginuine mariner lang-
widge. I know, becawz I've seen sailor plays acted out by
them New York theater fellers] Old Abe lookt up quits

wross & sez, “ Send in yer petition by & by. I can’t pos-

_sibly look at it now. Indeed, I can't. It's onpossible sir”
- “Mr. Linkin, who do you spect I air?” sed L. e

-




8 INTERVIEW WITH PRESIDENT LINCOLN.,

% Wall, sir,” sed I, “you’s never more mistaken in your life.
You hain’t gut a orfiss I'd take under no circumstances. I'm
A. Ward. Wax figgers is my perfeshun. I'm the father of
Twins, and they look like me—bofk of #hem. 1 cum to pay
a frendly visit to the President eleck of the United States,
If so be you wants to see me say so—if not, say so, & I'm
orf like like a jug handle.”

“Mr. Ward, sit down. I am glad to see you, Sir.”

- “Repose in Abraham's Buzzum |” sed one of the orfice
seekers, his ideo bein to git orf a goak at my expense.

“Wall,” sez I, “ef all you fellers repose in that there
Buzzum thare'll be mity poor nussin for sum of you |” where-
upon Old Abe buttoned his weskit clear up and blusht like a

- maidin of sweet 16, Jest at this pint of the conversation

another swarm of orfice seekers arrove & cum pilin into the

. parler. Sum wanted post orfices, sum wanted collectorships,

- sum wanted furrin missions, and all wanted sumthin. I

Q ‘thought Old Abe would go crazy. He hadn’t more than

- had time to shake hands with 'em, before another tremenjis
‘crowd cum porein onto his premises. His house and door-
jard was now perfeckly overflowed with orfice seekers, all
dlmnmssfnrammqlt interview with Old Abe. One man
m Ohio, who had about seven inches of corn whisky into
mistook me for Old Abe and addrest me as “ The Pra-
e Flower of the West !” Thinks I yow want a offiss
‘bad. Another man with a gold heded cane and a red
told Old Abe he was “a seckind Washington & the

f the Boundliss West.”
{Bmywwuldu‘thhasmll post-offis if you




- INTERVIEW WITH PRESIDENT LINCOLN. |
#1. The house, door-yard, barn & woodshed was now all
* full, and when another crowd cum I told 'em not to go away
for want of room as the hog-pen was still empty. One patrit
from a small town in Michygan went up on top the house,
got into the chimney, and slid down into the parler where
~ Old Abe was endeverin to keep the hungry pack of orfice-
~ seekers from chawin him up alive without benefit of clergy.
The minit he reached the fire-place he jumpt up, brusht the
soot out of his eyes, and yelled : “ Don’t make any pintment
at the Spunkville postoffiss till you've read my papers. All
~ the respectful men in our town is signers to that there
- dockyment1”
~ “Good God !” cride Old Abe, * they cum upon me from
. the skize—down the chimneys, and from the bowels of the
yearth ! He hadn’t more'n got them words out of his
_ delikit mouth before two fat offiss-seekers from Wisconsin,
in endeverin to crawl atween his legs for the purpuss of
applyin for the tollgateship at Milwawky, upsot the President
eleck & he would hev gone sprawlin into the fire-place if I
hadn’t caught him in these arms. But I hadn’t morn'n
.~ stood him up strate before another man cum crashin down
* the chimney, his head strikin me vilently agin the inards and
~ prostratin my voluptoous form onto the floor. “Mr. Linkin,”
. shoutid the infatocated being, “my papers is signed by

;:eve:yclexgymaninour town, and likewise the skool-
~ master!”

Sez 1,  you egrejis ass,” gittin up & brushin the dust from
.nycyu,"l’lltlgnyw:papem with this bunch of bones, if
")nndontbeaﬁtﬂemomkeeﬁulhwymmkemyhud
basket a depot in the futer. How do you like that air per-
fumery ?” sez I, shuving my fist under his nose. “Then's
Hndofpapeml‘llgweyoul Themsthapapu’lm '




88 INTERVIEW WITH PRESIDENT LINCOLN.

% But I workt hard for the ticket ; I toiled night and day !
The patrit should be rewarded !”

% Virtoo,” sed I, holdin’ the infatooated man by the coat-
collar, “virtoo, sir, is its own reward. Look at me!” He
did look at me, and qualed bes my gase. “The factis,” I
continued, lookin' round on the hungry ecrowd, “there is
2 A scacely a offiss for every ile lamp carrid round durin’ this

" campane. I wish thare was. I wish thare was furrin
" missions to be filled on varis lonely Islands where eppy-

demics rage incessantly, and if I was in Old Abe’s place I'd

send every mother’s son of you to them. What air you here

for?” 1 continnered, warmin up considerable, “can’t you

giv Abe a minit’s peace? Don’t you see he’s worrid most to
death! Go home, you miserable men, go home & till the

sile! Go to peddlin tinware—go to choppin wood—go to
bilin’ sope—stuff sassengers—black boots—git a clerkship
~ on sum respectable manure cart—go round as original Swiss
Bell Ringers—becum ‘ orige=al and only’ Campbell Minstrels
~ —go to lecturin on 5o dollars a nite—imbark in the peanut
bimness—awrite for the Ledger—saw off your legs and go
‘round giving concerts, with techin appeals to a charitable
public, printed on your handbils—anything for a honest
living, but don’t come round here drivin Old Abe crazy by
outrajis cuttings up! Go home. ‘Stand not upon the
sr of your goin,’ but go to onct! If in five minits from
e,” sez I pullin’ out my new sixteen dollar huntin
tich, and brandishin’ it before their eyes, “ Ef in five
m this time a single sole of you remains on these
es, I'll go out to my cage near by, and let my
loose! & ef he gits amung you, you'l
“cum again and no mistake !” You

g Y

R ——



pronged pitchfork, In five minits the pmm
clear,

~hand. "Howkmleverrepa.yyou sir 2"

“ By givin the whole country a good, sound Rdnllnlsﬁaﬁm.
By poeria’ ile upon the troubled waturs, North and South,

By pursooin’ a patriotic, firm, and just course, and then if

~ any State wants to secede, let em Sesesh !”
“How 'bout my Cabinit, Mister, Ward ?” sed Abe.

“How kin I ever repay you, Mr. Ward, for your kmd-
- ness ?” sed Old Abe, advancin and shakin me warmly by the

~ “Fill it up with Showmen sir! Showmen is devoid of .
~ politics. They hain’t got any principles! They know how

~ to cater for the public. They know what the public wants,

North & South. Showmen, sir, is honest men. Ef you doubt
~ their literary ability, look at their posters, and see small
bills! Ef you want a Cabinit as is a Cabinit fill it up with
- showmen, but don’t call on me. The moral wax figger per-
feshun musn’t be permitted to go down while there's a drap
of blood in these vains! A. Linkin, I wish you well! Ef
Powers or Walcutt wus to pick out a model for a beautiful
- man, I scarcely think they'd sculp you ; but ef you do the
~ fair thing by your country you'll make as putty a angel as
- anyofus! A. Linkin, use the talents which Nature has put

_ into you judishusly and firmly, and all will be well |

- A Linkin, adoo !”

~ He shook me cordyully by the hand—we exchanged )

away from one another—he at the hellum of the ship of
te, and 1 at the hellum of the show bizniss—admittance




THE SHOW IS CONFISCATED,

THE SHOW IS CONFISCATED.

You hav perhaps wondered wharebouts I was for these many
~ dase gone and past. Perchans you sposed I'd gone to the
Tomb of the Cappylets, tho I don’t know what those is. It’s
a popler noospaper frase.

Listen to my tail, and be silent that ye may here. Ive
been among the Seseshers, a earnin my daily peck by my
legitimit perfeshun, and havn't had no time to weeld my
facile quill for “ the Grate Komick paper,” if you'll allow me
to kote from your troothful advertisement.

My success was skaly, and I likewise had a narrer scape

: _ of my life. If what I've bin threw is “ Suthern hosspitality,”

" "hout which we've hearn so much, then I feel bound to
obsarve that they made two much of me. They was alto-
gether too lavish with their attenshuns,

I went amung the Seseshers with no feelins of anner-
~ mosity. I went in my perfeshernal capacity. I was
actooated by one of the most Loftiest desires which can

s is humbugs a lier and a hoss thief, but bring him
2 and I'll wither him with one of my scornful frowns.

o proseed with my tail. In my travels threw the

~ South I heared a heap of talk about Seceshon and

3 : Union, but I didn’t think it mounled to nothin.




it worry me much, and the Stars and Stripes MM'
for to wave over my little tent. Moor over, I wasa Son of
Malty and a member of several other Temperance Societies,
and my wife she was a Dawter of Malty, an I sposed
these fax would secoor me the infloonz and pertectiun
of all the fust families. Alas! I was dispinted. State arter
State seseshed anhd it growed hotter and hotter for the
undersined. Things came to a climbmacks in a small
town in Alabamy, where I was premptorally ordered to haul
down the [Stars & Stripes. A deppytashun of red-faced
men cum up to the door of my tent ware I was standin takin
money (the arternoon exhibishun had commenst, an’ my
Italyun organist was jerkin his sole-stirrin chimes). “We
air cum, Sir,” said a millingtary man in a cockt hat, “upon a
hi and holy mishun. The Southern Eagle is screamin
tbmwont this sunny land—proudly and defiantly screamin,

“What's the matter with him,” sez I, “don’t his vittles sit
~ well on his stummick?”

~ “That Eagle, Sir, will continner to scream all over this
M and tremenjus land |”

'by‘mh,lethlmmtl' The men anoyed me for I
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% Nary hist !? Those was my reply.

# Your wax works and beests is then confiscated, & you air

arrested as a Spy !”
_Sez 1, “My fragrant roses of the Southern clime and
Bloomin daffodils, what's the price of whisky in this town,
and how many cubic feet of that seductive flooid can you in-
dividooally hold ?” . -

They made no reply to that, but said my wax figgers was
confiscated. I axed them if that was ginerally the stile
among thieves in that country, to which they also made no
reply, but sed I was arrested as a Spy, and must go to Mont-

- gomry in iuns. They was by this time jined by a large

crowd of other Southern patrits, who commenst hollerin
“Hang the bald-headed aberlitionist, and bust up his

~ immoral exhibition !” I was ceased and tied to a stump,

" and the crowd went for my teat—that water-proof pavilion,

- wherein instruction and amoosment had been so muchly

combined, at 15 cents per head—and tore it all to pieces.
- Meanwhile dirty faced boys was throwing stuns and empty
; bear bottles at my massiv brow, and takin otlier improper
~ liberties with my person. Resistance was useless, for a
" variety of reasons, as I readily obsarved.

. The Seseshers confisticated my statoots by smashin them

toattums, They then went to my money box and confis-

ticated all the loose change therein contaned. They then
t and bust in my cages, letting all the animils loose, a




' THE SHOW IS CONFISCATED. ¢y
~ bitin off my left thum with all my heart! Rip’emuplikea
bully tiger whose Lare has bin inwaded by Seseshers !”

I can’t say for certain that the tiger serisly injured any of
them, but as he was seen a few days after, sum miles
distant, with a large and well selected assortment of seats
of trowsis in his mouth, and as he lookt as tho he'd bin.
havin some vilent exercise, I rayther guess he did. Youwill
therefore perceive that they didn’t confisticate him much. :

I was carrid to Montgomry in iuns and placed in durans
vial. The jail was a ornery edifiss, but the table was
librally surplied with Bakin an Cabbidge. This was a =

- good variety, for when I didn't hanker after Bakin I could
- help myself to the cabbige.
1 had nobody to talk to nor nothin to talk about, hows-
~ ever and I was very lonely, specially on the first day ; so
- when the jailer parst my lonely sell I put the few stray hairs =
on the back part of my hed (I'm bald now, but thare wasa
time when I wore sweet auburn ringlets) into as dish-hevild
a state as possible, & rollin my eyes like a manyyuck, I
~ cride : “Stay, jaler, stay! I am not mad but soon shall be
* if you don't bring me suthin to Talk!” He brung me sum
~ noospapers, for which I thanked him kindly. B
At larst I got a interview with Jefferson Davis, the Presi-
~ dent of the Southern Conthieveracy. He was quite perlite,
- and axed me to sit down and state my case. I did it, when
he larfed and said his gallunt men had been a little 2 enthoo-
_ siastic in confisticatin my show.
. “Yes"sezl, “they confisticated me too muchly. I had
im hosses confisticated in the same way onct, but the con-
ers air now poundin stun in the States Prison im
» ‘ Sy "

wall, Mister Ward, you air at liberty to departy
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many frens in the North, who sympathise with us, and won't
" mingle with this fight”
B ], Davis, there's your grate mistaik. Many of us was
- your sincere frends, and thought certin parties amung us was
~fussin about you and meddlin with your consarns intirely too
much. But J. Davis, the minit you fire a gun at the piece of
dry-goods called the Star-Spangled Banner, the North gits
up and rises en massy, in defence of that banner. Not agin
- you as individooals,—not agin the South even—but to save
the flag. We should indeed be weak in the knees, unsound
~inthe heart, milk-white in the liver, and soft in the hed, if
. we stood quietly by and saw this glorus Govyment smashed 4
to pieces, either by a furrin or a intestine foe. The gentle- T
~ harted mother hates to take her naughty child across her ]
knes, but she knows it is her dooty to do it. So we shall it

_hate to whip the naughty South, but we must do it if you =3
don’t make back tracks at onct, and we shall wallup you out
of your boots! J. Davis, it is my decided opinion that the
South is makin a egrejus mutton-hed of herself 1”
50°on, sir, you're safe enuff. You're too small powder
me !” sed the President of the Southern Conthieveracy.
Wmtﬁlllgohomtand start out the Baldinsvill
nted Hoss Cavalry | I'm Capting of that Corpse, I am,
J. Davis, beware! Jefferson D., I now leave youl
ell my gay Saler Boy! Good bye, my bold buec-

 tower threw the Southern Conthieveracy on my way
 thrillin enuff for yeller covers. It will form the
my next. Betsy Jane and the progeny air well.
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THRILLING SCENES IN DIXIE.

I HAD a narrer scape from the sonny South. “The swings

and arrers of outrajus fortin,” alluded to by Hamlick, warn't

nothin in comparison to my trubles. I come pesky near
swearin sum profane oaths more’n onct, but I hope I didn't

. do it, fur I've promist she whose name shall be nameless

(except that her initials is Betsy J.) that I'll jine the Meetin

House at Baldinsville, jest as soon as I can scrape money
enuff together so I can 'ford to be piuss in good stile, like
my welthy nabers, But if I'm confisticated agin I'm fraid

I shall continner on in my present benited state for sum %

time.
I figgered conspicyusly in many thrillin scenes in my
tower from Montgomry to my humsted, and on sevril occa-
'sions I thought “the grate komick paper” would'nt be
_inriched no more with my lubrications. Arter biddin ados
to Jefferson D. I started for the depot. I saw a nigger sittin
on a fence a-playin on a banjo. “ My Afrikan Brother,” sed
I, coting from a Track I onct red, “you belong to a very
interesting race. Your masters is going to war excloosively
; fql your account.” :
~ “Yes, boss,” he replied, “ an’ I wish 'em honorable graves 1*
and he went on playin the banjo, larfin all over and openin
his mouth wide enuff to drive in an old-fashioned 2 wheeled

‘hj_nuﬂnolminwhichlmtotmstmywaﬂmbh !
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fairly squatted afore a dark lookin man with a swinister
expression onto his countenance entered the cars, and lookin
wery sharp‘at me, he axed what was my principles?

#Secesh !” I'ansered, “Iama Dissoluter. I'm in favour
of Jeff Davis, Bowregard, Pickens, Capt. Kidd, Bloobeard,
Munro Edards, the devil, Mrs, Cunningham and all the rest
- of 'em.”

“ You're in favour of the war?”

#Certingly. By all means. I'm in favor of this war and
also of the next war, D've been in favor of the next war
for over sixteen years!”

“War to the knife !” sed the man.

“ Blud, Eargo, blud 1” sed I, tho them words isn’t orig-
gernal with me. Them words was rit by Shakspeare, who
. js ded. His mantle fell onto the author of “The Seven

~ Sisters,” who's goin to have a Spring overcoat made out

Sy

 We got under way at larst, an’ proceeded on our jerney at
 about the rate of speed which is ginrally obsarved by pro-

. perly-conducted funeral processions. A hansum young gal,
~ with a red musketer bar on the back side of her head, and
a sassy little black hat tipt over her forrerd, sot in the seat
hme She wore a little Sesesh flag pin'd onto her bat,
she was a goin for to see her troo love, who had jined
Southern army, all so bold and gay. So she told me,
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secoorly as in her own housen, and didn’t disturb the soflum
stillnes of the night with ’ary snore !

At the first station a troop of Sojers entered the cars and
inquired if “ Old Wax Works” was on bored. That was the
disrespectiv stile in which they referred to me. “ Becawz if
Old Wax Works is on bored,” sez a man with a face like
» double-brested lobster, “we're going to hang Old Wax
Works 1*

i “ My illustrious and patriotic Bummers |" sez I, a gittin 3 i
up

and takin orf my Shappo, “if you allude to A. Ward, it's my

pleasin dooty to inform you that he’s ded. He saw the error

of his ways at 15 minits parst 2 yesterday, and stabbed hisself

with a stuffed sled-stake, dyin in five beautiful tabloos to

slow moosic | His last words was : ‘ My perfeshernal career
‘is over | I jerk no more!’”

~ “And who be you?”

“I'm a stoodent in Senater Benjamin’s law offiss. I'm

~ going up North to steal some spoons and things for the

‘Southern Army.

This was satisfactry and the intossicated troopers went
orf. At the next station the pretty little Secesher awoke and
~ sed she must git out there. I bid her a kind adoo and giv
_ her sum pervisions, “ Accept my blessin and this hunk of
gingerbred 1” I sed. She thankt me muchly and tript galy

EY away. There's considerable human nater in a man, and I'm

fraid I shall allers giv aid and comfort to the enemy if he
cums to me in the shape of a nice young gal

At the next station I didn't get orf so easy, 1was dragged

t of the cass and rolled in the mud for several minits, for

pse of “takin the conseet out of me,” as a Secesher

ﬁ’;ﬂphﬂy Msmfdhqu&*mf';' P
m% ﬂbﬁwﬁuhh‘uhﬂ
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; ﬁnne, put his nose into my mouth. I returned the
ipliment by placin my stummick suddenly agin his right
'smha kindly made a spittoon of his able-bodied face.
ated by a desire to see whether the Secesher had bin
ted I then fastened my tecth onto his left coat-sleeve
tore it to the shoulder. We then vilently bunted our
ds together for a few minits, danced around .a little, and,
down in a mud puddle. We riz to our feet agin & bya’
den 2nd adroit movement I placed my left eye agin the
r's fist. We then rushed into each other’s arms and
‘under a two-hoss wagon. I was very much exhaustid
didn't care about gettin up agin, but the man said he
ed I'd better, and I conclooded I would. He pulled
‘but I hadn’t bin on my feet more’n two seconds afore
nd flew up and hit me in the hed. The crowd sed
high old sport, but I couldn’t zackly see where the
ne in. I riz and we embraced agin. We careered
0 a steep bank, when I got the upper hands of my
and threw him into the raveen. He fell about
ting a grindstone pretty hard I understood

pd. I haven't heard from the grindstone.
a cockt hat cum up and sed he felt as though a
 doo me. There was a mistake. The crowd
 for another man ! I told him not to mention
‘him if his wife and little ones was so as to be
2 bored the train, which had stopped at that |
its for refreshments.” I got all I wantid

meal I ever et..
the next day, a bunch of blazin fire
t tales. It was a fine spectycal
, but I didn't enjoy it I had
a kind, but why continner? Why
=3
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say I got across Mason & Dixie's line safe atlast. I
- made tracks for my humsted, but she to whom I'm harnist
~ for life failed to recognize, in the emashiated bein who stood
before her, the gushin youth of forty-six summers who
had left her only a few months afore. But I went into
the pantry, and brought out a certin black bottle. Raisinit
“to my lips, I sed “Here’s to you, old gal!” I did it so
- mnatral that she knowed me at once. “Those form! Them
- voice! That natral stile of doin things! 'Tis he I" she
~ eried, and rushed into my arms. It was too much for her &
she fell into a swoon. 1 cum very near swoundin myself
No more to-day from yours for the Pepetration of the
~ Union, and the bringin of the Goddess of Liberty out of her
present bad fix,

FOURTH OF JULY ORATION,

DELIVERED JULY 4TH, AT WEATHERSFIELD, CONNECTICUT,
1859.

[X delivered the follerin, about two years ago, to a large and dis.
criminating awjince. I was 96 minits passin a given pint. I
have revised the orashun, and added sum things which makes
e . it approposser to the times than it otherwise would be. I
S bave also corrected the grammers and punktooated it. I do .
o my own punktooatin now days. The printers in VANITY
Falr offiss can’t punktooate a cent.] .

~ FrLrer CITizENS : I've bin honored with a invite to norate
 before you to-day ; and when I say that I skurcely feel ekal
to the task, I'm sure you will believe me.

~ Weathersfield is justly celebrated for her onyins and
patritism e world over, and to be axed to paws and address

Pty
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‘h,.yﬁlt perfeshernal tower threw New Englan,
me to feel—to feel—I may say it causes me to jeel

- applaws. They thought this was one of my eccen-
s, while the fact is I was stuck. This between you

a plane man. I don’t know nothing about no ded lan-
‘and am a little shaky on livin ones. There4, expect
vry talk from me. What I shall say will be to the
at, right strate out.
ot a politician and my other habits air good. I've no
 to reward, nor friends to sponge. But I'm a Union
I luv the Union—it is a Big thing—and it makes my
*d to see a lot of ornery peple a-movin heaven—no,
ven, but the other place—and earth, to bust it up,
h good blud wus spilt in courtin and marryin that
lable female the Goddess of Liberty, to git a
from her now. My own State of Injianny is cele-
for unhitchin marrid peple with neatness and dis-
ut you can't git a divorce from the Goddess up there.
ieans. The old gal has behaved herself too well
now. I'm sorry the picters don't give her no
ckins, but the band of stars upon her hed must
shine undimd, forever. I'me for the Union as
ithered be the arm of every ornery cuss who
ther up. That's me. I hav sed! [it was a
at this pint of the orashun a man fell
1 told the awjince that considerin the
gals present I was more fraid of a

time to notis the growth of
* Mayflowers cum over in



‘ 'fmnme,ﬂ'ldon‘t prase the erly settlers of the lmlonh.
~ Peple which hung idiotic old wimin for witches, burnt holes
in Quakers’ tongues and consined their feller critters to
~ the tredmill and pillery on the slitest provocashun may
‘hav bin very nice folks in their way, but I must confess I
‘don’t admire their stile, and will pass them by. I spose
they ment well, and so, in the novel and techin langwidge
_ of the nusepapers, “peas to their ashis.” There was no dis-
‘kount, however, on them brave men who fit, bled and died
in the American Revolushun. We neen't be afraid of
~ setting 'em up two steep. Like my show, they will stand
~ any amount of prase. G. Washington was abowt the best
~ man this world ever sot eyes on. He was a clear-heded,
‘warm-hearted, and stiddy-goin man. He never slopt over!
The prevailin weakness of most public men is to SLOP
- OVER! [Put them words in large letters—A. W.] They
git filled up and slop. They Rush Things. They travel too
much on the high pressure principle. They git on to the
fust poplar hobby-hoss whitch it trots along, not caring a
sent whether the beest is even goin, clear sited and sound or
spavined, blind and bawky. Of course they git throwed 5
eventooually, if not sooner. When they see the multitood
goin it blind they go Pel Mel with it, instid of exertin their-
selves to set it right. They can’t see that the crowd which
. is now bearin them triumfuntly on its shoulders will soon
" diskiver its error and cast them into the hoss pond of Obliv- F
‘yun, without the slitest hesitashun. Washington never slopt E
over. That wasn't George's stile. He luved his country
dearly. He wasn’t after the spiles. He was a human angil
~_ina 3 kornerd hat and knee britches, and we shan't see his
_ like right away. My frends, we can't all be Washington's,
~ but we kA all be patrits & behave ourselves in a human
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‘and a Christian manner. When we see a brother goin down
hill to Ruin let us not give him a'.push,but let us seeze rite
d of his coat-tails and draw him back to Morality.
Imagine G. Washington and P. Henry in the character of
'seseshers ! As well fancy John Bunyan and Dr. Watts in
" spangled tites, doin the trapeze in a one-horse circus !

I tell you, feller-citizens, it would have bin ten dollars in

eff Davis’s pocket if he'd never bin born !

2 L ] L ] ® L) ]

~ Be shure and vote at leest once at all elecshuns, Buckle
0 yer Armer and go to the Poles. See two it that your
naber is there. See that the kripples air provided with
carriages. Go to the poles and stay all day. Bewair of the

e mutch to admire in New Englan. Your gals in par-
* air abowt as snug bilt peaces of Calliker as I ever
hey air fully equal to the corn fed gals of Ohio and
and will make the bestest kind of wives. It sets

~ Bestill, my sole, be stil

- & you, Hart, stop cuttin up |
houses, your meetin houses, your enter-
your favorit Bevridge I disgust. 1
Rum. It is wuss nor the korn

L Ml i
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a infooriated trooper. On takin the secund glass I was
scezed with a desire to break winders, & arter imbibin the

third glass I knocht a small boy down, pickt his pocket ofa

New York Ledger, and wildly commenced readin Sylvanus
Kobb's last Tail. Its drefful stufi—a sort of lickwid litenin,
gut up under the personal supervishun of the devil—tears
men’s inards all to peaces and makes their noses blossum as
the Lobster. Shun it as you would a wild hyeny with a fire
brand tied to his tale, and while you air abowt it you
will do a first rate thing for yourself and everybody abowt you
by shunnin all kinds of intoxicatin lickers. You don’t need
’em no more'n a cat needs 2 tales, sayin nothin abowt th
_trubble and sufferin they cawse. But unless your inards a
cast iron, avoid New Englan’s favorite Bevrige.

My frends, I'm dun. I tear myself away from you with
tears in my eyes & a pleasant oder of Onyins abowt my close.
In the langwidge of Mister Catterline to the Rummuns; I
but perhaps I shall cum back agin. Adno,pepled’WM
field Be virtoous & you'll be happy 1

THE WAR FEVER IN BALDINSVILLE.

AS soon as I'd recooperated my physikil system, I went
into the village. The peasantry was glad to see me.
skoolmaster sed it was cheerin to see that gigantic
among ’em onct more. That's what he called m

_.'uuundh:mpam Bendes.hham
Mmmﬁhm -
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out of repair. So my nabers wasn't much posted up
to the wars. 'Squire Baxter sed he’d voted the
ratic ticket for goin on forty year, and the war was a
a black republican lie. Jo. Stackpole, who kills hogs for
'Squire, and has got a powerful muscle into his arms, sed
hie'd bet $5 he could lick the Crisis in a fair stand-up fight
he wouldn’t draw a knife on him. So it went—sum was
'war, and sum was for peace. The skoolmaster, however,
ed the Slave Oligarky must cower at the feet of the North
a year had flowed by, or pass over his dead corpse.
to perpetua !” he added. “And sine qua non also !”
1, sternly, wishing to make a impression onto the
trs.  “Requiescat in pace!” sed the schoolmaster.
D troo, too troo ! ” I anserd, “it’s a scanderlus fact | *
newspapers got along at last, chock full of war,
the patriotic fever fairly bust out in Baldinsville.
Baxter sed he didn’t blieve in Coercion, not one
, and could prove by a file of Eagles of Liberty in
that it was all a Whig lie, got up to raise the
‘whisky and destroy our other liberties. But the
' got putty riley, when he heard how the rebels
up, and he sed he reckoned he should skowm

allers bin on the ticket A¢d voted
o old to Bolt now. The Squire is all right at
kes longer for him to fill his venerable Biler
used to when he was young and frisky,
ly informed you, I am Captin of the Baldins.
. 1riz gradooally but majesticly from drum.

‘present position. But I found the




everybody to rank as Brigadeer-Ginral mfnnuinm'
“among the varis questions which I put to recroots :
Doyouknowamaskedhaturyfmmahunkolgingu
~bread?

Do you know a eppylit from a piece of chalk?

~ If I trust you with a real gun, how many men of your
‘own company do you speck you can manage to kill durin
the war?

" Hav you ever heard of Ginral Price of Missouri and can
~ you avoid simler accidents in case of a battle ?

~ Hav you ever had the measles, and if so, how many?

~ How air you now? A
~ Show me your tongue, &c., &c Sum of the questions are

- The company filled up rapid, and last Sunday we went to
the meetin house in full uniform. I had a seris time gittin
into my military harness; as it was bilt for me many years
ago ; but I finally got inside of it, tho' it fitted me putty
clost. Howsever, onct into it, I lookt fine—in fact, aw-
inspirin. “Do you know me, Mrs. Ward?” sed I walkin
- into the kitchin,

- “Know you, you old fool? Of course I do”

I saw at once she did.

I started for the mectin house, and I'm afraid I tried to
walk too strate, for I cum very near fallin over backards ;
- and in attemptin to recover myself, my sword got mixed up
with my legs, and I fell in among a choice collection of
_young ladies, who was standin near the church door a-seein
the sojer boys come up. My cockt hat fell off, and sumhow
my coat tales got twisted round my neck. The young
ladies put their handkerchers to their mouths and remarked :
“Te he,” While my ancient female single friend, Sary

¥ ol
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- “Miss Peaseley,” sed I, gittin up and dustin myself, “ you

‘must be more careful with them store teeth of your'n or

~ you'll have to gum it agin{¥

- Methinks I had her.

_ Pdhinwwnrkhardallthemk,mdlfdtrathersnomy.
T'm fraid I did git half asleep, for on hearin the minister
: ‘ask, “Why was man made to mourn?” I sed, “I giv it
* up,” havin a vague idee that it was a condrum, It was a
. onfortnit remark, for the whole meetin house lookt at me
. with mingled surprise and indignation. I was about risin
. 10 a pint of order, when it suddenly occurd to me whare

I was, and I kept my seat, blushin like the red, red rose—so

- tospeak
~ The next mornin I ’rose with the lark (N. B. I don't
- sleep with the lark, tho'. A goak)

My little dawter was execootin ballids, accompanyin her-
!ﬂhtheAlmdmn,andshewishtmetolingermd
'hﬁ'&ng:"l:l&rklhuraangdsingin,aangclnowis
o the wing.”

.hﬁnﬂymychﬂd!'nidl,a-buckﬁnonmydrmer,

st forth to my Biz”

air progressin pretty well with our drill As all air
din offissers, there ain’t no jelusy, and as we air all
'-mt,itﬁ_intmhwhﬂemn-ytooutsuipm
Ihe idee of a
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Our corpse will do its dooty. We go to the aid of
—we fight for the stars! 3
We'll be chopt into sassige meat before we'll exhibit our
our coat-tales to the foe,
We'll fight till there’s nothin left of us but our little tou,_
and even they shall defiantly wiggle ! .
“Ever of thee”

AWM+J

INTERVIEW WITH THE PRINCE NAPOLEON.

NOTWITHSTANDIN I haint writ much for the papers of
‘nobody needn't flatter theirselves that the undersined is
On the contry, “I still live,” which words was spoken '
‘Danyil Webster, who was a able man. Even the
whigs of Boston will admit f3az Webster is ded now, how-
m,andhismandehaspmblyfaﬂenmtothuband:nl‘np
dealer in 2nd hand close, who can't sell it. Leastways no-
body pears to be goin round wearin it to any perticler extent,
now days. The rigiment of whom I was kurnel, finerly cor
cluded they was better adapted as Home Gards, whick
accounts for your not hearin of me, ear this, where the bai

~is the thickest and where the cannon doth roar. But as

- American citizen I shall never cease to admire the master

- advance our troops made on Washington from Bull ]

short time ago. It was well dun. I spoke to my wife
(tatthe time. My wife sed it was well dun. v

- .hmds,mdnthemmmtpmhenmm
oY ongh L el . s » ot




INTERVIEW WITH PRINCE NAPOLEON,
inton. T went there to see Prints Napoleon, and not
ﬂ t!lc place, which I will here take occasion to obsarve
bout as uninterestin a locality as there is this side of J.
ﬁumhome, if he ever does die, and where I reckon
make it so warm for him that he will si for his summer
e. It is easy enough to see why a man goes to the poor
e or the penitentiary. It's becawz he can't help it. Bt
‘he should woluntarily go and live in Washinton, is
ly beyond my comprehension, and I can’t say no fairer

v d'ye do, Square 7"
cents, sir,” was his reply.

‘Half-a-dollar. We charge twenty-five cents for Jookin
the landlord and fifty cents for speakin to him. If you

wenty-fis cenu. Your room bein in the tenth story, it will
. ;nua.dnihrtobeshownupthere."
“How much do you ax a man for breathin in this equi-




to meet a friend 7 did he hav a entensiv acquaintance among
poor young widders whose husbands was in Californy? To all L
of which questions the Prints perlitely replide, givin me to
understan that the Emperor was behavin well.

“] ax these questions, my royal duke and most noble
higness and imperials, becaws I'm anxious to know how he
stands as a man. I know he’s smart. He is cunnin, he is
- long-heded, he is deep—he is grate. But onless he is good
-'-_\h'ﬂmdoﬂwithamshonedthesedaysmﬁﬂﬁ
" Bonyparts will be Bustid up agin. Bet yer life!”
~ #Air you a preacher, sir?” he inquired slitely sarkasticul.
#No sir. But I bleeve in morality, I likewise bleeve in

Meetin Houses and where preachers is never seen, and I'll
show you a place where old hats air stuffed into broken
winders, where the children air dirty and ragged, where gates
have no hinges, where the wimin are slipshod, and where

shirt-bosums with tobacco-jooce |  That’s what I'll show you.
Let us consider what the preachers:do for us before we
aboose 'em.”

He sed he didn’t mean to aboose the clergy. Not atall,
~and he was happy to see that I was interested in the Dony-
- part family,
“J¢s a grate family,” sed I “But they scooped the old

maps of the devil's “wild land” air painted upon men’'s

' Meetin Houses. Show me a place where there isnt any

e

e
"
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Yo INTERVIEW WITH PRINCE NAPOLEON,

- “Napoleon the Grand. The Britishers scooped him at
- Waterloo. He wanted to do too much, and he did it They

scooped him in at Waterloo, and he subsekently died at St.

Heleny | There’s where the gratest military man this world

. ever projuced pegged out. It was rather hard to consine

such a man as him to St. Heleny, to spend his larst days in
~ catchin mackeril, and walkin up and down the dreary beach

in a military cloak drawn titely round him (see picter-books),

* butso it was. ‘Hed of the Army I’ Them was his larst
~ words. So he had bin. He was grate! Don’t I wish we
had a pair of his old boots to command sum of our

Brigades 1

- nispkased}mme,andhetmkmewamﬁyhythehand'

: “Alexander the Grate was punkins,” I continnered, “ but

- Napoleon was punkinser! Alic. wept becaws there was no

- more worlds to scoop, and then took to drinkin. He

- drowndid his sorrers in the flowin bole, and the flowin bole
was too much for him. It ginerally is. He undertook to
£ive a snake exhibition in his boots, but it killed him. That

~ was abad joke on Alic 1”

~ “Since you air so solicitous about France and the Em-
im,myl:skyouhowyuurmcounuyisgetﬁng
along ?” sed Jerome, in a pleasant voice.

. “Ifsmixed” I sed. “But I think we shall cum out all
 right” _
~ “Columbus, when he diskivered this magnificent con-

tinent, could hav had no idee of the grandeur it would cne
iy assoom,” sed the Prints.




INTERVIEW WITH PRINCE NAPOLEON.

“jt, and who wouldn't hav seceded, nor rebelled, nor knockt
Liberty in the hed with a slungshot. Columbus wasn't
much of a feller, after all. It would hav bin money in my .
pocket if he'd staid to home. Chris. ment well, but he put.
his foot in it when he saled for America.” i

We talked sum more about matters and things, and
larst I riz to go. “I will now say good bye to you, noble
sir, and good luck to you. Likewise the same to Clotildy.

Also to the gorgeous persons which compose your soot,
the Emperor’s boy don't like livin at the Tooleries, whenhe
gits older, and would like to imbark in the show bizniss, let
him come with me and Pil make a man of him. You ;
us sumwhat mixed, as I before obsarved, but come
next year and you'll find us clearer nor ever. The Ar
Eagle has lived too sumptuously of late —his st
becum foul, and he’s takin a slite emetic. That's all. Wi
gettin ready to strike a big blow and a sure one. When
do strike the fur will fly and secession will be in the hands
the undertaker, sheeted for so deep a grave that nothin
of Gabriel's trombone will ever awaken it! Mind
say. You've heard the showman ey g

Then advisin him to keep away from the Peter I
auctions of the East, and the proprietors of corner-lo

theWest,Ibidhimh:enB.andmtam. g

There was a levee at Senator What's-his-name’s, @ 10
thought I'd jine in the festivities for a spell. Who &
I see but she that was Sarah Watkins, now the

Congresser, trippin in the dance, dressed up to kil in ]
store close. Sarah’s father use to keep a little
in our town and she used to dlerk it for him in
1 was rushin up to shake hands with her %

¥
L Y




" “cant you measure me a quart of them best melasses ? I
| may want a codfish, also !” I guess this reminded her of
 the little red store, and “ the days of her happy childhood.”

. ButIfell in with a nice little gal after that, who was much
weeter than Sally’s father’s melasses, and I axed her if we
mgﬁdeinthemusydance. She sed we should, and
e Glode.

1 intended to make this letter very seris, but a few goaks
ly have accidentally crept in. Never mind. Besides, I
it improves a komick paper to publish a goak once in

Yours Muchly,
WARD, (ARTEMUS,)

L
A JUVENILE COMPOSITION.
e ON THE ELEPHANT.
Elephant is the most largest Annymile in the whole
. He eats hay and kakes. You must not give the
it Tobacker, becoz if you do he will stamp his grate
to you and kill you fatally Ded. Some folks

3




Clum up beside of him
And sguatted down by ke,

MARION :

A ROMANCE OF THE FRENCH SCHOOL,

L
—, Friday, ——, 1860
On the sad sea shore! Always to hear the moaning of
se dismal waves !

Listen. I will tell you my story—my story of love, of
nisery, of black despair,
I am a moral Frenchman.
~ She whom I adore, whom I adore still, is the wife of a fat
Marquis—a lop-eared, blear-cyed, greasy Marquis. A man
- without soul. A man without sentiment, who cares naught

e dashed past me in her coupd. I saw her but a
nent—perhaps only an instant—but she took me cap-
then and there, forevennore,

s s




she came to notice, to smile upon me. Mymottomu
avant! That is a French word. Igotatoutcithebatkput\ :
of Worcester's Dictionary.

1L

She wrote me that I might come and see her at her own
house. Oh, joy, joy unutterable, to see her at her own :
house !

I went to see her after nightfall, in the soft moonlight. 3
She came down the graveled walk to meet me, on this
beautiful midsummer night—came to me in pure white, her
golden hair in splendid disorder—strangely bu.uufu!, yu

in tears |

She told me her fresh grievances. 2

The Marquis, always a despot, had latterly misused M
most vilely.

That very morning, at breakfast, he had cursed I'heﬁdi--
balls and sneered at the pickled onions. =N

She is a good cook. The neighbours will tell you so.
to be told by the base Marquis—a man who, previous to
marriage, had lived at the cheap eating-houses—to be
by him that her manner of frying fishballs was a failu
was too much. : n

Her tears fell fast. I too wept. I mixed my sobs
her'n. “Fly with me !” 1 cried. ;

Her lips met mine. I held her in my anms. I felt
Lreath upon my cheek! It was Hunkey. ;

“Fly with me. To New York! I will write ro
the Sunday papers—real French romances, with
them. My style will be appreciated. Shop g
mercantile persons will adare it, and I um:'{
with my ready pen” :

1y e




TOUCHING LETTER.
Ere she could reply—ere she could articulate har"
her husband, the Marquis, crept snake-like upon me.

kicked me into the street.
1 did not return. How could I? I, soetherul,lol'dl

soul, of sentiment, of sparkling originality! He, so grea,

practical, so lop-eared ! [
Had I returned, the creature would have kicked me a

SoIle&Pamforthlsplace—thuphce,mw,
dismal

Ah me |
Oh dear!

TOUCHING LETTER FROM A GORY MEM]
OF THE HOME GUARD.

~—— BROADWAY, D, 10,

DEAR FATHER AND Ho’rm

Stars and Stnpes,md,dut- ,
'l? Tcﬂﬁu&mﬂuﬂmnd«:mﬁﬂ



EAST SIDE THEATRICALS,

EAST SIDE THEATRICALS.

TuHE Broadway houses have given the public immense quan-
tities of Central Park, Seven Sisters, Nancy Sykes and J.
~ Cade. 1 suppose the Broadway houses have done this
chiefly because it has paid them, and so I mean no disrespect
when I state that to me the thing became rather stale. I
. sighed for novelty. A man may stand stewed veal for
- several years, but banquets consisting exclusively of stewed
weal would become uninteresting after a century or so. A
man would want something else. The least particular man,
it seems to me, would desire to have his veal “biled,” by
way of a change. So I, tired of the thread-bare pieces at
the Broadway houses, went to the East Side for something
fresh. 1 wanted to see some libertines and brigands. I
~ wanted to see some cheerful persons identified with the
- blacksmith and sewing-machine interests triumph over those
libertines and brigands, in the most signal manner. I wanted,
in short, to see the Downfall of Vice and Triumph of Virtue,
“That was what ailed me. And so I went to the East Side.
~ Poor Jack Scott is gone, and Jo. Kirby dies no moie on
the East Side. They've got the blood and things over there,
but alas! they're deficient in lungs. The tragedians in the
ery and Chatham street of to-day dont start the shingles
the roof as their predecessors, now cold and stiff in death,
to when they threw themselves upon their knees at the




: EAST SIDE THEATRICALS. _
used to vend second-hand clothes, and regretting that he b
not continued in that comparatively honorable vocation
instead of sinking to his present position ;—wondering if Jo.
Kirby would ever consent, if he were alive, to die wrapped
up in a Secession flag !—gazing admiringly upon the un-
ostentatious sign-board which is suspended in front of the__
Hon. Izzy Lazarus’s tavern ;—glancing, wondering and gazing
thus, I enter the Old Chatham theatre. The pit is full, but
people fight shy of the boxes. A
The play is about a servant-girl, who comes to the metro-
polis from the agricultural districts, in short skirts, speckled
hose, and a dashing little white hat, gaily decked with pretty
pink ribbons—that being the style of dress invariably worn
by servant-girls from the interior. She is accompanied by
a chaste young man in a short-tailed red coat, who, being

- very desirous of protecting her from the temptations of a ..

- large city, naturally leaves her in the street and goes off
 somewhere. Servant-girl encounters an elderly female, who
- seems to be a very nice sort of person indeed, but the young

man in a short-tailed coat comes in and thrusts the elderly s
~ female aside, calling her “a vile hag.” This pleases the pit, ~
~ which is ever true to virtue, and it accordingly cries, “Hil
hi! hit”? ;
A robber appears. The idea of a robber, in times like
- these, is rather absurd. The most adroit robber would eke 2
- out a miserable subsistence if he attempted to follow his pro-
fession now-a-days. I should prefer to publish a daily paper
in Chelsea. Nevertheless, here is a robber. He has been
playing poker with his “ dupe,” but singularly enough the
‘dupe has won all the money. This displeases the robber,
nditmrstohun that he will kill the dupe, He accord~
sticks him. The dupe staggers, falls, says “ Dearest
% . 3 TSR




=518 EAST SIDE THEATRICALS.
gentleman with a weed on his hat, in the boxes. states that
the price of green smelts is five cents a quart. This
announcement is not favorably received by the pit, several
members of which come back at the weeded individual with
some advice in regard to liquidating a long-standing account
for beans and other refreshments at an adjacent restaurant.
The robber is seized with remorse, and says the money
which he has taken from the dupe’s pockets, “scorches”
him. Robber secks refuge in a miser's drawing-room, where
he stays for “seven days” There is a long chest, full of
money and diamonds, in the room. The chest is unlocked,
but misers very frequently go off and leave long chests full of
money unlocked in their drawing rooms, for seven days ; and
this robber was too much of a gentleman to take advantage
of this particular miser's absence. By-and-by the miser
- returns, when the robber quietly kills him and chucks him
- in the chest. “Slecp with your gold, old man!” says.
the bold robber, as he melodramatically retreats—retreats
- to a cellar, where the servant girl resides. Finds that she
. was formerly his gal, when he resided in the rural districts,
- and regrets having killed so many persons, for if so be ha
hadn't he might marry her and settle down, whereas now
ke can't do it, as he says he is “unhappy.” But he gives
hr a ring—a ring he had stolen from the dupe—and flics,
: y the dupe, who has come to life in a singular

mﬂythmmmlmnner,nbmughtmtotbecenar--
discovers the ring upon the servant gitl's finger—servant
states that she is innocent, and the dupe, with the
k that he sees his mother, dies, this time positively
e Smantmﬂnu&mtoNewgne,whi&q




SOLILOQUY OF A LOW THIEF.

save the servant girl. He drinks a vial of poison, says
sees Jkis mother, and dies to slow fiddling. Servant -
throws herself upon him wildly, and the virtuous young
party in a short-tailed coat comes in and assists in the
tableau. Robber tells the servant girl to take the party in
the short-tailed coat and be happy—repeats that he sees his
mother (they always do), and dies again. Cries of “Hil
hil hi!” and the weeded gentleman reiterates the price d.w )
green smelts, ‘L
Not a remarkably heavy plot, but quite as bulky as the
plots of the Bmadway sensation pieces. -

SOLILOQUY OF A LOW THIEF.

My name is Jim Griggins. I'm a low thief, My pas
was ignorant folks, and as poor as the shadder of a b
pole. My advantages for gettin’ a eddycation was exce
limited. I growed up in the street, quite loose and
miskis, you see, and took to vice because I had nothing
to take to, and because nobody had never given me a
at virtue, i

I'm in the penitentiary. Iwassenthmmctm
. priggin’ a watch. I served out my time, and now I
ng:n,thsnmefarswahnafewmﬁgnlﬁmntm

Ishallalwaysblamemypmmﬁrm” l




.s'wmmm OoF COWALLIS

-. been such an onslaught upon gingerbread carts. Never
New England rum (for this was™before Neal Dow’s day)
d so freely. And W——'s farr daughters, who mounted

| scarred heroes, who had fought gallantly at Monmouth and
' a‘kbn These brave sons of 76 took no partmthe

sre dry, all they had to do was to sing out to Sile’s boy,
, ®a leetle New Englan’ this way, if yox please.” It

precisely g o'clock, by the schoolmaster’s new “ Lepeen”
h, the American and British forces marched on to the
¢ green and placed themselves in battle array,
nding the spectator of the time when

% Brave Wolf drew up his men

In a style most pretty,
On the Plains of Abraham
_ Before the city.”
character of Washington had been assigned to’Squire
. well-to-do and influential farmer, while that of
had been given to the village lawyer, a kind-
Hmbupmpmspmon,whmnmm(:aleb

_'Mth Washington of ‘the occasion, had met
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he sham fight commenced. Bang! bang! bang! from
1e Americans—bang ! bang! bang ! from the British. The
s were kept hotly up until the powder gave out,and
~came the order to charge. Hundreds of wooden
ets flashed fiercely in the sunlight, each soldier taking
ve good care not to hit anybody.

 “Thaz (hic) right,” shouted Washington, who during the
oting had been racing his horse wildly up and down the
“tha: right! Gin it to 'em! Cut their tarnal heads
off 1

“On Romans !” shrieked Cornwallis, who had once seen
2 theatrical performance and remembered the heroic appeals
ﬂ:e Thespian belligerents, “on to the fray! No sleep

Let eout all their bowels,”
down with taxation on tea 1”

- The fighting now ceased, the opposing forces were pro-
perly arranged, and Cornwallis, dismounting, prepared to
present his sword to Washington according to programme.
As he walked slowly towards the Father of His Country he
rehearsed the little speech he bad committed for the ocea-
sion, while the illustrious being who was to hear it was
making desperate efforts to keep in his saddle. Now he
would wildly brandish his sword and narrowly escape cutting
off his horse’s ears, and then he would fall suddenly forward
on to the steed's neck, grasping the mane as drowning men
seize hold of straws. He was giving an inimitable represent-
ation of Toodles on horseback. All idea of the magnitude
of the occasion had left him, and when he saw Cornwallis
approaching, with slow and stately step, and sword-hilt
‘extended toward him, he inquired,

% What-'n d}vil yox want, any (hic) how ?”

“ General Washington,” said Cornwallis, in dignified and

yelled Washington, “and

SR i R
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124 SURRENDER OF CORNWALLIS.

impressive tones, “I tender you my sword. 1 need not
inform you, Sir,

The speech was Lere cut suddenly short by Washington,
who, driving the spurs into his horse, playfully attempted to
run over the commander of the British forces. He was not
permitted to do this, for his aids, seeing his unfortunate
condition, seized the horse by the bridle, straightened
Washington up in his saddle, and requested Cornwallis to
proceed with his remarks.

“General Washington,” said Cornwallis, the British Lion
prostrates himself at the feet of the American Eagle! g

“ Eagle? EAGLE!” yelled the infuriated Washington -
rolling off his horse and hitting Cornwallis a frightful blow
on the head with the flat of his sword, “do you callme a
Eagle, you mean sneakin cuss?” He struck him again,
sending him to the ground, and said, “ I'll learn you to call
me a Eagle, you infernal scoundrel !”

Cornwallis remained upon the ground only a moment.
Smarting from the blows he had received, he arose with an

entirely unlooked-for recuperation on the part of the fallen, B

and in direct defiance of historical example ; in spite of the
men of both nations, indeed, he whipped the Immortal

Washm.gmn until he roared for mercy.
The Americans, at first mortified and indignant at tho'
conduct of their chief, nowbegantnsympathmew:thbm:.'
d resolved to whip their mock foes in earnest. They




: THE WIFE, 12
Washington was confined to his house for sevudvheﬁ,

but he recovered at last. For a time there was a coolness-

between himself and Cornwallis, but they finally concluded
to join the whole county in laughing about the surrender.
~ They live now. Time, the “artist,” has thoroughly white-

washed their heads, but they are very jolly stil. On town

mecting days the old ’Squire always rides down to the
- village, In the hind part of his vcnerable yellow wagon is

-always a bunch of hay, ostensibly for the old white horse,
but really to hide a glass bottle from the vulgar gaze. This
bottle has on one side a likencss of Lafayette, and upon the
other may be seen the Goddess of Liberty. What the bottle
contains inside I cannot positively say, but it is true that

- 'Squire Wood and Lawyer Jones visit that bottle very
frequently on town meeting days and come back looking
~ quite red in the face. When this redness in the face becomes

‘of the blazing kind, as it gencrally does by the time the polls 5

"c!m,uhondmloguehkemsmybehmd

- “We shall never play surrender again, Lawyer Jones!®

~ “Them days is over *Squire Wood |”

- And then they laugh and jocoscly punch each other in the

THE WIFE,

Home they brought her warrior dead &
. She nor swooned, nor uttered cry.
All her maidens, watching, said,
# She must weep or she will die.”

: N&m:uoduciggg_nd story like thefonwhg 5
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may be questioned ; but it so beautifully illustrates the firm-
ness of woman when grief and despair have taken possession
of “the chambers of her heart,” that we cannot refrain from
relating it.

Lucy M-— loved with all the ardor of a fond and faithful
wife, and when he upon whom she had so confidingly leaned
was stolen from her by death, her friends and companions
said Lucy would go'mad. Ah, how little they knew her !

. Gazing for the last time upon the clay-cold features of her
departed husband, this young widow—beautiful even in her
grief : so ethereal to look upon and yet so firm !—looking for

the last time upon the dear familiar face, now cold and still

in death—Oh, looking for the last, last time—she rapidly put
on her bonnet, and thus addressed the sobbing gentlemen
who were to act as pall-bearers : “ You pall-bearers just go

into the buttery and get some rum, and we'll start this nan
right along |*




ARTEMUS WARD.
His Travels,

L
A WAR MEETING.

DUR complaint just now is war meetin’s. 'I‘hey’vebmhvh
'em bad in varis parts of our cheerful Republic, and natrally
we caught ’em here in Baldinsville. They broke out all ¢
us, They're better attended than the Eclipse was.

I remember how people poured into our town last Spi
. to see the Eclipse. Theyhboredinmampmﬁa

~ they couldn't see it to home, and so they came up to

~ place. I cleared a very handsome amount of money
~ hibitin’ the Eclipse to ’em, in an open-top tent. But

- crowds is bigger now. Posey Cou.nty is aroused. I




A WAR MEETING.

. writer. Folks in these parts will not soon forgit how he used
up the Eagle of Freedom, a family journal published at Snoot-
vills, near here. The controversy was about a plank road.
% The road may be, as our contemporary says, a humbug ;
but oxr aunt isn’t bald-heded, and we haven’t got a one-eyed
sister Sal! Wonder if the Editor of the Eagle of Freedom
sees it?” This used up the Eagle of Freedom feller, because
his aunt’s head does present a skinn’d appearance, and his
sister Sarah is very much oneeyed. For a genteel home-
thrust, Mr. Slinkers has few ekals. He is a man of great
pluck likewise. He has a fierce nostril, and 1 blieve, upon
my soul, that if it wasn't absolootly necessary for him to
remain here and announce in his paper, from week to week,
that “our Gov'ment is about to take vig'rous measures to
put down the rebellion”—I blieve, upon my soul, this
illustris man would enlist as a Brigadier Gin'ral, and git his

_ lmﬁ:in’my:lfuptoaﬂendthegrutmmeeﬁn’,
~ when my daughter entered with a young man who was
~ evijently from the city, and who wore long hair, and had a
~ wild expression into his eye. In one hand he carried a port-

folio, and his other paw claspt a bunch of small brushes.
My daughter introduced him as Mr. Sweibier, the dis-
' tinguished landscape painter from Philadelphy.

- “Heis a artist, papa. Here is one of his masterpieces—a
young mother gazin’ admirin’ly upon her first-born,” and my.
 daughter showed me a really pretty picter, done inile. “Is
it not beautiful, papa? He throws so much soul into his

work” . vl g

‘Does he? does he?” said I—“well, 1 reckon I'd b

h our fence. It needs i What

s
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you charge, sir,” I continued, “to throw some soul intomy
fence ?”

My daughter went out of the room in very short meeter,
takin’ the artist with her, and from the emphatical manner
in which the door slam’d, I concluded she was summut dis-
gusted at my remarks. She closed the door, I may say, in g
#alics. 1 went into the closet and larfed all alone by myself g
for gver half an hour. I larfed so vi'lently that the preserve ¥
sars rattled like a cavalry offisser’s sword and things, which =
it aroused my Betsy, who came and opened the door pretty
suddent. She seized me by the few lonely hairs that still
linger sadly upon my bare-footed hed, and dragged me out
of the clgset, incidentally obsarving that she didn’t exactly

sce why she should be compelled, at her advanced stageof I

life, to open an assylum for sooperanooated idiots. =
My wife is one of the best wimin on this continent, althe

she isn't always gentle as a lamb, with mint sauce. No, not 4
always, B =

—

But to return to the war meetin, It was largely attended.
The Editor of the Bugle arose and got up and said the fact
could no longer be disguised that we were involved in a war.
“Human gore,” said he, “is flowin’. Al able-bodied men
should seize a musket and march to the tented field. 1 repeat
it, sir, to the tented field.”

A voice—“Why don't you go yourself, you old blowhard ?*

“I am identified, young man, with a Arkymedian leaver
-which moves the world,” said the Editor, wiping his auburn
brow with his left coat-tail ; I allude, young man, to
press. Terms, two dollars a year, invariably in ad
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~ ina naberin’ place. Mr. Hinkins said Washington was not
safe. Who can save our national capeetle ?

 “Dan Setchell” I said. “He can do it afternoons.

Let him plant his light and airy form onto the Long Bridge,
" make faces at the hirelin’ foe, and they’ll skedaddle! Old
- Setch can do it.”

“] call the Napoleon of Showmen,” said the Editor of the
Bugle—* I call that Napoleonic man, whose life is adorned
with so many noble virtues, and whose giant mind lights up
this warlike scene—1I call him to order.”

I will remark, in this connection, that the editor of the
Bugle does my job printing.

- “You” said Mr. Hinkins, “who live away from the busy
Baunts of men do not comprehend the magnitood of the
~ erisis. ‘The busy haunts of men is where people comprehend
this crisis. 'We who live in the busy haunts of men—that is
- tosay, we dwell, as it were, in the busy haunts of men.”

~ “I really trust that the gentTman will not fail to say
suthin’ about the busy baunts of men, before he sits down,”

“1 claim the right to express my sentiments here,” said
Mr, Hinkins, in a slightly indignant tone, “and I shall




- make people slocp pmy mdusmously
- “] am willin’ to inlist for one,” he said.

“What's your weight, parson ?” I asked.

“A hundred and sixty pounds,” he said.

“Well, yoummhsta.sahnndredandsmypoundsd
morphine, your dooty bein’ to stand in the hospitals artera
battle, and preach while the surgical operations is bein’
performed ! Think how much you'd save the Gov'ment in
morphine.”

He didn’t seem to see it ; but he made a good speech, and
the editor of the Bugle rose to read the resolutions, com-
mencin’ as follers :

Resolved, That we view with anxiety the fact that there is
~ now a war goin’ on, and %

- Resolved, That we believe Stonewall Jackson sympathizes
* with the secession movement, and that we hope the nine-
- months men—

At this point he was interrupted by the sounds of silvery
footsteps on the stairs, and a party of wimin, carryin’ guns
and led by Betsy Jane, who brandish’d a loud and raxtlm'
. umbereller, burst into the room.

“ Here,” cried I, “are some nine-months wimin !”

«Mrs, Ward” said the editor of the Bugle —“Mrs.
Ward, and ladies, what means this extr'ord'n’ry demonstra-
tion ?” ;

%1t means,” said that remarkable female, “that you men
air makin’ fools of yourselves. War meetin’s is very nice in
their way, but they don't keep Stonewall Jackson from
comin’ over to Maryland and helpin’ himself to the fattest
beef critters.  What we want is more cider and less talk.
: mm’tymahh-bodledmnmstopspuechifymg,!w‘
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ftin’ ; otherwise you can stay to home and take keer of the
~ children, while we wimin will go to the wars !” _
~ “GentPmen,” said I, “that’s my wife! Go in, old gal!”
~ and I throw’d up my ancient white hat in perfeck rapters.

%5 this roll-book to be filled up with the names of men
~ or wimin'?” she cried.

~ “With men—with men !” and our quoty was made up
 that very night.

 There is a great deal of gas about these war meetin’s. A
- meetin’, in fact, without gas, would be suthin' like the play
~ of Hamlet with the part of Othello omitted.

- Still believin’ that the Goddess of Liberty is about as well
- sot up with as any young lady in distress could expect to
- be,Iam
: Yours more’'n anybody elses,

1L
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- Deeply grateful for the onexpected honor thus confued

on me, I shall feel compeld to resign the position in

r of sum more worthy person. Modesty is what ails
- That's what's kept me under,
meanter-say, I shall hav to resign tt'l'mdrafwdevey
I've bin inrold. I must now, furrinstuns, be inrold
of 2oo different towns. lt’I'dkeptontnvdin'I--.
MybeoomaBngads,mwhch case I
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of me before. Dut, serisly, I concluded to stop exhibitin’,
and made tracks for Baldinsville.

My only daughter threw herself onto my boosum, and,
said, “It is me, fayther! I thank the gods!®

She reads the Ledger.

“Tip us yer bunch of fives, old faker |” said Artemus, Jr.
Ha= reads the Clipper. e

My wife was to the sowin’ circle. I knew she and the
wimin folks was havin’ a pleasant time slanderin’ the females :_,'
of the other sowin’ circle (which likewise met that arternoon,
and was doubtless enjoyin’ theirselves ekally well in slan-
derin’ the fust-named circle), and I didn’t send for her, I '
allus like to see people enjoy theirselves. ;

My son Orgustus was playin’ onto a floot. s

Orgustus is a ethereal cuss. The twins was bildm'eohn
houses in a korner of the kitchin’,

it 'ud go hard with the old man to lose any lamb of the
An old bachelor is a poor critter, He may have hearn:
skylark or (what’s nearly the same thing) Miss
and Catlotty Patti sing; he may have hearn Ole
fiddle, and ail the Dodworths toot, an' yet he don't
nothin’ about music—the real, ginuine thing—the music
the laughter of happy, well-fed children! And you maya
the father of sich children home to dinner, feelin’ werry
therell be no-spoons missin’ when he goes away.
fathers never drop tin five-cent pieces into the
box, nor palm shoe-pegs off onto blind hosses
skedaddle to British sile when their country’s i
nordoanytbingwhichismaﬂymn,'; n't me
mate that the old bachelor is up to little
mtatan—butlmpeat,he'sapwr




 for bein’ here at all  The happy marrid man dies in good
e  stile at home, surrounded by his weeping wife and children.
1.-, The old bachelor don’t die at all—he sort of rots away, like a

~ pollywog’s tail.

My townsmen were sort o' demoralized. There was a
- evident desine to ewade the Draft, as I obsarved with sorrer,
~ and patritism was below Par—and #ar, too. [A jew desprit.]
~ T hadn’t no sooner sot down on the piazzy of the tavoun than
- 1 saw sixteen solitary hossmen, ridin’ four abreast, wendin’
- their way up the street.
“What's them? Is it calvary?®
~ “That,” said the landlord, "1s the stage. Sixteen able-
. bodied citizens has lately bo't the stage line ‘tween here and
Scotsburg. That's them. They're stage-drivers. Stage-
drivers is exempt !”
- 1 saw that each stage-driver carried a letter in his left
“The mail s hevy, to-day,” said the landlord. * Gin'rally
y don’t have more'n half a dozen letters tween em. To-
 they've got one apiece! Bile my lights and liver I*

~_"Theu ain’t any, skacely, now-a-days,” said the landlord,
- “and what few there is, very much prefier to walk, the roads

"’lm’tzn,"hnsed,shahn his hed in a wise way.,
I should delight to wade in gore, but my
country bids me stay at home. Iti:impennivdy_'
Mlmhemﬁnrtb&pupmof_" '




Schwazey, a leadin’ citizen in a state of mind which showed
that he’d bin histin’ in more’n his share of pizen. Rl -
“Hello, old Beeswax,” he bellered ; “ How's yer grand-
mams? When you goin’ to feed your stuffed animils#*
“What's the matter with the eminent physician?® l

pleasantly inquized.

“This,” he said; “this is what's the matter. l'm- a }
habitooal drunkard ! 1'm exempt I” A

o Jeg so.ﬂ

“Do you see them beans, old man ? and hepmtadlnl
plate before him. “ Do you see ’em * z

“Ido. They are a cheerful fruit when used tempritly.”

“Well,” said he, “I hain't eat anything since last weele
1 eat beans now decanse I eat beans Zhen. lmmixm-‘
vittles I

“Iv's quite proper you should eat a little suthin’ once in

while,” I said. “It’s a good idee to occasionally instruct the

stummick that it mustn’t depend excloosively on licker forits

sustainance.”
“ A blessin’,” he cried ; “a blessin’ onto the hedd'ﬁg i

man what inwented beans., A blessin’ onto his hed!” '
“Which his name is Gilson! He's a first far

Bostin,” said I,

—

This is a speciment of how things was goin’in
. of residence.
A few was true blue. The schoolmaster was :
He greeted me warmly. He said I was wel
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master, He is evidently a young man of far more than
ord'nary talents,

The schoolmaster proposed we should git up a mass
meetin’. The meetin’ was largely attended. We held it in
the open air, round a roarin’ bonfire.

The schoolmaster was the first orator. He's pretty good
on the speak. He also writes well, his composition bein’
seldom marred by ingrammatticisms. He said this in-
_ activity surprised him. “What do you expect will come of
- this kind of doin’s? Nkl fit—>"

“ Hooray for Nihil!” I interrupted. * Fellow-citizens, let's
giv three cheers for Nihil, the man who fit!”

The schoolmaster turned a little red, but repeated—
“Nikil fit”

' “Exactly,” I said. “Nihil f# He wasn't a strategy
feller.”
~ “Our venerable friend,” said the schoolmaster, smilin’
- pleasantly, “isn’t posted in Virgil.”
~ “No, Idon't know him. But if he’s a able-bodied man
- he must stand his little draft.” :
- The schoolmaster wound up in eloquent style, and the
subscriber took the stand.
1 said the crisis had not only cum itself, but it had brought

its relations. It has cum, I said, with a evident intention.
makin' us a good long visit, It's goin’ to take off its

and stop with us. My wife says so too, This isa

war. For those who like this war, it’s just such a kind 3

as they like. Tl bet ye. My wife says

{8
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were. My wife says so too. [I got a little mixed up here,
but they didn’t notice it. Keep mum.] Feller citizens, it
will be a proud day for this Republic when Washington is
safe. My wife says so too.

The editor of the Bugle-Horn of Liberty here arose and
said; “I do not wish to intenupt the gentleman, buta =
important despatch has just bin rececived at the telegraph 5 ‘5
office here. I will read it. It is as follows : Gov'ment is =
about to take vigorous measures to put down the rebelliom!® 58
[Loud applause.] i

That, said I, is cheering. That's soothing. Anqubmg- e
ton will be safe. [Sensation.] Phﬂadelphia is safe. Gen.
Patterson’s in Philadelphia. But my heart bleeds particly
for Washington. My wife says so too. .

There's money enough. No trouble about momey. They've
got a lot of first-class bank-note engravers at Washington
(which place, I regret to say, is by no means safe) who turn
out two or three cords of money a day—good money, too.
Goes well. These bank-note engravers make good wages.
I expect they lay up property. They are full of  Union
sentiment. There is considerable Union sentiment in Vir-
ginny, more specially among the honest farmers of th
Shenandoah valley, My wife says so too.

Then it isn’t money we want. But we do want men,
we must have them. We must carry a whirlwind of A
among the foe. We must crush the ungrateful rebels

~ are poundin’ the Goddess of Liberty over the
slung-shots, and stabbin’ her with stolen knives !
- lick ’em quick. Wemhmaw v
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~ down, we go down with her. Hence we must all fight It
" gin't no use to talk now about who cawsed the war. That's
played out. The war is upon us—upon us all—and we must
. all fight We cant “reason” the matter with the foe.
~ When, in the broad glare of the noonday sun, a speckled
~ jackass boldly and maliciously kicks over a peanut-stand,
" do we “reason” with him? I guess not. And why “reason”
' jﬁ&mmhasmmlewhommtokmkom
" the Republic? Betsy, my wife, says so too.
 The meetin’ broke up with enthusiasm. We shan’t drafl
in Baldinsville if we can help it.

L.
THINGS IN NEW YORK

&Juwthﬁ:ﬂystfonhthaathncnmsdmyshow—umw, ,"‘
] nnhmobmve,ﬂ:nconmmmylmn"ddmﬁl, '
'mofwhnchhaguaBanﬁfulMonL
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down. That house, which was rendered memoriable by my
livin’ into it, is “parsin’ away! parsin’ away !” But some of ©
the timbers will be made into canes, which will be soldtomy
admirers at the low price of one dollar each. Thus is
changes goin’ on continerly, In the New World it is war—
in the Old World Empires is totterin’ & Dysentaries is =
crumblin’. These canes is cheap at a dollar.

Sammy Booth, Duane Street, sculps my hanbills, & he's a
artist. He studid in Rome—State of New York.

I'm here to read the proof-sheets of my haubils as fast as
they’re sculpt. You have to watch these ere printers puﬂy
close, for they're jest as apt to spel a wurd rong as anyhow. -

But I have time to look round sum & how do I find "" +-
things? I return to the Atlantic States after a :hlenonﬂ ;
ten months, & what State do I find the country in? Why
don't know what State I find itin. Suffice it to say, that !
do not find it in the State of New Jersey. 4

I find sum things that is cheerin’, particly the resolve m ;
the wimin of America to stop wearin’ furrin goods, :

I never meddie with my wife’s things. She may w— k
muslin from Greenland's icy mountins, and bombazeen from
Injy’s coral strands, if she wants to; but I'm glad to
R that that superior woman has peeled off all her
ol clothes and jumpt into fabrics of domestic manufactur,

B But, says sum folks, if you stop importin’ things y
the revenco. That's all rightt We can stand
Revenoo can. On the same principle ymmg !

DAL
T A
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great credit is doo the wimin for this patriotic move—and to

~_ qell the trooth, the wimin genrally know what they’re 'bout.

~ OF all the blessins they're the scothinist. If there’d never
‘bin any wimin, where would my children be to-day ?

Bat I hope this move will lead to other moves that air
just as much needed, one of which is a genral and thurrer
~ curtainment of expenses all round. The fact is we air

‘gettin’ ter’bly extravagant, and onless we paws in our mad
career in less than two years the Goddess of Liberty will
be seen dodgin into a Pawn Broker’s shop with the other
gown dune up in a bundle, even if she don’t have to Spout
the gold stars in her head-band. Let us all take hold jintly,
. and live and dress centsibly, like our forefathers, who know'd

~ moren we do, if they warnt quite so honest | (Suttle goaketh),
 There air other cheerin’ signs. We don't, for instuns, lack
~ great Gen'rals, and we certinly don't lack brave sojers—but

~ there’s one thing I wish we did lack, and that is our present

Congress.

. 1 venture to say that if you sarch the earth all over with
~ a ten-hoss power mikriscope, you wont be able to find such
“another pack of poppycock gabblers as the present Congress

- Gentlemen of the Senit & of the House, you've sot there
and draw'd your pay and made summer-complaint speeches
 long enufl. The country at large, incloodin’ the undersined,
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day I delib'ritly voted for Henry Clay. Iadmit that Henry
is dead, but inasmuch as we don’t seem to have a live states- i
man in our National Congress, let us by all means have a
23 first-class corpse.

W ' Them who think that a cane made from the timbers of

{g»." the house I once boarded in is essenshal to their happiness, e
4 should not delay about sendin’ the money right on for one.

%i o And now, with a genuine hurrar for the wimin who air
A .

Lol goin' to abandin furrin goods, and another for the patriotic ol
Tl everywheres, I'll leave public matters and indulge in a little
pleasant family gossip,
My reported captur by the North American savijis of Utlh, ;
led my wide circle of friends and creditors to think that I
had bid adoo to earthly things and was a angel playin’ on &
golden harp. Hents my rival home was onexpected. i
It was 11, P. M., when I reached my homestid and knonh
a healthy knock on the door thereof,
A nightcap thrusted itself out of the front chamber !hﬂl{-' :
(It was my Betsy’s nightcap.) And a voice said :
“Who is it ?*
“Itis a Man !” I answered, in a gruff vois,
“1 don’t blieve it |” she sed. //!, ’
“Thencomcdmandmrchme.’lmplid. :
Then resumin’ my nat'ral voice, I said, “It h yn&‘
A W, Betsy! Sweet lady, wake ! Ever of thou !*
% Oh,” she said, “it's you, isit? I thought 1s
thing”
85 But the old girl was glad to see me.
~In the mornin’ 1 ﬁmnd"ﬂut
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~ “Glad to see you, Sir!” I replied in a hospittle vois
“Glad to see youw”

“He is an artist, father,” sed my child,

* A whichist ”

“An artist. A painter.”

“And glazier?® I askt. “Air you a painter and glasier,
sir?”
. My dauter and wife was mad, but I couldn’t Lelp it, I felt
- in a comikil mood.
“It is a wonder to me, Sir,” said the artist, *considerin’
- what a wide-spread reputation you have, that some of our
~ Eastern managers don't secure you.”
~ “It'sa wonder to me,” said I to my wife, “that somebody

don't secure him with a chain.”

After breakfast I went over to town to see my old friends,
“The editor of the Bugle greeted me cordyully, and showed

mmfnﬂeﬂnuﬂc&h‘dmmm&emm
the other side of the street : B
*We have recently put up in onroﬁicemmﬁrdyae' o
r;._link,of unique construction—with two holes through which
‘the soiled water may pass to the new bucket underneath*
‘What will the hell-hounds of the Advertiser say to this?
'-weshanmuemmaheimpmvmhufanum'_
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old man preached well, too, tho' his prayer was ruther
% lengthy. The Editor of the Bugle, who was with me, said
% that prayer would make fifteen squares, solid nonparil

; I don’t think of nothin’ more to write about.  So, ** Blleeve

5 me if all those endearing young charms,” &c., &c. ; :
RS,

i

i

"’ '.

IN CANADA. 3

I'st at present existin’ under a monikal from of Govment.
- 14 In other words I'm travelin’ among the crowned heds of
B Canady. They ai'n’t pretty bad people. On the omt'lyg;

e they air exceedin’ good people. .
Tl Troo, they air deprived of many blessins. They M o

any American Egil to onchain, and they hain't got a Fourt
of July to their backs. ;
Altho’tlmuamomhlformuf(}w‘ment,lmomhh
perceeve much moniky, I tried to git a piece in To

but failed to succeed. i,
Mrs. Victoria, who is Queen of England, and h
luxuries of the markets, incloodin’ game in its se
bothuhmelfmuchabon:&udy,bﬂhhuﬂu,
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accompanied by some other lords and dukes and generals
and those sort of things. He rode a little bay horse, and his
close wasn't any better than mine. You'll always notiss, by
the way, that the higher up in the world a man is, the less
good harness he puts on. Hence Gin'ral Halleck walks the
streets in plain citizen’s dress, while the second licutenant of
a volunteer regiment piles all the brass things he can find
onto his back, and drags a forty-pound sword after him.
Monk has been in the lord bisniss some time, and I under-
stand it pays, tho' I don’t know what a lord’s wages is. The
wages of sin is death and postage-stamps. But this has
nothing to do with Monk.
~ One of Lord Monk's daughters rode with him on the field.
- She has golden hair, a kind good face, and wore a red hat.
I should be very happy to have her pay me and my family a
visit at Baldinsville Come and bring your knittin’, Miss

Monk. Mrs. Ward will do the fair thing by you. She makes

the best slap-jacks in America. As a slap-jackist, she has no
ekal She wears the Belt.

~ What the review was all about, I don’t know. I havent
 a gigantic intelleck, which can grasp great questions at onct.
- I am not a Webster or a Seymour. I am not a Washington
~or a Old Abe. Fur fromit. Iam notas gifted a man as
‘Henry Ward Beecher, Even the congregation of Plymouth
Meetin™-House in Brooklyn will admit that. Yes, I should
think so. But while I don’t have the slitest idee as to what

y mmﬁ:r,l will state thatﬂ:eumlonbdpomjr,'
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city is bilt on a variety of perpendicler hills, each hill bein® :
trifle wuss nor tother one. Quebeck is full of stone walls,
.| and arches, and citadels and things. It is said no foe could
| ever git into Quebeck, and I guess they couldn't. And I
| don't see what they'd wanf to git in there for. i
Quebeck has scen lively times in a warlike way. The
French and Britishers had a set-to there in 1759. Jh
Wolfe commanded the latters, and Jo. Montcalm the
formers. Both were hunky boys, and fit nobly. But Welfe
was too many measles for Montcalm, and the French was
slew'd. Wolfe and Montcalin was both killed. In arter
years a common monyment was erected by the gen'rous
people onuebeck,mdedbyabuﬂyEarlnamedGm
Dalhousie, to these noble fellows. That was well done.
Durin’ the Revolutionary War B. Arnold made his way,
through dense woods and thick snows, from Maine to
Quebeck, which it was one of the hunkiest things W»'
done in the military line. It would have been better g =
B. Arnold’s funeral had come off immeditly on his arrival
there. i
On the Plains of Abraham there was onct some tall fiti
and ever since then there has been a great dmmulﬁ: -
bones of the slew'd on that there occasion. But the re
ginooine bones was long ago carried off, and now the b
make a hansum thing by cartin’ the bones of hosses
" sheep out there, and sellin’ em to mmhgu_:
towerists. Takin’ a perfessional view of this ¢
nythzhbetuyaguﬂnnf:hmym :
It reminded me of a hlphulbuﬂm .

-

W L=l
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~_any particler difference I substitooted the full-grown stattoo
of one of my distinguished piruts for the Boy Murderer.
One night I exhibited to a poor but honest audience in the
town of Stoncham, Maine. “This, ladies and gentlemen,”
said I, pointing my umbrella (that weapon which is indis-

. pensable to every troo American) to the stattoo, “this is a
- life-like wax figger of the notorious Henry Wilkins, who in
the dead of night murdered his Uncle Ephram in cold

~ blood. A sad warning to all uncles havin’ murderers for
nephews. When a mere child this Heary Wilkins was
- compelled to go to the Sunday-school. He carried no
Sunday-school book. The teacher told him to go home and

~ bring one. He went and returned with a comic song-book.

A depraved proceedin’”

“ But,” says a man in the audience, “when you was here
before your wax figger represented Henry Wilkins as a boy,

Now, Henry was hung, and yet you show him to us now as
2 full grown man! How’s that?”

,'.-":“Thaﬁggerhumd,sir—ithasgrowd,‘lmid.

A,

1 was angry. If it had been in these times I think T
b d have informed agin him as a traitor to his flag, and =~
" had him put in Fort Lafayette. $
 1sayadoo to Quebeck with regret. It is old fogyish, but
full of interest. Young gentlemen of a romantic tumn
mmmmma.u»mm’m'
Mﬁthu':mmy,hdhetmmw _
ier I like Canady. Good people and lots of pretty
lwwldn’tmmdwmin’mhﬁewnmhﬁc
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: Let's have the Union restored as it was, if we can; butif
e we can't, I'm in favor of the Union as if wasr’t, But the {
Union, anyhow. '{ Py

Gentlemen of the editorial corpse, if you would be happy
be virtoous | I, who am the emblem of virtoo, tell you so. v

= (Signed,)  “A. Wamn®
&

o

i v.

a:j THE NOBLE RED MAN,

R THE red man of the forest was form'ly a very nspoctfnl

= person. Justice to the noble aboorygine warrants me in
A5 sayin’ that orrigernerly he was a majestic cuss. 3

At the time Chris. arrove on these shores (lallmdhL :
Clris. Columbus), the savajis was virtoous and happy. S
They were innocent of secession, rum, draw-poker, and
sinfulness gin'rally,. They didn't discuss the slavery ques- =
tion as a custom. They had no Congress, faro ban
delirium tremens, or Associated Press. Their habits
consequently good. Late suppers, dyspepsy, gas ©
panies, thieves, ward politicians, pretty wu!.u\-‘id:,
other metropolitan refinements, were unknown
them. No savage in good standing would take
stamps. You couldn’t have bo't a coon skin with
of 'em. The female Abowygimmdhdi
tion, becaase she didn’t tie lunht u




THE SERENADE

him a warm meal and sent him home ore the ragin’ billers.
For the savages owned the country, and Columbus was a
fillibuster. Cortez, Pizarro, and Walker were one-horse
fillibusters—Columbus was a four-horse team fillibuster, and
a large yaller dog under the waggin. I say, in view of the
mess we are makin’ of things, it would have better for us if
Columbus had staid to home. It would have been better for

~ the show bisniss. The circulation of Panity Fair would be
larger, and the proprietors would all have boozum pins!
Yes, sir, and perhaps a ten-pin alley.

By which I don't wish to be understood as intimatin’ that
the scalpin’ wretches who are in the injin bisniss at the
present day are of any account, or calculated to make home
hppy specially the Sioxes of Minnesoty, who desarve to be

; * murdered in the first degree, and if Pope will only stay in
St. Paul, and not go near ’em Aimsel/; 1 reckon they will be.

Vi
THE SERENADE.
iﬁwcsin our town is workin'. The canal boat “Lucy
‘3" on” called in here the other day and reported all quiet on
‘abash. The “Lucy Ann” has adopted a new style of
'llght,intbashapenfamd-hndedgnlwhomnp 4
compass. It works well. ¥

n‘ﬁul:puhnbmtinmyhmhsm
1y Bdomhekﬁ!tookhiswhnﬁ
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¥and may startle 'em at fust, but they may conclood lo

< adopt it.” :
3 As several of our public men are constantly being surprised
with serenades, I concluded I'd be surprised in the same
way, so I made arrangements accordin’. I asked the Brass 8
Band how much they'd take to take me entirely by surprise ;’1. ‘
with a serenade. They said they'd overwhelm me with a -Ii'uj‘“
unexpected honor for seven dollars, which I excepted. 4 B

I wrote out my impromptoo speech severil days before- "":_
hand, bein’ very careful to expunge all ingramatticisms and
- payin’ particler attention to the punktooation. It was,if I
“EU may say it without egitism, a maniy effort, but, alars! 1

g never delivered it, as the sekel will show you. I paced up
el and down the kitcin speakin’ my piece over so as to be
entirely perfeck. My bloomin’ young daughter, Sarah Ann,
bothered me summut by singin’, “Why do summer roses
fade 7 F

“ Because,” said I, arter hearin’ her sing it about fourmﬂ
times, “because it is their biz! Let 'em fade.”

“Betsy,” said I, pausin’ in the middle of the rom,ﬂ
letting my eagle eye wander from the manuscrip ;
on the night of this here serenade, I desires you to a
at the winder dressed in white, and wave a lily-white &
kercher. D'ye hear?”
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glance showed me that the assemblage was summut mixed.
~ There was a great many ragged boys, and there was quite
~ a number of grown-up persons evigently under the affluence
~ of the intoxicatin' bole. The Band was ‘also drunk. Dr.
Schwazey, who was holdin’ up a post, seemed to be partic’ly
drunk—so much so that it got into his spectacles, which
were staggerin’ wildly over his nose, But I was in for it,
and I commenced :

% Feller Citizens : For this onexpected honor—"

Leader of the Band—Will you give us our money now,

~ or wait till you git through?

To this painful and disgustin’ interruption I paid no atten-
tion.

“——for this onexpected honour I thank you”
 Leader of the Band—But you said you'd give us seven
- dollars if we'd play two choons.

% Againldidn'tnoﬁcebim,butrmmcdas{oﬂm'“lmy \

I thank you warmly, Whenllookatthiscrowdofm :
Americans, my heart swells—2

Dr. Schwasey.—So do 1]

A Voice—Weall do!

- “——my heart swells—"

A Voice—Three cheers for the swells,

J“Wehve. said I, “mmblmumes,hnlhopenahﬂl.‘

Schwacey.—T'm willin® for one to go on in a glo
Winyonjoinme,ﬁllovmhens,ha
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should like a rhynossyross on the half shelf, or a hippopotas
mus on toast, or a horse and wagon roasted whole. Any-
thing that’s handy, Don't put yourself out on my account.
At this pint the Band begun to make hidyous noises with
their brass horns, and a exceedingly ragged boy wanted to
know if there wasn't to be some wittles afore the concern
brokrup? I didn't exactly know what to do, and was just
on the pint of doin’ it, wh:nauppumd&suddmlyw i
e .and a stream of hot water was bro't to bear on the duorda-ly_‘ Be Y.
E_-' = crowd, who took the hint and retired at once,
:

When I amtakenbympnsemthmthermx-.
shall, among other arrangements, have a respectful company
. on hand. So no more from me to-day, Whenmmﬂﬁ!.
e remember me.

ViL

A ROMANCE.—WILLIAM BARKER, THE m
PATRIOT.

L
"No,WiI!Iam Barker, you cannot hmmy
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1L

. Six months later the young man stoad in the presence of
- the haughty old man.

® What | you here again ?” angrily cried the cld man.

“Ay, old man” proudly exclaimed William Barker. “I
am here, your daughter’s equal and yours ?"

The old man’s lips curled with scorn. A derisive smile
lit up his cold features ; when, casting violently upon the
marble centre table an enormous roll of greenbacks, William _
Barker cried—

“See! Look on this wealth. And I've tenfold more!
- Listen, old man! You spurned me from your door. But I
- did not despair. I secured a contract for furnishing the
- Army of the
~ ®Yes, yes I” cagerly exclaimed the old man.

#—— and I bought up all the disabled cavalry horses 1

© “Yseel Isee!” cried the old man. *And good beefthey

“They do! they do! and the profits are immense.”

*1 should say so!”

~ “And now, sir, I claim your daughter’s fair hand 1* 2

"Boy.dielsyom ButhnldlLookmchmeya. a2
gh allthxshaveymaheenloynl?" rid




A ROMANCE.~THE CONSCRIPT. 153

VIIL
A ROMANCE.—THE CONSCRIPT,

[Which may bother the reader a little unless he is familiar with
the music of the day.]

CHAPTER L

PHILANDER REED struggled with spool-thread and tape in
a dry-goods store at Ogdensburgh, on the St Lawrence.
River, State of New York. He Rallied Round the Flag, [+i88
Boys, and Hailed Columbia every time she passed that way
One day a regiment returning from the war Came Marching
Along, bringing An Intelligent Contraband with them, who left ¢
the South about the time Babylon was a-Fallin’;and when it
was apparent to all well-ordered minds that the Kingdom

was Coming, accompanied by the Day of Jubiloo. Philander

left his spool-thread and tape, rushed into the street, and by
bis Long-Tail Blue, said, “ Let me kiss him for his Mother :

- Then, with patriotic jocularity, he inquired, “ How is your
High Daddy in the Morning ?” to which Pomp of Cudjo's
Cave replied, “ That poor Old Slave has gone to rest, we
ve'er shall see him more! But U. S, G. is the man for me,

‘or Any Other Man.” Then he Walked Round. IR

“And your Master,” said Philander, “ where is he?*
: “Massa’s in the cold, cold ground—at least I hope s
_ eaid the gay contraband. S
~~ “March on, March on! all hearts rejoice I* @
= ,’Cdn‘ud,ﬁommndm:nqbﬂ_ihd'_ !
. in times of Peace, my soul, O Peace! he had
e o R ey
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The regiment marched on, and Philander betook himself
1o his mother’s Cottage Near the Banks of that Lone River,
and rehearsed the stirring speech he was to make that night
at a war meeting.

*It's just defore the battle, Mother," he said, “and I want
to say something that will encourage Grant”

CHAPTER II.—MABEL.

MAprL TUCKER was an orphan.  Her father, Dan Tucker,
was run over one day by a train of cars, though he needn’t
hvebeen.forthekhzd-heaﬂedengimmldhimmGitOut
of the Way.

Mabel early manifested a marked mdmalion for the
 millinery business, and at the time we introduce her to our
ludmshemchkfﬁng‘mmdahﬁﬂinuymplﬁ %

"-',_.Bmc!'aSemgMachim.

‘Philander Reed loved Mabel Tucker, and Ever of her was
Fondly Dreaming ; and she used to say, *“ Will you lwa‘llt j
Then as Now!” to which he would answer that he would, -
and eitksut the written consent of his parents.




'\I' L -.
A ROMANCE~THE CONSCRIPT. 155

tmbrace (P's) and marched the conscript to the Examining
Surgeon’s office,

Mabel fainted in two places. It was worse than Brothery
Fainting at the Door,

CHAPTER III.—THE CONSCRIPT,

Philander Reed hadn't three hundred dollars, being a
dead-broken Reed, so he must either become one of the
noble Band who are Coming, Father Abraham, three hun-
dred thousand more, or skeddadle across the St. Lawrence
River to the Canada Line. As his opinions had recently
undergone a radical change, he chose the latter course, and

Was soon Afloat, afloat, on the swift-rolling tide. “Row,

brothers, row,” he cried, “ the stream runs fast, the Seargeant
is near, and [the Zamination’s past, and 'm a able-bodied
man.” p
- Landing he at once imprinted a conservative kiss on the

- Canada Line, and feelingly asked himself, “Who will care

~ for Mother now ? nucrpmposemﬁckitmmmismj- ;
~ ifit takes all Summer.”

CHAPTER IV.—THE MEETING,

- It was evening, ## was. Thesnrofﬂ:eﬁvuﬁng,ﬂum&!'
- Star, shone brilliantly, adorning the sky with those Newts
tints which hnchamcmaedaﬂnﬁdshﬁu'm

b M) 44
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At last Philander found his utterance, and said, “ Do they s

think of me at Home, do they ever think of me ?”

 No,” she replied ; “but they do at the recruiting office.”

“Hal tis well”

 Nay, dearest,” Mabel pleaded, “come home and go to the
war like a man ! I will take your place in the Dry Goods
store. True, a musket is a little heavier thana yard-stick,
but isn't it a rather more manly weapon ?”

“T don't see it,” was Philander’s reply ; “besides this war
isn't conducted accordin’ to the Constitution and Union.
When it is—when it is, Mabeyuel, I will return and enlist
as a Convalescent !”

«Then, sir,” she said, with much American disgust in her

countenance, “then, sir, farewell 1 24
« Farewell 1” he said, “and When this Cruel War is Over, '“'
pray that we may meet again!” < e
“Nary!” cried Mabel, her eyes flashing warm fire—
“nary! None but the Brave deserve the Sanitary Fair!
A man who will desert his country in its hour of trial would
drop Faro checks into the Contribution Box on Sunday. 1
hain't Got time to tarry—I hain’t got time to stay I—but

—

| Smuﬁthrmomuquuimﬂ:hnﬁmhbm
~ man, in a fit of frenzy, unsheathed his glittering dry- "
“ .pﬂmanmcﬁmmds(gmdm}dm-_;
: Li_ne,andhugedhimulfcnawmow'l‘r_u Reguiescat
~ Tape. Ht.-_sﬁckdﬁaadwuycm'ﬁgrw
~ may be seen, in connexion with many others, on
~ any New York theatre every night. ; :
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whether they're in the United States or not, in which me A
they may be drafted
Mabel married a Brigadier-General, and is happy.

IX.

A ROMANCE.—ONLY A MECHANIC.

IN a sumptuously furnished parlor in Fifth Avenue, Nm
York, sat a proud and haughty belle. Her name was Isabel e
Sawtelle. Herfathuwasamuﬂlonnmm,mdhushlps,rﬂly
laden, ploughed many a sea. R

By the side of Isabel Sawtelle, mamngmantidsn"

clear, beautiful eye, and a massive brow,
“lmustgo,“henld,“thcformmﬂwnduﬂm y
absence.”
“The foreman ?” asked Isabel in a tone of surprise,
“Yes, the foreman of the shop where I work.”
# Foreman—shop—work / What ! do you work ™
“Aye, Miss Sawtelle! I am a cooper ud&
. flashed with honest pride.
“ What's that 7 she asked ; 'khmahinglbut
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this moment—* when you will bitterly remember the cooper
you now so cruelly cast off ! Farewell P’ §
Years rolled on. Isabel Sawtelle married a miserabls
aristocrat, who recently died of delirium tremens. Her father
failed, and is now a raving maniac, and wants to bite little
children. All her brothers (except one) were sent to the
~ penitentiary for burglary, and her mother peddles clams that
are stolen for her by little George, her only son that has his
freedom. Isabel’s sister Bianca rides an immoral spotted
" horse in the circus, Aer husband having long since been
~ . hanged for murdering his own uncle on his mother’s side.
* Thus we see that it is always best to marry 2 mechanic,

[}

=
BOSTON.
3 A. W, TO HIS WIFE
 Deax Brrsv: I write you this from Boston, “the Modern

mmdm and P
nm&m 51 H
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harts.  But I do not weep for him. He's bin ded too
lengthy. I aint goin to be absurd, like old Mr. Skilling, in
our naberhood, who is ninety-six years of age, and gets
drunk every ‘lection day, and weeps Bitturly because he
s haint got no Parents. He's a nice Orphan, /e is. :

BUNKER HILL,

Bunker Hill is over yonder in Charleston. In 1776 a
thrillin’ dramy was acted out over there, in which the
“Warren Combination ” played star parts,

MR. FANUEL.

3 Old Mr. Fanuel is ded, but his Hall is still into full blarst,
This is the Cradle in which the Goddess of Liberty was
~ rocked, my Dear. TheGoddcsshasn'tbinvelyweﬂdutﬁ'l__
thepastfewyms,mdlhenum’risquackdocmshem-
indidn’lhelpherany;buttheoldgal‘spbysichumpm -
men who understand their bisness, Major-generally speakin®
lndlthink:hedayisnearwhenshe’llbelhlahhh-_
thrumealsaday,mddeepnighuuconﬂ"uyuh.;h
old time, .

THE COMMON,

It is here, as wshil; and the low cuss who ca
Wacant Lot, and wanted toknovvhytheydidu!t
it with sum Bildins', is a onhappy Outcast in
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years behind it—jest as a intellectooal person sees fit 0
think about it I had the pleasure of talkin’ with sevril
members of the legislatur. I told ’em the Eye of 1,000 ages
was onto we American peple of to-day. They seemed deeply
jmpressed by the remark, and wantid to know if I had seep
the Grate Orgin?

HARVARD COLLEGE.

 This celebrated institootion of learnin’ is pleasantly situated :
i the Bar-room of Parker’s,in School street, and has poopils
from all over the country.

I had a letter, yes'd'y, by the way, from our mootual %
Artemus, Jr., who is at Bowdoin College in Maine. He
writes that he is a Bowdoin Arab. &is it cum to this? Is %
this Boy, as I nurtered with a Parent’s care into his child-

. hood’s hour—is he goin’ to be a Grate American humorist?
Alars ! 1 fear it is too troo, Why didn't I bind him outto
the Patent Travellin’ Vegetable Pill Man, as was struck with
his appearance at our last County Fair, & wanted him to go s
with him and be a Pillist? Ar,!hescBOy:—-the)‘htﬂeknow s
“how the old folks worrit about 'em. But my father he never
had no occasion to worrit about me. You know, Betsy, that

~ when I fust mmmwdmymmasamorﬂuhibimui&’ :

 a sixlegged cat and a Bass drum, 1 was only a simp
.wchim-—skume:;Smmmhadaoi’dmmy ooth-
‘fulhed. But I had sum mind of my own. My father under-
» nou! this. *“Go,” he said—'go, my son, and hog thi i‘,
~ public!” (he ment, “knock "em,” but the old man alls
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LITERATOOR.

The Atlantic Monthly, Betsy, is a reglar visitor to our
westun home. I like it because it has got sense, It don't
print stories with piruts and honist young men into 'em,
making the piruts splendid fellers and the honist young men
dis'gree’ble idiots—so that our darters very natrally prefer
the piruts to the honist young idiots ; but it gives us good
square American literatoor. The chaps that write for the
Atlantic, Betsy, understand their bisness. They can sling
ink, they can. I went in and saw ‘em. I told ’em that
theirs was a high and holy mission. They seemed qm
gratified, and asked me if I had seen the Grate Orgin.

WHERE THE FUST BLUD WAS SPILT.

1 went over to Lexington yes'd'y., My Boosum hove
sollum emotions. & this,” I said to 2 man who was di
a yoke of oxen, “this is where our revolutionary forefa
asserted their independence and spilt their Blud, Cl
ground !” :
“Wall,” the man said, “it’s good for white beans
potatoes, but as regards raisin’ wheat, taint m&h
But hay' you seen the Grate Orgin?”

.._;muchh tmﬂnded'hﬂ'_d'
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was sent to the penitentiary for stealin’ a Barl of macksil—
he died there, so I conclood you ain’t Zém.” 1 didn't pursco
the conversation. 1 only heard her silvery voice once more
durin’ the remainder of the jerney. Turnin’ to a respectable
lookin’ female of advanced summers, she asked her if she
had seen the Grate Orgin,

: Weoldchaps,mydm,airapttoforgetthatitism :
' time since we was infants, and et lite food. Nothin’ of further
. infrist took place on the cars excep’ a colored gentleman, a
" total stranger to me, asked if I'd lend him my diamond

Brestpin to wear to a funeral in South Boston. I told him I 2

wouldn’t—not a purpuss.

WILD GAME.

Altho fur from the prahayrics, there is abundans of wild
game in Boston, such as quails, snipes, plover and Props.

A excellent skool sistim is in vogy here. John Slurllgﬁr

~ be's of no kount.

Mlﬂ’.

1 ment t0 have allooded to the Grate, Orgin in thi
"')nl haven’t seen it. Mr. Reveer, whose tavern ﬁ
informed me that it can be distinctly heard through a smo
\Wh&mmh:ﬂu




of the grandest, sare-footedest, clear—hmdedest,m:fulw k
cities on the globe.  Onlike ev'ry other large city I was ever
in, the most of the hackmen don’t seem to hav’ bin speshully
intended by natur for the Burglery perfession, and it's about
the only large city I know of where you don’t enjoy &

fiant opportunity of bein’ swindled in sum way, from the
Risin of the sun to the goin down thereof. There4 I

loud and continnered applaus’ for Boston |

DOMESTIC MATTERS. 3

Kiss the children for me. What you tell me "bout the
Twins greeves me sorely. When I sent 'em that Toy Ei
I had not contempyulated that they would so fur forgit v
was doo the dignity of our house as to squirt dish-water

prematoor leanin’ tords cussedness that alarms me. 1
to Amelia Ann, our oldest dawter, sum new music, viz
am Lonely sints My Mother-in-law Died;” * Dear
What tho’ the Hand that Spanked me in my Chik

way, air doin’ the Mother Bisiness rather too muchly,
Your Own Troo husban’,




a8 once a year he used to g0 to Omaha, in
with & muletraln for goods ; but although he
wformed the rather perilous Journey many times with
re safety, his heart was strangely sad on this particular
ning, and filled with gloomy forebodings.
The time for his departure bad arrived. The high-spirited
s were at the door, impatiently champing their bits,
| Mormon stood sadly among his weeping wives.
" “Dearest ones,” be said, “I am singularly sad at hearn,
Jthis morning ; but do not let this depress you. The journey
perilous one, but—pshaw ! T have always come back
y hetetofore, and why should 1 fear? Besides, 1 know
every night, as [ lay down on the broad starlit prairie,
bright faces will come to me in my dreams, and make
s 3 sweet and gentla  You, Emily, with your mild
9 ; and you, Hentletta, with your splendid black
_ ad you, Nelly, with your hair so brightly, beautifully
jolden ; and you, Mollle, with your cheeks so downy ; and
by, with your wine-red lipp—far more delicious,
an any wine I ever tasted—and you, Maria, with
ine voice ; and you, Susan, with your—with your
10 84y, Susan, with your——and the other thirteen




%85 I see,” she said ; “where's the mules ?*
~ Alas! Reginald Gloverson could give no answer. hﬁa
e hcm‘ohnym—mm!wywﬂmmu
‘maules are, and then you may die if you want to.”

In vain—in vain | Reginald had passed on,

CHAPTER IL—FUNERAL TRAPPINGS

The mules were never found.
_ Reginald's heart-broken mother took the body home o
her unfortunate son's widows. But before her arrival she
indiscreetly sent & boy to Bust the news gently 1o the
Mmmuadwmmmh.m
whisper, that their “old man had gooe in."

The wives felt very badly indeed

* He was devoted to me,” sobbed Emily.

# And to me,” said Maria.

“Yes,” said Emily, “he thought considerably of you, bet
not so much as be did of me.®

“1 sayhe did 1

* And 1 say be didat [
~ *"Hedid!"

* ®He didnt1”
* Dot Jook at me, with your squint eyes I*
* Don't shake your red head at me /*

SR T
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~ "Sisters!” said the black-haired Henrietta, “cease this
~ unseemly wrangling. I, as hs first wife, shall strew flowers
- on his grave” e

“No you won't” said Susan, “I, as his last wife, shall

strew flowers on his grave. It's my business to strew |7

“You shan't, so there I” said Henrietta.

*“¥ou bet I will I” said Susan, with a tear-suffused cheek. .
 “Well, as for me,” said the practical Betsy, “I ain’t on the
_ Strew, much, but I shall ride at the head of the funeral
- procession !”
 “Notif I've been introduced to myself, you won’t,” said
- the golden-haired Nelly ; “that’s my position. You bet your
- bonnet-strings it is”

“Children,” said Reginald’s mother, “yon must do some

crying, you know, on the day of the funeral ; and how
~ many pocket-handkerchers will it take to goround? Betsy,
you and Nelly oucht to make one do between you.”
- “IM tear her eyes out if she perpetuates a sob on my
 Bankercher!® said Nelly. <
 “Dear daughters-in-law,” said Reginald’s mother, “how
~unseemly is this anger, Mules is five hundred dollars a
span ndemyﬂeuﬁulmnlemypoorboyhadhubeen
- gobbled up by the red man. I knew when my Reginald
staggered into the dooryard that he was on the Die, but if
mﬂyﬂmnkwaskhhnaboutthnnmulumhhmth
Mﬁght,‘hioaldhmbaen.fmthomgddoﬂusin
kets, and no mistake | Excuse those real tears, but
never felt a parent’s feelin’s.”
ts an oversight,” sobbed Maria. “Don’t blame us |7




twenty a-breast, which rendered that part of the ceren
thoroughly impartial .

% L3 » * L]

That night the twenty wives, with heavy hearts, sought
their twenty respective couches. But no Reginald occupied
those twenty respective couches—Reginald would nevermore
linger all night in blissful repose in those twenty respective
couches—Reginald’s head would nevermore press the twenty
respective pillows of those twenty respective couches—never,
nevermore | X’

. e L] - - =

In another house, not many leagues from the House of
- Mourning, a gray-haired woman was weeping passionately.
“He died,” she cried, “he died without sigerfyin’, in any
respect, where them mules went to 1”

CHAPTER 1V.—MARRIED AGAIN,
Two years are supposed to elapse betweenthcthnﬂand

 fourth chapters of this original American romance,

A manly Mormon, one evening, as the sun was ptepn.rmg
to set ainong a select apartment of gold and crimson clouds
in the western horizon—although for that matter the sun has
a right to “set” where it wants to, and so, I may add, hasa
~ hen—a manly Mormon, I say, tapped gently at the door of *

-&cmdthehtenepmldclom -

The door was opened by Mrs. Susan Gloverson. S

“Is this the bouse of the widow Gloverson?” the Mormon.

“lt » said '
s %w.m,hmdahﬂ'muhedtheuﬁﬂs




LY

~ “There is about twenty of her, including me,” courteously
- returned the fair Susan,

~ “Can 1 see her?®

*“You can.”

- ®Madam,” he softly said, addressing the twenty discon-
- solate widows, “I have seen part of you before! And
~ although I have already twenty-five wives, whom I respect
~ and tenderly care for, I can truly say that I never felt love’s
~ holy thrill till I saw thee! Be mine—be mine!” he enthu-
~ siastically cried, “and we will show the world a striking
) Mmofthebuutyandﬂuthdthenotﬂehnes,onlya
good deal more so—

* Twenty-one souls with a single thought,
Twenty-one hearts that beat as one,””

~ They were united, they were!

- Gentle reader, does not the moral of this romance show
- that—does it not, in fact, show that however many there may
‘be of a young widow woman, or rather does it not show that
whatever number of persons one woman may consist of—

’

well, never mind what it shows. Only this writing Mormon

_romances is confusing to the intellect. You try it and see.

XIL .
ARTEMUS WARD IN RICHMOND.

RICHMOND, Va.. May——xs & 65. 3




in the papers from a certin purson who singes hisself O
Ward, & sez he is my berruther. I did omce hav a berra

of that name, but I do not recugnise him now. To me he is
wuss than ded! I took him from collige sum 16 years ago,
and gave him a good situation as the Bearded Woman in -
Show. How did he repay me for this kindness? He basely
undertook (one day while in a Backynalian mood on rum
right in sight of the aujience in the tent) to stand upon

- hed, whareby he betray’'d his sex on account of his boots &
his Beard fallin’ off his face, thus rooinin’ my prospecks in
that town, & likewise incurrin’ the seris displeasure of tlb,;
Press, which sed boldly I was triflin’ with the feelin’s of a
intelligent public. 1 know no such man as Olonzo Ward. 1
do not ever wish his name breathed in my presents, hb

nut recognise him. I perfectly disgust him,

RICHMOND,

moldmanﬁndshmdfmmmnSmmydlmh I
cum here a few days arter the city catterpillertulated.

My naburs seemed surprised & astonisht at this darin’
bravery onto the part of & man at my time of life, but our
family was never know'd to quale in danger'’s stormy hour,

My father was a sutler in the Revolootion War. My father
once had a intervoo with Gin’ral La Fayette.
 He asked La Fayette to lend him five dollars, promisin’ to
~ pay him in the Fall ; but Lafy said “he couldn't see it |
~ those lamps.” hfymﬁuch,:ndhhknuﬂedgunfmx
~ langwidge was a little ghaky.
~ Immejutly on my ’rival here I perceeded to the Sp
;Mandamfmmmamngmﬁm




o  ARTEMUS WARD IN RICHMOND.
&a_mﬁ,whols’pmder Spotswaod, T said,

ln‘t Gm! here?” I sald. “Perhaps Ulyssis wouldn't

id my tumnin’ in with him.”

Do you know the Gin'ral?” inquired Mr. Spotswood.

ﬂl, no, not “zackly ; but hell remember me. His

aw’s Aunt bought her ryemeal of my uncle Levi

ﬂmw My uncle Levi’s ryemeal was—"

Pooh ! pooh 1” said Spotsy, “don’t bother me,” and he

d my umbrella onto the floor. Obsarvin’ to him not to
$0 keerless with that wepin, [ accompanid the African to

brother,” I sed, "air you aware that you've bin
ated? Do you realise how glorus It is to be free?
mwwm,doultuotseemhkesome
you realise the great fact in all its livin’ and

4 faKe some gl

to the cowyard and laid down under a one-
‘The hotel was orful crowded, and I was sorry I
to the Libby Prison. Tho’ I should hav’ slept
[ if the bed-clothes hadn’t bin pulled off me
ght, by wd:nlwhommandlutchedamule




‘There is raly a great deal of Union m&menthlﬂgz
:&y I see it on ev'ry hand. -
; lmeumto-day-rmnotatlibenymtenhhml
~ but he is a old and inflooentooial citizen of Richmond, and
ez he, “ Why | we've bin fightin’ agin the Old Flag! Lo
bless me, how sing’lar!? He then borrer'd five dollars of
~ me and bust into a flood of terrs. pcr= s
Sed another (a man of standin and formerly a bitter
_ rebuel), “Let us at once stop this effooshun of Blud! The
Old Flag is good enuff for me. Sir,” he added, “you air
from the North| Have you a dough-nut or a piece of
custard pie about you 7" :
~ I told him no, but I knew a man from Vermont who had
']ustqmamwdlsortofr:sta.umt,whm he could go and
make a very comfortable breakfast on New England rum
and cheese. He borrowed fifty cents of me, and askin’ me
10 send him Wm. Lloyd Garrison’s ambrotype as soon as [
got home, he walked off.

Said another, *“ There’s bin a tremendous Union feelin'
here from the fust But we was kept down by a rain of
terror. Have you a dagerretype of Wendell Phillips about
your person? and will you lend me four dollars for a few
~ days till we air once more a happy and united people ?”

JEFF, DAVIS,

. Jeff. Davis is not poplar here. She is regarded as a
~Southern sympathiser. & yit I'm told he was kind to kis
Parents. She ran away from 'em many years ago, and has
never bin back. This was showin’’em a good deal of con-
sideration ®hen we refleck what his conduck has been. Her

T R et e S - L



ARTEMUS WARD IN RICHMOND.
female apparel confooses me in regard to his sex,

1 speak of him as & her as frekent as otherwise, &
he foels 80 hisself

R. LEE,

t Lee is regarded as a noble feller.
8 opposed to the war at fust, and draw'd his sword
: In fact, he wouldn’t hav’ drawd his sword at

mmwm He sez the colored man is
and he will at once go to New York and open a
School for negro minstrels,

THE CONFEDERATE ARMY,

t Army in a ruther shattered state. That army
of Kirby Smith, four mules, and a Bass drum, |
rapidly to'rds Texis. "




;.-"mpeudqnlmnl'haud furodnduheum_'
eat with you, but I bate you You'rs a low-lived Yankes I*
. Tnvhich!p‘lunntlynpnod.‘ﬂoﬂphtw
tripe ?”

® Fried, mudsill | with plenty of ham-fat !*

- He et very ravenus. Poor feller | He bad lived on odds
Mnd:f«uvmldamaﬁfm&mmmmw ;
‘over by revelers in the bread-tray at the bar. '

He got full at last, and his hart softened a little to'ards me,
“ After all,” he sed, “ you hav sum peple at the North who
gir not wholly loathsem beasts 2"
"Wdl,m’laed,“whu‘mmdﬂunammu :
. who isn't a cold-bluded scoundril. Young man,” I mildly but”
- gravely sed, “this crooil war is over, and you're lickt! It's
rather necessary for sumbody to lick in a good square, lively
fite, and in this ’ere case it happens to be the United States
of America. You fit spleadid, but we was too many for you.
Then make the best of it, & let us all give in and put the
Republic on a firmer basis nor ever.

“1 don’t gloat over your misfortins, my young fren’. Fur
from it I'm a old man now, & my hart is softer nor it once

was. You see my spectacles is misten'd with suthin’ very like

tears. I’'m thinkin’ of the sea of good rich Blud that has been
spilt on both sides in this dredful war! I'm thinkin’ of our

widders and orfuns North, and of yourn in the South. I
' kin cry for both. B'leeve me, my young fren’, I kin place
my old hands tenderly on the fair yung hed of the Virginny
maid whose lover was laid low in the battle dust by a fed'ral
bullet, and say, as fervently and piously as a vener’ble sinner
like me kin say anythin,’ God be good to you, my poor dear,
my poor dear.”

1 riz upto go, & takin’ my yung Southern fren’ kindly by

e , - - d



3 3 apﬂlﬂrwhudm's,tho’you’ve ocmonallyhada cussed

Wnyofdmwm’:t! It's over now. Let us all jine in ¥
,' and make a country on this continent that shall giviall
~ Europe the cramp in the stummuck ev'ry time they lookat
¥ "ul Adoo, adoo !”
And as I am through, I'll likewise say adoo to you, jentle -
;@ﬁﬂ‘ merely remarkin’ that the Star-Spangled Banner is -
nvln‘mxdlooseagin,and that there don’t seem to be
‘anything the matier with the Goddess of Liberty beyond a
-,ﬁeodd.

1) '_Wm—aYourmunberm I saw you in Canady
hyursagn. I remember you toa. I seldim forgit a

s changes has tooken place since we met in the
The body politic, in fack, is sick. Iﬂnmimu
bau,f.rlendwllﬁ. :
___ﬂuxotsm.whneyourmw,n_

&ghSmdmdﬂwuy,W'




70 THE PRINCE OF |
T'm afraid I can’t write goaks when I sit a&!ﬂfﬁ
1 guess not ! &
Yes, Sir, we've got a war, dnd then-onl’atdthutonﬁ:__

‘sacrifisses, you bet. o
Ihavealmddygimtwoconsinstothent,&l'

drop of blud my able-bodid relations has got to prosehhg
the war. I think sumbody oughter be prosekooted, & it may

fit onto me it’s no use to try ter stop me.
You hearn about the draft, friend Wales, no doubt.

American citizen of African scent, 'scaped, but so did Val
diggum, who is Conservativ, and who was resuntly

female sewin’ circle, whichmmthesamepmpuu,and_
wasn't long in suspents as to who was drafted.
One young man who was drawd clauncdtoham

because he was the only son of a widow'd mother who sup- ;

ported him. A few able-bodid dead men was drafted, b
whetberthmhelrswﬂlhawtopay3hundnddolhnam
for em is a question for Whitin', who 'pears to be tinkerin®
up this draft bizniss right smart. I hope he makes g
wages,

'will go to Canady, stoppin’ on their way at Concord, N¢,

where I understan there is a Muslum of Harts,
You scg I'm sassy, friend Wales, bittin’ all sides ; |




18 "~ TO THE PRINCE OF WALES.

offense is ment. You know I ain't a politician, and never was.
I vote for Mr. Union—that's the only candidate I've got. 1
claim, howsever, to have a well-balanced mind ; tho’my idees
of a well-balanced mind differs from the idees of a partner I
once had, whose name It was Billson. Billson and me orjan-
ized a strollin’ dramatic company, & we played the Drunkard,
or the Falling Saved, with a real drunkard. The play
didn’t take particlarly, and says Billson to me, Let's giv
‘em some immoral dramy. We had a large troop onto our

 hands, consistin’ of eight tragedians and a bass drum, but

I says, No, Billson ; and then says I, Billson, you hain’t got
a well-balanced mind. Says he, Yes, I have, old hoss-fly
(he was a low cuss)—yes, I have. I have a mind, says he,
that balances in any direction that the public rekires. That's
wot I calls a well-balanced mind. I sold out and bid adoo
. to Billson. He is now an outcast in the State of Vermont.
The miserble man once played Hamlet. There wasn't any

 orchestry, and wishin’ to expire to slow moosic, he died
- playin’ on a claironett himself, interspersed with hart-rendin’
groans, & such is the world! Alars| alars | how onthankful
- we air to that Providence which kindly allows us to live and
~ borrow money, and fail and do bizniss |
But to return to our subjeck. With our resunt grate

IR ecs s Father need foel shanied of—twig the witti-
~ kism?), and the cheerin’ look of things in other places, I
.‘.lh&nnwelhnn'tmntmyMuslmngm Andwha,:" 4
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friend Wales, about managm'’ your wife, a bizniss T've had
over thirty years experience in.

You had a good weddin. The papers hav a gooa deal to
say about “vikins” in connexion tharewith. Not knowings
what that air and so I frankly tells you, my noble lord dook
of the throne, I can’t zackly say whether we had 'em or not. 5
We was both very much flustrated. But I never injoyed
myself better in my life. ;

Dowtless, your supper was ahead of ourn. As regards
eatin’ uses Baldinsville was allers shaky. But you cangita.
good meal in New York, & cheap too. You can git half a°
mackril at Delmonico’s or Mr. Mason Dory’s for six dollars,
and biled pertaters throw'd in. g

As 1 sed, 1 manige my wife without any particler trouble. -
When I fust commenst trainin’ her I institooted a series
experiments, and them as didn’t work I abanding’d  ¥¢
= . better do similer. Your wife may objeck to gittin' up :

: bildin’ the fire in the mornin’, but if you commence with
at onmyoumaybenblotoomkum this prejoodiss.
regret to obsarve that I didn’t commence arly enuff.
wouldn't have you s’pose I was ever kicked out of bed.
atall. I simply say, in regard to bildin’ fires, that I
commence arly enufl. It was a ruther cold mni@
fust proposed the idee to Betsy. It wasn't well
I found myself layin’ on the floor pnurmddunt.
I git up and bild the fire myself,

Of course now you're marrid you can
did, and if 1 know my own hart, I
who is goin’onxy"mdh !‘rhlgy,-;

iy, PR

4
Al
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don't cum as mach as he did. My wife’s father lives with us.
His intelleck totters a little, and he saves the papers con-
. gainin’ the proceedins of our State Legislater. The old

- genTman likes to read out loud, and he reads tol'ble weil
He eats hash freely, which makes his voice clear ; but as he
onfortnilly has to spell the most of his words, I may say he
reads slow. Wall, whenever this lawyer made his appear-
ance, I would set the old man a-readin the Legislativ’ reportse
1 kept the young lawyer up one night till 12 o'clock, listenin
10 a lot of acts in regard to a draw-bridge away orf in the

~ east part of the State, havin’ sent my daughter to bed at half

past 8 He hasn't bin there since, and I understan’ he says

" 1 go round swindlin’ the Public.

1 never attempted to reorganize my wife but once. I shall
_ mever attempt agin. I'd bin to a public dinner, and had
~ allowed myself to be betrayed into drinkin’ several people’s
~ healths; and wishin' to make’em as robust as possible, I
~ continuerd drinkin’ their healths until my own became
~ affected. Consekens was, I presented myself at Betsy's
‘bedside late at night with consid’ble licker concealed about
my person. I had somehow got perseshun of a hosswhip
‘on my way home, and rememberin’ some cranky observa-
~ tions of Mrs. Ward’s in the mornin’, I snapt the whip putty
-My,md,inlvery!oudwolee,lnid,“l!etsy,ymnwd
 yeorganizin’ | 1 have cum, Betsy,” I continued—crackin’ the
you per-ayed to-night 2”
Y ° L) ] ] ']
lM‘dMnﬁht&umbodymhidnmﬂp .
‘me sev'ril conseckootiv times ; and when I woke up 1
she had. T haint drank much of any thin’ since, and
SRR, AN P e £ 2 i K L

)

 whip over the bed—“ I have cum to reorganise youl Ha-ave



character. She’s a good cook. Hermotherhvedml
vener'ble age, and died while in the act of frying slap-jacks
for the County Commissioners. And may no rood hand
pluk a flour from her toomstun! We hain’t got any picter =
of the old lady, because she’d never stand for her ambrotipe,

and therefore I can’t giv her likeness to the world through i

the meejum of the illusterated papers ; but as she wasn'ta
brigadier-gin'ral, particerly, I don't spose they'd publish it,
any how. X

It's best to give a woman consid'ble lee-way. But not

too much. A naber of mine, Mr. Roofus Minkins, was once

very sick with the fever, but his wife moved his bed into the

door-yard while she was cleanin’ house. I told Roofus this
wasn't the thing, ’specially as it was rainin’ vi'lently ; buthe

said he wanted to giv his wife “a littls lee-way” That was

2 mutch. 1 tald Mra Minkins that her Roofus would die it

he staid out there into the rain much longer ; when she said,
“ijt shan't be my fault if he dies unprepared,” at the same
time tossin’ him his mother'’s Bjble. It was orful! I stood
by, however, and nussed him as well's I could, but I was a
putty wet-nuss, I tell you.

There’s varis ways of managin’ a wife, friend Wales, but

the best and only safe way is to let her do jist about as she
wants to, I 'dopted that there plan some time ago, and it
works like a charm.

Remember me kindly to Mrs, Wales, and good luck to
you both! And as years roll by, and accidents begin to

~ happen to you—amang which I hope there'll be Twins—you
"'ﬂligreemthmethuhnﬂypyaairtbonhmam

' ~ can bet on with any certinty of winnin®.
It may interest you to know that I'm prosperin’ inn.pom&
“'netypiutfﬁu. Imhe'buunmchmthemnfﬂ
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~ year as a Cabnet offisser does, & I understan’ my bizniss &
good deal better than sum of 'em do,
Respecks to St. Gorge & the Dragon.
“Ever be happy.?
A. Warp,

AFFAIRS ROUND THE VILLAGE GREEN,

~ ITisn't every one who has a village green to write about. I
'__hveone,althmaghlhavenotmmuchditformeym
~past. Iam back again, now. Inthe language of the duke
who went round with a motto about him, “ I am here |* and
I fancy Tam about as happy a peasant of the vale as ever gar-
niﬂnda.mlodmma,althouﬂllhamnotuyetdanoedon
;hlyvﬂhgcmastheme]o—dxamﬁcpmtnsu&ﬂydou
on his It was the case when Rosina Meadows left home.

The time rolls by serenely now—so serenely that I don't
_care what time it is, which is fortunate, because my watch is
@t present in the hands of those “men of New York who are
- called rioters.” Wemabychmoe,thausualway—cerhinly RETE 5.
 not by appointment—and I brought the interview to a close
- with all possible despatch. Assuring them that I wasn’t Mr.
quhypamculaxly,mdthnhehadmuboudodhthe_'ﬁ':
.lﬂlmﬁmﬂy'hu'elenjoythemmfamdshome,lm-
—rhdﬂaunmymch,mdbeggedtheymlddnm'bmu

among the laboring classes, as I had seen the
.@muyﬁhmmm - fec
\«WMImﬁmﬁbm nmdway,mbhmg:he- Gt
-&manwdgoldMedmm




AFFAIRS ROUND THE VILLAGE GREEN. 181

those rooms, that no matter how warm it might be, a breeze
had a way of blowing into them, and that they were, withal,
quite countryfied ; but I am bound to say, M. Gloverson,
that there was nothing about them that ever reminded me, in
the remotest degree, of daisies or new-mown hay. Thus,
with sarcasm, do I smash the deceptive Gloverson. x

Why stay in New York when I had a village-green? I \

gave it up, the same as I would an intricate conundrum— i
and, in short, I am here. o
Do I miss the glare and crash of the imperial thorough-

fare? the milkman, the fiery, untamed ombnibus horses, the o
soda fountains, Central Park, and those things? Yes,I1doj; =
and I can go on missing ’em for quite a spell, and enjoy it.

The village from which I write to you is small. It does
not contain over forty houses, all told ; but they are milk-
white, with the greenest of blinds, and for the most part are
shaded with beautiful elms and willows. To the right of us
is a mountain—to the left a lake. The village nestles be-
tween. Of course it does. I never read a novel in my life
in which the villages didn't nestle Villages :nvuw'
nestle, It is a kind of way they have g

‘We are away from the cars The mhorse,nmyw
sister aptly remarks in her composition On Nature, is never
heardto:hnekmmrml:ht;mdonthowhﬂelmghd

than are people elsewhere. One citizen, who used to sustain
a good character, subscribed for the Weekly New Yori
mnH,;fewmonth:mmdm to studying th
mhuxympumthnitﬂmm&rﬂn fireside. I
ym:hthuhneﬂactmwmlﬂl
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rather bloodthirsty, A pamphlet edition of the life of a
cheerful being, who slaughtered his wife and child, and then

Iute doesn’t thrill us in the least ; and Jean Valjean, gloomily
picking his way through the sewers of Paris, with the spoony
young man of the name of Marjus upon his back, awakens

hlsine:s,uthegemlemanwhomrﬁcdhisooloredcham-
bermaid aptly observed, “js simply a matter of taste”
The store—I must not forget the store, It is an object of

this is one who hasn't gone, 'md, moreover, one who doesn’t

B i he slightest intention of going. He distinctly

mhu:Washington,ofooum;lheyau do; but what




| s
. AFFAIRS ROUND THE VILLAGE GRi
drinking two glasses of liquor a day a man can Tive to bs
two hundred. © Which, T meanter say, it doesn’t follor,” as
Joseph Gargery might observe. { e
This store, in which may constantly be found calico and
naﬂs,mdﬁsh,mdmbaccoinkcgs,andsnuﬁ‘inmddut,k"
a venerable establishment. As long ago as 1814 itwasan
institution. The county troops, on their way to the defence
of Portland, then menaced by British ships-of-war, were
drawn up in front of this very store, and treated at the 4'
town’s expense.  Citizens will tell you how the clergyman
refused to pray for the troops, because he considered the
war an unholy one ; and how a somewhat eccentric person,
of dissolute habits, volunteered his services, stating that he
once bad an uncle who was & deacon, and he thought be
could make a tolerable prayer, although it was rather outof
his line ; and how he prayed so long and absurdly that the
Colonel ordered bf:‘im under arrest, but that even while
soldiers stood over him with gleaming bayonets, the reckless
being sang a preposterous song about his gran 4 T
calf, with Its Ri-fol-lol-tiddery-i-do; after whichhe
howled dismally. S
And speaking of the store, reminds me of a little story.
The author of “several successful comedies” has been
mgus,mdthnsﬁemanﬁousmhowwhot& 7
stranger was. And thercfore the store asked him. =08
«“What do you follow, sir?” respectfully inquired the
~ #] occasionally write for the stage, sir.”
e Ol returned the tradesman, in a confused manner. g
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of an uproarious mirthful character ; but* one hears stories
at the store that are old enough, goodness knows—stories
which, no doubt, diverted Methuselah in the sunny days of
his giddy and thoughtless boyhood.
s There is an exciting scene at the store occasionally.
B Yesterday an athletic peasant, in a state of beer, smashed
B - in a counter and emptied two tubs of butter on the floor.
His father—a white-haired old man, who was a little
boy when the Revolutionary war closed, but who doesn’t
remember Washington much, came round in the evening
and settled for the damages. “My son,” he said, “has
considerable originality.” I will mention that this same son
once told me that he could lick me with one arm tied behind
him, and I was so thoroughly satisfied he could, that I told
him be needn’t mind going for a rope. .
: SMmngot-ﬁﬁdngmaﬁ:m-hmn,onwhichm
sions the parior Is opened. The windows have been close-
) 'Mmmmhnﬂmmmm&aahadimy e
I-nellthnﬂmugglnnnlmlyupondblawith,umﬂlam _
~ led to the banquet of steaming hot biscuit and custard pie.
ﬂlhqwuldonlyletmesitinthedearold—fashionad
~ kitchen, or on the door-stone—if they knew how dismally the
. bew black furniture looked—but, never mind, I am not a
. reformer. No, I should rather think not.

- Gloomy enough, this living on a famm, you perbaps say, in
 Case you are wrong. Im’cmcﬂysaythatlmt'm i
agriculturist, but I do know that in the main it is an
ndent, calmly happy sort of life. I can see how the
! mmpbywﬂyl-ﬁddwlﬂ: the rise of the
hmmylﬂwuhpﬁembom 5

his
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charaduintheweeklypap&,andgmdnaﬂiﬁndmtwhwa: 5
first is something that grows in a garden, and my second is
a fish.

On the green hillside over yonder, there is a quivering of 5

snowy drapery, and bright hair is flashing in the morning
sunlight. It is recess, and the Seminary girls are running in

the tall grass.

e
A goodly seminary to look at outside, certainly, althoogh I =
am pained to learn, as T do on unprejudiced authority, that R

Mrs. Higgins, the Principal, is a tyrant, who seeks to crush
the girls and trample upon them ; but my sorrow is some.
what assuaged by learning that Skimmerhorn, the pianist,is
perfectly spiendid. -

Looking at these girls reminds me that I, too, was once
young—and where are the friends of my youth? I have
found one of ’em, certainly. I saw him ride in the circus the
other day on a bare-back horse, and even mow his name
stares at me from yonder board-fence, in green, and blue,
and red, and yellow letters. Dashington, the youth with
whom I used to read the able orations of Cicero, and who,
as a declaimer on exhibition days, used to wipe the restof us
boys pretty handsomely out—well, Dashington is identified,
with the halibut and cod interest—drives a fish-cart, in fact.
from a certain town on the coast, back into the interior.
Hubertson, the utterly stupid boy—the lunkhead, who never
had his lesson—he’s about the ablest lawyer a sister State

can boast. Mills is a newspaper man, and is just nowediting

:-aMnhr-GenualdomSouth.
Singlinson,thosweet-voicedboy,whmﬁcemalml 1
‘washed and who was real good, and who was never rude—
ke is in the penitentiary for putting his uncle’s autograph to

3 wm& Hawkins, the clergyman'’s mkm -

r, and #Villiamson, the good litde boy who divided his




p money by it Tom Slink, who used to smoke

s and get acquainted with the little circus boys, is
supposed to be the proprietor of a cheap gaming
hment in Boston, where the beautiful but uncertain
is nightly tossed. Be sure, the Army is represented by

‘much. No, Chalmerson is rather of a failure. He
on the guitar and sings love songs. Not that heis a
; A kinder-bearted creature never lived, and they
he hasn't yet got over crying for his little curly-haired
‘who died ever so long ago. But he knows nothing
- business, politics, the world, and those things. He is
at trade—indeed, it is a common remark that “everybody
 Chalmerson.” He came to the party the other even-

_'I:roughthis guitar. They wouldn’t have him for a

Jin the opera, certainly, for he is shaky in his upper

but if his simple melodies didn’t gush straight from

rt, why were my trained eyes wet? And although

the girls giggled, and some of the men seemed to

could not help fancying that poor Chalmerson
heaven than any of us all!




. have tlsehonnnoaéknowledg-eﬂm tecelptol‘yourhtur’
qhqsthmn.,hwhicbyoumme me to delimanu!dxw_
- before your Mmtqgﬂculmralsodety

- 1 feel flattéred, and think I will come.

Perhaps, meanwhile, a brief history of my experience as
a’gﬂculmm will be acceptable ; and as that history no
mnwns suggestions of valte to the entire agricultural
nunity, I have concluded to write to you through the

have been an honest old farmer for some four years.
My farm is in the interior of Maine. Unfortunately my
ds are eleven miles from the railroad. Eleven miles is
e a distance to haul fmmense quantities of wheat, corn,
und oats; but as I hav'n't any to haul, I do not, after all,
‘much on that account.

My farm is more especially a grass farm.

My neighbors told me so at first, and as an cvidence that _
were sincere in that opinion, they turned their cows i
to it the moment I went off “lecturing.” %
- These cows are now quite fat. I take pride in these cows, By
hd,andamgladlmmagmssfann. Z_
Two years ago I tried sheep-raising. 3
I bought fifty lambs, and turned them loose on my broad -
nd beautiful acres.

was pleasant on bright momings to stroll leisurely out

10 the farm in my dressing-gown, with a cigar in my

h, and watch those innocent little Jambs as they danced

oer tl}e hillside. Watching their saucy capers

SRS e
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reminded me of caper sauce, and it occurred to me I should
have some very fine eating when they grew up to be
* muttons.”
My gentle shepherd, Mr. Eli Perkins, said, “ We must
“have some shepherd dogs.”
1 had no very precise idea as to what shepherd dogs were,
but I assumed a rather profound look, and said : :
% We must, Eli. I spoke to you about this some time agol”
1 wrote to my old friend, Mr. Dexter H. Follett, of Boston,
for two shepherd dogs. Mr. F. is not an honest old farmer
himself, but I thought he knew about shepherd dogs. He
kindly forsook far more important business to accommodate,
and the dogs came forthwith. They were splendid creatures
—snuff-colored, hazel-eyed, long-tailed, and shapely-jawed.
We led them proudly to the fields.
“Tumn them in, Eli,” I said.
El turned them in.
They went in at once, and killed twenty of my best lambs
in about four minutes and a half.
My friend had made a trifling mistake in the breed of
 these dogs.
These dogs were not partial to sheep.
Eli Perkins was astonished, and observed :
“Waal | did you ever?”
I certainly never had.
‘There were pools of blood on the greensward, and frag-
- ments of wool and raw lamb chops lay round in confused
- The dogs would have been sent to Boston that night, had
they not rather suddenly died that afternoon of a throat-
per. It wasn't a swelling of the throat. It wasn’t

L &
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Thus closed their life-staries. Thus ended their
1 failed as a raiser of lambs, As a sheepist, I was nota
success.

Last summer Mr. Perkins md,“xmmwedmm 3
some grass this season, sir.”

We cut some grass. :

To me the new-mown hay is very sweet and nice. The
brilliant George Arnold sings about it, in beautiful verse,
down in Jersey every summer ; so does the brilliant Aldrich,
at Portsmouth, N. H. And yet I doubt if either of thesa
men knows the price of a ton of hay to-day. But new-mowa
hay is a really fine thing. It is good for man and beast.

We hired four honest farmers to assist us, and 1 led them ;

gaily to the meadows.

I was going to mow, myself. -

1 saw the sturdy peasants go round once ere I dipped my
flashing scythe into the tall green grass. g

* Are you ready ?” said E. Perkins,

“] am here I”

* Then follow us 1”

I followed them. -

Followed them rather too closely, evidently, for a white-
haired old man, who immediately followed Mr. Perkins,
called upon us to halt. Then in a low firm voice he said to

his son, who was just ahead of me, “John, change places

with me. I hain’t got long to live, anyhow. Yonder berryin’
~ ground will soon have these old bones, and it's no matter
~ whether I'm carried there with one leg off and terble gashes
_in the other or not! But you, John—you are young.”
moldmanchngedphcuwithhism Amﬂndﬁ %
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# What mean you, old man?” I said.

“I mean that if you continner to bran'ish that blade as
you have been bran'ishin’ it, you'll slash h—— out of some
of us before we're a hour older 1”

There was some reason mingled with this white-haired old
peasant’s profanity. It was true that I had twice escaped
mowing off’ his son’s legs, and his father was perhaps natu-
rally alarmed.

I went and sat down under a tree. “I never knowd a
literary man in my life,” I overheard the old man say, “that
know'd anything.” ‘

Mr. Perkins was not as valuable to me this season as I
had fancied he might be. Every afternoon he disappeared
from the ficld regularly, and remained about some two hours,
He said it was headache. He inberited it from his mother.
His mother was often taken in that way, and suffered a great
deal.

At the end of two hoars Mr. Perkins would reappear with

‘his head neatly done up in a large wet rag, and say he “felt .

better.”

_ One afternoon it so happened that I soon followed the
invalid to the house, and as I neared the porch I heard a
ﬁnahwicemageﬁaﬂyobmn,"\’mswpl” It was the
- woice of the hired girl, and she added, “ Il holler for Mr.
- Erown!”

“Oh no, Nancy,” I heard the invalid E. Perkins soothingly

- say, " Mr. Brown knows I love you. Mr. Brown approves of
1 peered cautiously through the kitchen-blinds, and, hows
unnatural i may apper, the |




earnest about it, she remained where she was. g

They are married now, and Mr. Perkins is troubled no mo
with the headache. o

This year we are planting corn. Mr. Perkins writes me
that “ on accounts of no skare krows bein put up krows com
and digged fust crop up but soon got nother in. Old Bisbee
who was frade youd cut his sons leggs of Ses you bet go a
stand up in feeld yrself with dressin gownd on & gesses krows
will keep way. this made Boys in store larf. no More terday

- My&iener.D.T.T.Moom,oftheRmeNm Yorker,
thinks if 1 “keep on” I will get in the Poor House in about

ﬁ!-wmcm-

I e - Fruly Yours,




TO CALIFORNIA AND BACK.
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ON THE STEAMER

NEW YORK, Oc. 13,1863
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ON THE STEAMER

- which mhsadaglehdydfwty-ﬁnm&:,
- says, “Base man ! leave me I” I Jeave her. R
. By-ahd—bywecooldm,mdhemmmml
Next day.

When the gong sounds for breakfast we are fairly out on
the sea, which runs roughly, and the Ariel rocks wildly.
Many of the passengers are sick, and a young naval officer
establishes a reputation as a wit by carrying to one of the
invalids a plate of raw salt pork, swimming in cheap molasses.
I am not sick ; so I roll round the deck in the most cheerful

- sea-dog manner.

e

The next day and the next pass by in a serene manner,

~ The waves are smooth now, and we can all eat and sleep.

- We might have enjoyed ourselves very well, I fancy, if the

~ Ariel, whose capacity was about three hundred and fifty ‘
~ passengers, had not on this occasion carried nearly nine

- hundred, a hundred at least of whom were children of an
- unpleasant age. Captain Semmes captured the Ariel once,
- and it is to be deeply regretted that that thrifty buccaneer

_hadn’t made mince-meat of her, because she is a miserable 2

~ tub at best, and hasn't much more right to be afloat than a

‘second-hand coffin has. I do not know her proprietor, Mr.
~ C.Vanderbilt. But I know of several excellent mill privileges
in the State of Maine, and not one of them is so thoroughly

tiemen who were on board the steamer Ariel with mo

1 state here that the accommodations on that steamer
very visk Ifl{iidnotsoame,myoonm_ﬂﬂﬁ:
' G

'

'
3
1




THE ISTHMUS.

sting me through life, and I should have horrid dreams like
~ Richard 111 Esq.
~ The proprietor apparently thought we were undergoing
transportation for life to some lonely island, and the very
| waiters who brought us meats that any warder of any
. penitentiary would blush to offer convicts, seemed to think
. it was a glaring error our not being in chains,
~ As a specimen of the liberal manner in which this steamer
'was managed, I will mention that the purser (a very pleasant
person, by the way) was made fo unite the positions of
~ purser, baggage clerk, and doctor; and I one day had a
~lurking suspicion that he was among the waiters in the
. dining-cabin, disguised in a white jacket and slipshod pumps.

m&ndy say we were altogether happy. And
' at best are a little stupid. On the whole I




&hgsﬁnmthemtolhehotﬂsmahpmnn. It

im with them than Mosquero, because the former gentle-
n, as I think some one has before observed, is “honest”
I intrust my bag to a speckled native, who confidentially
me to understand that he is the only strictly honest
‘person in Aspinwall. The rest, he says, are niggers—which
the colored people of the Isthmus regard as about as scathing
2 thing as they can say of one another,

I examine the New Grenadian flag, which waves from the
 chamber-window of a refreshment saloon. It is of simple
design. You can make one.

Take half of a cotton shirt, that has been wom two
‘months, and dip it in molasses of the Day and Martin
brand. Then let the flies gambol over it for a few days, and
you have it. It is an emblem of Sweet Liberty.

At the Howard House the man of sin rubbeth the hair of
the horse to the bowels of the cat, and our girls are waving
~ their lily-white hoofs in the dazling waltz.

. We have a quadrille, in which an English person slips up
‘and jams his massive brow against my stomach. He apolo-
gizes, and I say, “all right, my lord” I subsequently
ascertained that he superintended the shipping of coals for
~ the British steamers, and owned fighting cocks.

- The ball stops suddenly.

Great excitement. One of our passengers intoxicated and
‘riotous in the street. Openly and avowedly desires the
“entire Republic of New Grenada to ““coma on.”

* In case they do come on, agrees to make it lively for them.

apmtmnofhsinoumbyurrymgmmiwﬁai

in infamous falsehood. Fancy A. Lincoln carrying
bags and things ! and indeed I should rather trust

U S Rt
ol LR, iy
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THE ISTHMUS.

~ of Grenadian troops. Is musical as he passes the hotel, ana
smiling sweetly upon the ladies and children on the balcony,
expresses a distinct desire to be an Angel, and with the
 Angels stand.  After which he leaps nimbly into the air, ar{
* imitates the war-cry of the red man.

—

The natives amass wealth by carrying valises, &c., then

~ squander it for liquor. My native comes to me as I sit on

the veranda of the Howard House smoking a cigar, and

nliduthejoboltakingmythingsmthecarsnutmming.

He is intoxicated, and has been fighting, to the palpable

detriment of his wearing apparel ; for he has only a pair of
tattered pantaloons and a very small quantity of shirt left,

—_—

We go to bed. Eight of us are assigned to a small den
~ upstairs, with only two lame apologies for beds.
'Hosquitoaandevenratsannoyusfearﬁﬂly. One bold
mgnawsathefeetofayoungEngﬁshmaninthepany.
'ThismmethantheyoungEngﬁshmancauldsmd,and
_ﬁﬁngﬁvmhisbedheaskedusifNewGrenadawasn’ta
~ Republic? We said it was. “I thought so” he said. “Of -
~ course I mean no disrespect to the United States of America
-"intkermark,butlthinklpuferabloatedmonarchy!”
- He smiled sadly—then handing his purse and his mothers
phowgnphtomothu-Englishpum,hawhispetsdsoﬁly,
“1f I am eaten up, give them to Me mother—tell her I died
| like a true Briton, with no faith whatever in the success of a
: W.fmndmtl‘ Andthenheu'ep:bnck_
- Westart at seven the noxt morning for Panama.
""‘"mwh; and early to'transporwmy carpes

A




THE ISTHMUS.

mk to the railwaystam His clothes have snEered
~ more during the night, for he comes to me now dressed only
in a small rag and one boot.

. At last we are off. “Adios, Americanos!” the natives
cry, to which I pleasantly reply, “ Adous / and long mayit'_.
be before you have a chance to Do us again.”

The cars are comfortable on the Panama railway, and the
country through which we pass[is very beautiful. Bet it
will not do to trust it much, because it breeds fevers and
other unpleasant disorders, at all seasons of the year. Like

~ a girl we most all have known, the Isthmus is fair but false.

There are mud huts all along the route, and half-naked

_ savages gaze patronizingly upon us from their door-ways,
~ An elderly lady in spectacles appears to be much scandal-

ized by the scant dress of these people, and ,wants to know

why the Select men don't put a stop to it From this, and

_ a remark she incidentally makes about her son who has

~ invented a washing machine which will wash, wring, and dry

~ a shirt in ten minutes, I infer that she is from the hills of
~ Old New England, like the Hutchinson family,

: The Central American is lazy, The 6nly exercise he ever
| takes is to occasionally produce a_Revolution. When his
~ feet begin to swell and there are premonitory symptoms of
~ gout, he “revolushes” a spell, and then serenely returns to
 his cigarette and hammock under the palm trees.
These Central American Republics are queer concerns,
1 do not of course precisely know what a last year's calf’s
ideas of immortal glory may be, but probably they are about
“asducid as those of a Central American in regard to a repub-
. lican form of government. -
_.AndyetI ain told they are a kindly people in the main,
met ®ut one of them—a Costa-Rican, on board the




198 MEXICO.

Ariel. He lay sick with fever, and I went to him and took
his hot hand gently in mine. I shall never forget his look
of gratitude. And the next day he borrowed five dollars of
me, shedding tears as he put it in his pocket.

—

At Panama we lose several of our passengers, and among
them three Peruvian ladies, who go to Lima, the city of
volcanic irruptions and veiled black-eyed beauties.

The Sefioritas who leave us at Panama are splendid crea-
tures. They learned me Spanish, and in the soft moonlight
we walked on deck and talked of the land of Pizarro. (You
know old Pix. conquered Peru! and although he was not
educated at West Point, he had still some military talent.)
I feel as though I had lost all my relations, including my
grandmother and the cooking stove, when these gay young
Sefioritas go away.

They do not go to Peru on a Peruvian bark, butona.n
English steamer.

We find the St. Louis, the steamer awaiting us at Panama,
a cheerful and well-appointed boat, and commanded by
Capt. Hudson.

1L
MEXICO,

‘WE make Acapulco, a Mexican coast townofmeimpab-
mhaﬁwdays,mdangouhm

——

The pretty peasant girls peddle necklaces made of
lﬂmhhmdwcn,qu




They are quite naive about it. Handing you a necklace they
will say, “ Me give you pres-enf, Senor,” and then retire with
a low curtsey. Returning, however, in a few moments, they
say quite sweetly, “You give me pres-ens, Senor, of quarter
dollar 1” which you at once do unless you have a heart of
Acapulco was shelled by the French a year or so before
our arrival there, and they effected a landing. But the gay

and gallant Mexicans peppered them so persistently and

effectually from the mountains near by that they concluded
to sell out and leave. P
Napoleon has no right in Mexico. Mexico may deserve a.
licking. That is possible enough. Most people do. But
nobody has any right to lick Mexico except the United
States. We have a right, I flatter myself, to lick this entire

~ continent, including ourselves, any time we want to.

~ The signal gun is fired at 11, and we go off to the steamer
_ in small boats.

In our boat is an inebriated United States official, who

- flings his spectacles overboard and sings a flippant and

~ absurd song about his grandmother’s spotted calf, with his
_ ri-fol-lol-tiddery-i-do. After which he crumbles, in an in-

~ comprehensible manner, into the bottom ‘of the boat, and

~ howls dismally,

- We reach Manzanillo, another coast place, twenty-four
- hours after leaving Acapulco, Manzanillo is a little Mexican
wvillage, and looked very wretched indeed, sweltering away
there on the hot sands. But it is a port of some importance,
-nemlhdua,bemseagrutdaldmerchmdmﬁmsiu'
way to the interior from there. The white and green flag of
co floats from a red steam-tug (the navy of Mexico, by
mﬂmdmmg:,admbledna.mdahm
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life-preserver) and the Captain of the Port_comes off to us
in his small boat, climbs up the side of the St. Louis, and
folds the healthy form of Captain Hudson to his breast.
There is no wharf here, and we have to anchor off the town.

There was a wharf, but the enterprising Mexican peasantry,
who subsist by poling merchandise ashore in dug-outs, indig-
nantly tore it up. We take on here some young Mexicans,
from Colima, who are going to California. They are of the
better class, and one young man (who was educated in
Madrid) speaks English rather better than I write it Be
careful not to admire any article of an educated Mexican’s
dress, because if you do he will take it right off and give it
to you, and sometimes this might be awkward,

I said : “ What a beautiful cravat you wear?” >

«]t is yours?” he exclaimed, quickly unbuckling it; and = :
I could not induce him to take it back again.

I am glad I did not tell his sister, who was with him and
with whom 1 was lucky enough to get acquainted, what a =i
beautiful white hand she had. She might have given itto
me on the spot; and that, as she had soft eyes, a queenly i
form, and a half million or so in her own right, would have

Reports reach us here of high-handed robberies by the .,
banditti all along the road to the City of Mexico. They
steal clothes as well as coin. A few days since the mail
‘coach entered the city with all the passengers stark-naked !

They must have felt mortified. g

A “I
CALIFORNIA.




CALIFORNIA.

who states that inasmuch as I have come out there to an
people, he will only charge me five dollars, I M‘E
gold, of course, because greenbacks are not cunt.ntonth‘
Pacific coast.

Many of the citizens of San Francisco remember
Sabbath day to keep it jolly ; and the theatres, the circus,
the minstrels, and the music-halls are all l.n full Haﬂr’i_\
to-night.

I “compromise” and go to the Chinese theatre, thiang
perhaps there can be no great harm in listening to lly
sentiments whem expressed in a language I don't undu'r- ¢
stand. R

The Chinaman at the door takes my ticket with tﬁ
- remark, “Ki hi-hi ki! Shoolah ” s
And I tell him that on the whole I think he is right ol
~ The Chinese play is “ continued,” like a Ledger story, from
~ night to night. It commences with the birth of the hero

‘or_heroine, which interesting event occurs publicly on the
:'Shg'e and then follows him or her down to the grav&,
“where it cheerfully ends,
~ Sometimes a Chinese play lasts six months. The play I

am speaking of had been going on for about two months.
“The heroine had grown up into womanhood, and was on the
‘point, as I inferred, of being married to a young Chinaman
in_qpa.ngied pantaloons and a long black tail. The bnde’s )




CALIFORNIA.

in regntltotheklldlndh!ki,butteﬂhhnldm‘tﬁa'
altogether certain about the chow-wow.

To Stockton from San Francisco.

Stockton is a beautiful town, that has ceased to think of
becoming a very large place, and has quietly settled down
into a state of serene prosperity. 1 have my boots repaired
here by an artist who informs me that he studied in the
penitentiary ; and I visit the lunatic asylum, where I
encounter a vivacious maniac who irvites me to ride in a
chariot drawn by eight lions and a rhinoceros.

John Phoenix was once stationed at Stockton, and put his

=
S
2
s
3
et

f} _ mother aboard the San Francisco boat one morning with the
S sparkling remark, “ Dear mother, be virtuous and you will
i3 be happy 1 *

N Forward to Sacramento—which is the captal of the State,
"f:;" and a very nice old town.

i 3 They had a flood here some years ago, during which

several blocks of buildings sailed out of town and have
never been heard from since. A Chinaman concluded to
leave in a wash-tub, and actually set sail in one of those
fragile barks. A drowning man hailed him piteously, thus :
“Throw me a rope, oh throw me a rope!” To which the
~ Chinaman excitedly cried, “ No have got—how can do?”
and went on, on with-the howling current. He was never
seen more ; but a few weeks after his tail was found by some
Sabhathachodchﬂdmmthenor&panafthcsm '

10 to the mountain towns. The sensational mining da
_mw.mxmmmmmum

t




“I have a little bill against you, sir,” he
“ A bill—what for?”
“For drinks.”
# Drinks?” g ey
“Yes, sir—at my bar, I keep the weﬂknownnndhlghlr :
respected coffee-house down street.” :
“ But, my dear sir, there is a mistake—I never drank at
your bar in my life.”
“I know it, sir. That isn’t the point. The point is this:
I pay out money for good liquors, and it is people’s own
fault if they don't drink them. There are the liquors—do
as you please about drinking them, duf you must pay for

" lieml Isn'tthat fair?”

His enormous body (which Puck wouldn’t put a girdle
- round for forty dollars) shook gleefully while I read this
eminently original bill.
- Years ago Mr. Blaze was an agent of the California Stage
~ Company. There was a formidable and well organized
opposition to the California Stage Company at that time,
and Mr. Blaze rendered them such signal service in his
capacity of agent that they were very sorry when he ten-
~ dered his resignation.

~ “You are some sixteen hundred dollars behind in your
accounts, Mr. Blaze,” said the President, “but in view of
your faithful and efficient services, we shall throw off eight
hanﬂuddolhnofthatmount.’




L CALIFORNIA.

%1 will” returned the President.

“Well, sir,” said Mr. Blaze, “I'm a gentleman, J am, you
bet! And I won't allow no Stage Company to surpass me
in politeness. X throw off the other eight hundred dollars,
 and we'll call it sguare! No gratitude, sir—no thanks; it
is my duty.”

[

I get back to San Francisco in a few weeks, and am to
start home Overland from here.

The distance from Sacramento to Atchison, Kansas, by the
Overland stage route, is twenty-two hundred miles, but you
can happily accomplish a part of the journey by railroad,
The Pacific railroad is completed twelve miles to Folsham,
leaving only two thousand and one hundred and eighty-

«ight miles to go by stage. This breaks the monotony ; but

as it is midwinter, and as there are well substantiated reports
of Overland passengers freezing to death, and of the Piute
savages being in one of their sprightly moods when 'they
scalp people, I do not—I may say that I do not leave the
Capital of California in a light-hearted and joyous manner,
But “leaves have their time to fall,” and I have mynmcm..’

~leave, which is now.

".__jolmsun’s!’m which is 6,752 feet hlgh, about two o'clock i
 the moming, and go down the great Kingsbury grade y
~ locked wheels. The driver, with whom 1 sit outside, i

'pe,nwﬂoulymﬂdownthisfearfuimmtam:ud, g
M!dwnmdthsndemmmapyaﬁhgnvhqtht




recover. But it will never be so agin, not with m
Mﬂ

“I-\lmru that ?” I said.

It was frightfully dark. ltmsnowmgmtbal,lﬁ
withstanding the brakes were kept hard down, the
slewed wildly, often fairly touching the brink of the un&-
precipice.

“How is that ?” I said. -

“ Why, you see,” he replied, “that corpses never sue
damages, but maimed people do. And the next time I
a over-turn I shall go round and keerfully examine the p
sengers. Them as is dead I shall let alone ; but them as is
mutilated I shall finish with the king-bolt! Dead folk
don’t sue. They ain’t on it.”

Thus with anecdote did this driver cheer me up.

v. 2

WASHOE. ; \

WE reach Carson City about nine o'clock in the morning.

It is the capital of the Silver-producing territory of Nevada.

They shoot folks here somewhat, and the law is nthut
partial than otherwise to first-class murderers.

I visited the territorial Prison, and the Warden points mi
the prominent convicts to me, thus :
“This man’s crime was horse-stealing. He uhen _

life.
« This man is in for murder. He is here for three years
4 shoohngun':aspopuhrmhlavadauxtmm.
'-Aﬁ'yws since they used to have a dead man for b
fast every morning. A reformed desperado told me
w he m Xilled men enough to stock a grave-yar




WASHOE.
E‘ “A feeling of remorse,” he said, “sometimes comes over
. met But I'm an altered man now. I hain’t killed a man
~ for over two weeks !  What'll yer poison yourself with ?* he
added, dealing a resonant blow on the bar.
There used to live near Carson City a notorious desperado,
who never visited town without killing somebody. He would
~ call for liquor at some drinking-house, and if anybody de-
dined joining him he would at once commence shooting.
' But one day he shot a man too many. Going into the
St Nicholas drinking-house he asked the company present to
join him in a North-American drink. One individual was
rash enough to refuse. With a look of sorrow rather than of
anger the desperado revéaltd his revolves and said “ Good
God! AMust1kill 2 man every time I come to Carson?”
- and so saying he fired and killed the individual on the spot.
But this was the last murder the bloodthirsty miscreant ever
committed, for the aroused citizens pursued him with rifies
~and shot him down in his own door-yard, :

I lecture in the theatre at Carson, which opens out of
a drinking and gambling house. On each side of the door
where my ticket-taker stands there are montd-boards and
- sweat-cloths, but they are deserted to-night, the gamblers

being evidently of a literary turn of mind. : '

~~ Five years ago there was only a pony-path over the preci-
pitous hills on which now stands the marvellous city of
"';ngnh,ﬂthihpopﬂaﬁmofmdvethmdmm@ '
- perbaps more. Virginia, with its stately warehouses and
g2y shops ; its splendid streets, paved with silver ore ; its
clegant theatre ; its music-halls, and its three daily news-




settle down and behave itself in a conservative and seemly
manner. Virginia has grown up in the heart of the richest.
silver regions in the world, the E1 Dorado of the hour; and
of the immense numbers who are swarming thither not more.
than Balf carry their mother’s Bible or any settled religion =
with them. The gambler and the strange woman as. g-
rally seek the new sensational town as ducks take to the
element which is so useful for making cocktails and bath
one's feet; and these people make the new town
warm for awhile. But by-and-by the earnest and 1
citizens get tired of this ungodly nonsense and of
Vigilance Committee, which hangs the more vicious
pestiferous crowd to a sour apple-tree ; and then
municipal laws, ministers, meeting-houses, and a
sober police in blue coats with brass buttons, About
thousand able-bodied men are in the mines unde
here : some as far down as five hundred feet. The G
Curry Mine employs nine hundred men, and annually
out about twenty million dollars’ worth of © demnition
and silver;” as Mr. Mantalini might express it—though
chiefly. el
There are many other mines here and at




WASHOE,

. before my arrival became so excited about it that he fell in a
~ fit, with the name of his Uncle Amos on his lips! The
hardy miners supposed he wanted his uncle there to see the
gxutn@ht,andfamtmthhzm. But this was pure con-

~ Jecture, after all.

hi:' I visit several of the adjacent mining towns, but I do not
~ gotoAurora. No, I think not. A lecturer on psychology
~ was killed there the other night by the playful discharge of a
~ horse-pistol in the hands of a degenerate and intoxicated
~ Spaniard. This circumstance, and a rumour that the
!r citizens are agim literature, induce me to go back to Vir-
"

I had pointed out to me at a Restaurant a man who had
~ killed four men in street broils, and who had that very day
~cut his own brother’s breast open in a dangerous manner ot
~ with a small supper knife. He was a gentleman, however,
I heard him tell some men so. He admitted it himself
.Andldon‘tthmkhewouldhcahnutuhtﬂethmglh iy
~ The theatre at Virginia will attract the attention of the
stranger, because it is an unusually elegant affair of the kind,
and would be so regarded anywhere. It was built, of course,
by Mr. Thomas Maguire, the Napoleonic manager of the

4
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MR. PEPPER.

opens a theatre, and with a hastily-organized “W
Comumittee ” of actors, commences to execute Shakspeare,

Yi
MR. PEPPER.

MY arrival at Virginia City was signalized by the following
incident :
I had no sooner achieved my room in the garret of the
International Hotel than I was called upon by an mtonmﬂ.‘
man, who said he was an Editor. Knowing how rare it %
for an Editor to be under the blighting influence of either
spirituous or malt liquors, I received this statement douhb-
fully. ‘But I said: -
“What name ?*
i # Wait !” he said, and went out. X
S I heard him pacing unsteadily up and down the
~ outside.
In ten minutes he returned, and said :
“Pepw l. o g
Pepper was indeed his name. He had bmepth
he could remember it; and he was so flushed with
~ success that he repeated it joyously semalumu,uf
- with a short laugh, he went away.
I had often heard of amnbemg“sod:m_k
knowwhatmwnhehvedm. buthuom:




a0 GREELEV'S RIDE TO PLACERVILLE.

VIL

HORACE GREELEY'S RIDE TO PLACERVILLE.

WHEN Mr. Greeley was in California ovations awaited him
at every town. He had written powerful leaders in the
Tribune in favor of the Pacific Railroad, which had greatly
endeared him to the citizens of the Golden State. And
therefore they made much of him when he went to see them,

At one town the enthusiastic populace tore his celebrated
white coat to pieces, and carried the pieces home to remem-
ber him by.

The citizens of Placerville prepared to féte the great jour-
nalist, and an extra coach, with extra relays of horses, was
chartered of the California Stage Company to carry him from
Folsom to Placerville—distance, forty miles. The extra was
in some way delayed, and did not leave Folsom until late in
the afternoon. Mr. Greeley was to be féted at 7 o'clock that
evening by the citizens of Placerville, and it was altogether
necessary that he should be there by that hour. So the
Stage Company said to Henry Monk, the driver of the extra,
“ Henry, this great man must be there by 7 to-night” And
Henry answered, “ The great man shall be there.”

The roads were in an awful state,nnddurmgtheﬁm‘.&w et
miles out of Folsom slow progress was made. l

b A M&.Gruley“mmnm&ulmben‘*'
Placerville at 7 o’clock to-night ?”

“I've got my orders !” laconically returned Henry Monk,

Still the coach dragged slowly forward.

“Sir,” said Mr. Greeley, “this is not a trifling matter,
must be there at 71" :

Ammethemw,“l'ngotmyudml'

But the speed was not increased, and Mr. Greeley

e N




GREELEY'S RIDE TO PLACERVILLE. a1

away another half hour; when, as he was again about to
remonstrate with the driver, the horses suddenly started into
a furious run, and all sorts o!‘encaung!ng,dhﬁlled&nﬂr
from the throat of Henry Monk. _

“ That is right, my good fellow 1 cr!eer.Greehy bg i i G
give you ten dollars when we get to Placerville. Nmr'n _
are going !” =]

They were indeed, and at a terrible speed.

Crack, crack ! went the whip, and again “that v’dﬁ' =

split the air. “Gitup! Hiyi! Glong! Yip—yip!”

And on they tore, over stones and ruts, up hill and down, 45

at a rate of speed never before achieved by stage horses,

Mr. Greeley, who had been bouncing from one cnd of the
coach to the other like an india-rubber ball, magadt&gql e

his head out of the window, when he said :

“Do—on't—on't—on’t you—u—u think we—e—e—e ﬂn’ll e

get there by seven if we do—on't—on’t go so fast?”

“P've got my orders!” That was all Henry Monk said.

And on tore the coach.

% was Becoming ‘serious’* Alisady the joutsaliitiREI.
extremely sore from the terrible jolting, and again his head

“might have been seen” at the window. i\

“Sir,” he said, “1 don't mre——me——w,ﬂ'weMget
there at seven !*

#] have got my orders!” Fresh horses. Forward again,
faster than before, Over rocks and stumps, on one of which
the coach narrowly escaped turning a summerset.

“See here |” shricked Mr, Greeley, “« don't care if we
don’t get there at all | * :

“I've got my orders! I work for the Californy Stage
Company, 7 do. That's wot I work for. They said, ¢
~ this man through by seving.’ An’ﬂ:hm’sgdn'm

_-Youbetl Cf‘bnxl ‘Whoo-cp!”




813 GREELEY'S RIDE TO PLACERVILLE. i
 Another frightful jolt, and Mr. Greeley’s bald head sud-
- denly found its way through the roof of the coach, amidst the
crash of small timbers and the ripping of strong canvas.
~ “Stop, you ——— maniac!” he roared.
Again answered Henry Monk :
“I've got my orders | Keep your seat, Horace I*
At Mud Springs, a village a few miles from Placerville,
they met a large delegation of the citizens of Placerville, who
had come out to meet the celebrated editor, and escort him
into town. There was a military company, a brass band, and
a six-horse wagon-load of beautiful damsels in milk-white
dresses, representing all the States in the Union. ‘It was
nearly dark now, but the delegation were amply provided with
sorches, and bonfires blazed all along the road to Placerville.
The citizens met the coaca in the outskirts of Mud Springs,
and Mr. Monk reined in his foam-covered steeds,
“Is Mr. Greeley on board?” asked the chairman of the
“ He was, a few miles back/” said Mr. Monk; “yes,” he
added, after looking down through the hole which the fearful
jolting had made in the coach-roof—“yes, I can see him!
He is there 1” . ’ ’
“ Mr. Greeley,” said the Chairman of the Committee, pre-
senting himself at the window of the coach, “ Mr. Greeley,
sir! 'We are come to most cordially welcome you, sir—— e
why, God bless me, sir, you are bleeding at the nose ! *
“I've got my orders |” cried Mr. Monk, “ My ordersisas
follers : Git him there by seving! It wants a quarter to
sevity. Stand out of the way !” : !
“But, sir,” exclaimed the Committee-man, seizing the off
Seader by the reins—“ Mr. Monk, we are come to escort him
~ imtotown! Look at the procession, sir, and the brass band,
- and the people, and the young women, sir1” - %




don’t say nothin' about no brass bands and ,mi-

My orders says, ‘git him there by seving!' Let go
lines! Clear the way there! Whooep! KEEP ¥
SEAT, HORACE !” and the coach m-wywn
procession, upsetting a porhondfhnlns‘hnd, T
violently grazing the wagon which contained the bea
young women in white. :

Years hence grey-haired men, who were little boys
procession, will tell their grandchildren how this stage
through Mud Springs, and how Horace Greeley's bald
ever and anon showed itself, like a wild apparition,
the coach-roof.

Mr. Monk was in time. There is a tmditim
Greeley was very indignant for awhile; then he I
and finally presented Mr. Monk with a bran-new suit
clothes. .

Mr. Monk himself is still in the employ of the Calfc
Stage Company, and is rather fond of relating a story

says he yields to no man in his admiration for
Grecley. ;

VIIL
TO REESE RIVER

I LEAVE Virginia for Great Salt Lake City, vid the Re

River Silver Diggings. .
There are cight passengers of us inside the coach—w

wmm,mnam».cmm\




70 REESE RIVER,

Amngthe'pmenguskagenialmof&cmd
Rydu,-hoh:achievedawide-smdrepuuﬁonua
strangler of upleasant bears in the mountain fastnesses of
California, and who is now an eminent Reese River miner.

We ride night and day, passing through the land of the
Piute Indians. Report reaches us that fifteen hundred of
these savages are on the Rampage, under the command of a
red usurper named Buffalo-Jim, who seems to be a sort of
Jeff Davis, inasmuch as he and his followers have seceded
from the regular Piute organization. The seceding savages
bave announced that they shall kill and scalp all pale-faces
{which makes our faces pale, I reckon) found loose in that
section. We find the guard doubled at all the stations
where we change horses, and our passengers nervously
examine their pistols and readjust the long glittering knives
in their belts. I feel in my pockets to see if the key which™
unlocks the carpet-bag containing my revolvers is all right—
for I had rather brilliantly locked my deadly weapons up in
that article, which was strapped with the other baggage to

‘the rack behind The passengers frown on me for this

o carelessness, bat the kind-hearted Ryder gives me a small

~ double-barrelled gun, with which I narrowly escape murder-

g ing my beloved friend Hingston in cold blood. I am not

used to guns and things, and in changing the position of

~ this weapon 1 pulled the trigger rather harder than was

——

A m&ﬂsﬁcbdmbdﬁenﬁmhvhmlmmmg
.;\mﬁmmmyuhom-cmﬂybeumormy'm f
/ w:noaofﬁm-a:m Inhoxﬂdhen!ua_bhtotheﬁmy
.s.anﬁpﬁu-woﬂynhuthemrﬂhﬂmqgﬂ
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However, we pass safely through the land of the | i
unmolested by Buffalo James. This celebrated savage ¢
read and write, and is quite an orater, like Meum allu

last of the Wampanoags. He went on to Washington a few

years ago, and called Mr. Buchanan his Great Father, and
the members of the Cabinet his dear Brothers. They gave
him a great many blankets, and he returned to his beautiful
hunting grounds and went to killing stage-drivers. Hemﬁ
such a fine impression upon Mr. Buchanan during his sojourn
in Washington that that statesman gave a young Er a5
tourist, who crossed the plains a few years since, a letter of
introduction to him. The great Indian chief read the Eng
person’s letter with considerable emotion, and then o
hhntobescalpcd,andstolehismmks. o

Mr. Ryder knows me only as “Mr. Brown® and
refreshes me during the journey by quotations from 1
books and lectures.

“ Never seen Ward ?” he said.

“Qh no.”

«Ward says he likes little girls, but he likes large |
just as well Haw, haw, haw! I should like to see
d—— fool I” j J

He referred to me. A

He even woke me up in the middle of the night to tell
one of Ward’s jokes. LA

1 lecture at Big Creek. 0
Big Creek is a straggling, wild little village;
house in which I had the honour of speaking 3.
At one end of the building a huge
hhg,c..-dmunw«m
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GREAT SALT LARE CITY,

character in a rollicklng Irish farce at the theatre! And
he played it well, I was told ; not so well, of course, as the
great Dan Bryant could : but I fancy he was more at home
in the Mormon palpit than Daniel would have been.

The Mormons, by the way, are preminently an amuse-
ment-loving people, and the Elders pray for the success of
their theatre with as much earnestness as they pray for
anything else. The congregation doesn't startle us, It
is known, I fancy, that the heads of the Church are to be
absent to-day, and the attendance is slim. There are no
ravishingly beautiful women present, and no positively ugly
ones. The men are fair to middling. They will never be
slain in cold blocd for their beauty, nor shut up in jail for
their homeliness.

There are some good voices in the choir to-day, but the
orchestral accompaniment is unusvally slight. Sometimes
they introduce a full brass and string band in Church.

3 Brigham Young says the devil has monopolised the good
. music long enough, and it is high time the Lord had a
. portion of it. Therefore trombones are tooted on Sundays
- in Utah as well as on other days; and there are some
;_:_ splendid musicians there. The orchestra in Brigham Young’s
|‘~ theatre is quite equal to any in Broadway. There is a youth
in Salt Lake City (I forget his name) who plays the cornet
like a North American angel
llr.Stenhwsemﬁmsmeofanyanxietylhndfeltin
- Fegard to having my swan-like throat cut by the Danites
but thinks my wholesale denunciation of a people I had
- mever seen was rather hasty, The following is the paragraph
© which the Saints objected. It occurs in an * Artemus
Ward” paper on Brigham Young, written some years ago :
“I girded up my Lions and fled the Seen. I packt up my
uds and left Salt Lah,whichhaznaSoddum-\ndGﬁh’

U-.I
7
3
4
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| THE MOUNTAIN FEVER.
morer, inhabited by as theavin' & onprincipled a
retchis as ever drew Breth in eny spot on the Globe”
I had forgotten all about this, and as Elder Stenhouse
read it to me “my feelings may be better imagined than
described,” to use language I think I have heard before.
pleaded, however, that it was a purely burlesque sketch, ;
that this strong paragraph should not be interpreted literally

atall. The Elder didn’t scem to sec it in that light, but we
- parted pleasantly, it

X
THE MOUNTAIN FEVER.

1 60 back to my hotel and go to bed, and I do not getup
B again for two weary weeks. I have the mountain fever (so B
K- called in Utah, though it closely resembles the old-style
- typhus), and my case is pronounced dangerous. I don't
e regard it so. I don't, in fact, regard anything. I amall
T right, myself. My poor Hingston shakes his head sadly,
.~ and Dr. Williamson, from Camp Douglas, pours all kinds of

bitter stuff down my throat. I drink his health in a dose of
the cheerful beverage known as jalap, and thresh the sheets =
with my hot hands. I address large assemblages, who have
somehow got into my room, and 1 charge Dr. Williamson
with the murder of Luce, and Mr. Irwin, the actor, with lhv_}"
murder of Shakspeare. I have a lucid spell now and then,
in one of which James Townsend, the landlord, enters. He .
whispers, but I hear what he says far too distinetly : “This
man can have anything and everything he wants ; but I's
no hand for a sick room. 1 never could see anybody die”
That wzs cheering, 1 thought. The noble Californian,




220 THE MOUNTAIN FEVER, :
- Jerome Davis—he of the celebrated ranch—sticks by me like

~ a twin brother, although I fear that in my hot frenzy I more
than once anathematized his kindly eyes. Nurses and
watchers, Gentile and Mormon, volunteer their services in

~ hoops, and rare wines are sent to me from all over the city,
. which if I can't drink, the venerable and excellent Thomas
can, easy.

I lay there in this wild, broiling way for nearly two weeks,
when one morning I woke up with my head clear and an
immense plaster on my stomach. The plaster had operated.
=Y, '_ I was so raw that I could by no means say to Dr. William-
son, Well done, thou good and faithful servant.” I wished he
e~ had lathered me before he plastered me. I was fearfully
- weak I was frightfully thin. With either one of my legs
] you could have cleaned the stem of a meerschaum pipe. My
=5 backbone had the appearance of a clothes-line with a
B quantity of English walnuts strung upon it. My face was
E almost gone. My nose was so sharp that I didn’t dare stick
E it into other people’s business for fear it would stay there,
;

But by borrowing my agent's overcoat I succeeded in pm-
ducing a shadow.

1 have been looking at Zion all day, and my feet are sore"
and my legs are weary. I go back to the Salt Lake House
and have a talk with landlord Townsend about the State of
Maine. He came from that bleak region, having skinned

- his infantile eyes in York County. He was at Nauvco, and g

~was forced to sell out his entire property there for $50. He
has thrived in Utah, however, and is much thought of by =
the Church. He is an Elder, and preaches occasionally,
~ He has only two wives. 1 hear lately that he has sold his
* - property for $25,000 to Bngham Young, and goneto Enghnd‘

......



THE MOUNTAIN FEVER

steaks and chicken-pies, however, were first-rate. James a

1 talk about Maine, and cordially agree that so far as pine
boards and horse-mackerel are concerned it is equalled by
few and excelled by none. There is no place like lg_ome,:s
Clara, the Maid of Milan, very justly observes ; and while

J. Townsend would be unhappy in Maine, his heart ewh-.nti;
beats back here now and then. AT

1 heard the love of home oddly illustrated in Oregon, m ,‘

night, in a country bar-room. Some well-dressed men, in ﬂ
state of strong drink, were boasting of their respective phm ;
of nativity.

“1,” said one, “was born in Mississippi, where the m} _
ever shines and the magnolias bloom all the happy ye
round.”

«And 1,” said another, “was born in Kentucky— .
tucky, the home of impassioned oratory : the home of C.'hy
the State of splendid women, of gallant men 1” 3

« And I,” said another, “was born in Virginia, MWW
of Washington : the birthplace of statesmen : the Shte.- :
chivalric deeds and noble hospitality !*

« And 1,” said a yellow-haired and sallow-faced man,wlu
wasnotofthxsputyatall,andwhohadbemm
smoking a short black pipe by the fire during their magnifi-
cent conversation—*and I was bora in the garden spot
America.” )

% Where is that ?” they said. .

« Skeouhegan, Maine/” be replied; “kin I dl yau
yazor strop?” S5




*1 AM HERE”

THERE is no mistake about that, and there is a good pros-
pect of my staying here for some time to come. The snow
&‘._ hdeepontheg'rwnd,mdmoreisfalling.

L. The Doctor looks glum, and speaks of his ill-starred coun-
e tryman, Sir J. Franklin, who went to the Arctic once too
L much.

E “Agoodthinghappeneddmhmtheotherday,’saida
5 miner from New Hampshire to me. “A man of Boston
& dressin’ went through there, and at one of the stations there
F; wasn't any mules. Says the man who was fixed out to kill i
in his Boston dressin’, ‘Where's them mules ?’ Says the
driver, “ Them mules is into the sage-brush. You go catch
‘em—that’s wot yow do.’ Says the man, of Boston dressin’,
‘Ohno! Saysthe driver, ‘Oh yes ! and he took his long
coach-whip and licked the man of Boston dressin’ till he
went and caught them mules. How does that strike you as

Pt

; a)'oke?’

E? It didn’t strike me as much of a joke to pay a hundred
i, and seventy-five dollars in gold fare, and then be horse-
E whipped by stage-drivers, for declining to chase mules. But

people’s ideas of humour differ, just as people’s ideas diffsr

in regard to shrewdness—which “reminds me of a little

story.” Sitting in 2 New England country stors one day1

overheard the following dialogue between two brothers : -.
“Say, Bill, wot you done with that air sorrel mare of

yourn 2* o T
“Sold her,” said William, with a smile of satisfaction,
“Wot 'd you git 7”

“Hund'd an’ fifty dollars, cash deown |*

oy
A




“Show | Hund’dm’ﬁhyﬂorﬂntkichn’spnvin’d
'Wlw’dyo\lsellherto?’

% Sold her to mother 1” :
“Wot!" exdauned ‘hrother No. 1, “did you mi!ly u'llf_

shrewd one 1”
A Sensation-Arrival by the Overland Stage of two !ﬂl- :
souri gals, who have come unescorted all thewaythtwﬂ. :
They are going to Nevada territory to join their father.
They are pretty, but, merciful heavens! how they throw the
meat and potatoes down their throats. “This is the first

‘_‘ Squar’ meal we've had since we left Rocky Thompﬂ#l;"
= said the eldest. Then addressing herselftome,shesdd: % '_'-
“ Air you the literary man?” \ Shiae
,;.', ; 1 politely replied that I was one of “them fellers.”

| #«wall, don’t make fun of our clothes in the papers. Wc
i l air goin’ right straight though in these here clothes, waiﬂ
L We ain’t goin’ to rag out till we git to Nevady! Pmthan
sassiges [”

XIL
BRIGHAM YOUNG.
' BricizAM YoUNG sends word I may see him to-morrow. So
_.IpwhedsingingthepopuhrMmonhymn:
Let the chorus still be sung, =
Long live Brother Brigham Young,

And blessed be the vale of Deserét—rét—rét |
And blessed be the vale of Deserét.

At two o'clock the next afternoon Mr. Hiram B. Clawson,
‘ ;\hghamw m.m-hwmichﬁmnmig
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. BRIGHAM YOUNG,
‘me with the Prophet's private sleigh, and we start

distinguished person’s block.

n shown into the Prophet’s chief office. He comes

d, greets me cordially, and introduces me to several
uential Mormons who are present.

‘Brigham Young is 62 years old, of medium height, and
with sandy hair and whiskers, An active, iron was, with's
= ' sharp eye. A man of consummate shrewdness.—of
| executive ability. He was born in the State of Ver-
and 50 by the way was Heber C. Kimball, who will
ear the Mormon Belt when Brigham leaves the ring.
figham Young is a man of great matural ability. If you

How pious is he? I treat it as a conundrum, and
8. Personally he treated me with marked kindness
out my sojourn in Utah,

=

surmounted by a brass Ameri.
they say” here means anti-
spiritual despatches through
They also say that he receives




mumaﬂmhmm Such
as refused to shingle would go to hell, and no
iement on account of the weather. They say that ;
Mamdmﬁmh&um

ated at from ten to twenty milligns of dollars. He

ns Saw mills, grist mills, woollen factories, brass and iron
person. A man in Utah individually owns what he grows

d makes with the exception of a one-tenth part : that must

‘to the Church; and Brigham Young, as the first Pre-

ent, is the Church’s treasurer, Gentiles of course say that .

abuses this blind confidence of his people, and speculates 4

h their money, and absorbs the interest if he doesn't the 1

: sipal. - The Mormons deny this, and say that whatever

of their money he does use is for the good of the Church :

at he defrays the expenses of emigrants from far over the

.thathhﬁlminaﬂlocaluﬂapﬁmmdingto

syelop the resources of the territory, and that, in short, he

hcapbleo{wrmgmanyshape.

. Nobody seems to know how many wives Brigham Young

.3.* a5  Some set the number as high as eighty, in which case

“'his children must be too numerous to mention. Each wife

% Ras a room to herself. These rooms are large and airy, ard
Iw they are supplied with all the modern improve-

I ments. But never having been fi¥ited to visit them 1 can
speak very dgfinitely about this. When 1 left the Prophet,

M

B



’ hiﬂkﬁem&ﬂybythe lmad,and invitedm to mu,

 again This was flattering, because if he dislikesamanat
~ the first interview he never sees him again. He made no

~ allusion to the “letter” I had written about his community,

~ Qutside guards were pacing up and down before the gate-
way, but they smiled upon me sweetly. The veranda was
crowded with Gentile miners, who seemed to be surprised
thtldxdn‘ttemumawoodenovemoa.t,mthmythrm
neatly laid open from ear to ear.

I go to the Theatre to-night. The play is Othello. This
is a really fine play, and was a favorite of G. Washington,

the father of his country. On this stage, as upon all other
stages, the good old conventionalities are strictly adhered to,
The actors cross each other at oblique angles from L. U. E. - A
to R L E, on the slightest provocation. Othello howls, lago

~scowls, and the boys all laugh when Roderigo dies. - lmy_'l'
to see charming Mrs. Irwin (Desdemona) die, which she
du-vuyueetly.

—

~ I'wasanactor once, myself. I supported Edwin Forrest

".-f at a theatre in Philadelphia. I played a pantomimic part.
- I removed the chairs between scenes, and T did it so neatly
- that Mr. F. said I would mhnacabmat-ml:uifl
- “applied” myself




_ inthe side seats are those of President Young's wives
go to the play, and a large and varied assortment of children,
1t is an odd sight to see a jovial old Mormon file down
parquette aisle with ten or twenty robust wives at his heels.
Yet this spectacle may be witnessed every night the theatre
Is opened. The dress circle is chiefly occupied by the officers
&om Camp Douglas and the Gentile Merchants. The upper }
xircles are filled by the private soldiers and Motmon boys. 1

' feel bound to say that a Mormon audience is quite as appre-
T ciative as any other kind of an audience. They prefet comedy
A to tragedy. Sentimental plays, for obvious reasons, are un-
" popular with them. It will be remembercd that whea €.
. Melnotte, in the Lady of Lyons, comes home from the wars, :

i he folds Pauline to his heaving heart and makes several re-
 marksof an impassioned and slobbering character. Onenight
' whenthe Lady of Lyons was produced here, an aged Mormon
' arose and went out with his twenty-four wives, angrily stating =
" that he wouldn't sit and see a play where a man made such e
' @ cussed fuss over one woman. The prices of the theatre
- are: Parquette, 75 cents ; dress circle, $1; 15t upper circle,
50; 2nd and 3rd upper circles, 25. In an audience of two
5 thousand persons (and there are almost always that number
~8 present) probably a thousand will pay in cash, and theother
. thousand in grain and a variety of articles : all which will =
- command money, however, ' B
Brigham Young usually sits in the middle of the parquette,
in a rocking-chair, and with his hat on. He does not escort
his wives to the theatre. They go alone. When the play
drags he either falls into a tranquil sleep or walks out. He
wears in winter time a green wrapper, and his hat is the
~style introduced into this country by Louis Kossuth, Esq,the
" liberator of Hungaria. (I invested a dollar in the libertr & g
" Hungaria ngyly fifteen years ago.) Mt




. hhhﬁkhwinthnam—dmsmgmomd'the
’ muehmailphyingselectiomﬁ-om the Gentile
of Un Ballo in Maschera, and the house is full. Mr,
« Caine, the excellent stage-manager, has given me an
nt drawing-room scene in which to speak my little




\ terrier and a Welsh rabbit) at the box-office, and =
her presented a German-silver coffin-plate, but the

XIv.
By THE BALL
Tur Mormons are fond of dancing. Brigham and Heber C.
ance. So do Danicl H. Wells and the other heads of the
‘Church. Balls are opened with prayer, and when they
‘break up a benediction is pronounced.
_-"!IﬂluviwdtoahdlnSociaiHaﬂ.andmm
_ thither by Brothers Stenhouse and Clawson.
‘i. : Sodial Hall is a spacious and cheerful room. The motio
;}V;“'Ou" Mountain Home” in brilliant evergreen capitals
B '_fﬁu'nlmeudofthehall,rhikutheolhuaphmb
~ erected for the musicians, behind whom there is room for
. those who don't dance, to sit and look at the festivities.
‘Drother Stenhouse, at the request of President Young, for-
' mally introduces me to company from the platform. There
" is a splendour of costumery about the dancers I had act
. expected to see. Quadrilles only are danced. The Mazourka
::F' " i considered sinful Even the old-time round walt:x is
~ tabooed p




PHELPS'S ALMANAC,

1 dance. :
ms:muaddmsucbothuhu-e,ndmwhem,u
Brother and Sister. “ This way, Sister :” “ Where are you
- going, Brother?” etc,, ete. I am called Brother Ward. Thil
pleases me, and 1 dance with renewed vigour.
The Prophet has some very charming daughters, several
of whom are present to-night.
I was told they spoke French and Spanish.
The Prophet is more industrious than graceful as a dances,
He exhibits, however, a spryness of legs quite remarkable *
in a2 man at his time of life. 1 didn't see Heber C, Kimball A
on the floor. Iam told he is a loose and reckless dancer, =
and that many a lily-white toe_has felt the crushing weight
of his cowhide monitors,
The old gentlemen is present, however, with a large num-
ber of wives. It is said he calls them his “ heifers.” b S
“Ain't you goin' to dance with some of my wives?® said
a Mormon to me. _ A
These things mhaMomnballmoreqﬂcqu" r
Gentile one. i '
= The supper is sumptuous, and bear and beamndnmthn
~ bill of fare.
T Ignawayuthemlyhourd'm!nthemmmg. The. , ArE5e
'._munisshmmg brightly on the snow-covered streets. The ,«,_» G
_hnpﬂmnd&emknmuamm it (bl

XV, _

. PHELPSS ALMANAC.
® is an eccentric Mormon at Salt Lake

mwmplx-umm
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: Q‘nrk.anﬂhubmaSmml‘nrammym
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~ an Almanac, mwmchhcbandsmmnomymm _
essays,mdsuggesutmsmregardtothepmpgw e,

last verse :

*Choose ye ; to rest with stately grooms;
Just such a place there is for sleeping 3
Where everything, in common keeping,
hfrecﬁomﬂmuldworthmdm;
There folly’s harvest is a reaping, -

Down in the grave, among the tombs.”

j _ . oy
. Now, I know that poets and tin-pedlars are “licensed)”
~ but why does W. W. P. advise us to sleep in the barn with
~ the ostlers? These are the most dismal Tombs on ncoul,
not excepting the Tomb of the Capulets, the Tombs of New
~ York, or the Toombs of Georgia. )
Under the head of “ O/d Sayings* Mr. P. publishes the .’"
p Hlnll:lrwmg There is a modesty about the last “nyiug' G
‘-"hichwillbeprettyaptmsmkothemdcr .

% The Lord does good and Satan evil, said Moses

Sun and Moon, see me conquer, sail Joshue.
Virtue exzlis a woinan, said David.
Fools and folly frolic, said Solomon.
Judgments belong to God, said Isaiah,
The path of the just is plain, said Jeremiah
The soul that sins dies, said Ezekiel.

" The wicked do wicked, said Daniel,
Ephruim fled and hid, sail Hoses.

Thy Gentiles war and waste, said Jref




HURRAH FOR THE ROAD. y
~ %now him but to like his style. Hewasmtende;iﬁoral -
' agent. * In his infancy he used to lisp the refrain,

“1 want to be an agent,
And with the agents stand.”

1 part with this kind-hearted gentleman, to whose industry
and ability the Overland line owes much of its success, with
sincere regret ; and 1 hope he will soon get rich enough to =«
transplant his charming wife from the Desert to the *“ White
Settlements.”

Forward to Fort Bridger, in an open sleigh. ' Night clear,
cold, and moonlit. Driver Mr. Samuel Smart. Through
Echo Canon to Hanging Rock Station. The snow'is very = =
deep, there is no path, and we literally shovel ofir way to

Robert Pollock’s station, which we achieve in the Course of J

Time. Mr. P. zets up and kindles a fire, and a snowy night-

-cap and a pair of very bright black eyes beam upon us from
the bed. That is Mrs, Robert Pollock. The long cabin is

2 comfortable one. I make coffee in my French cﬁﬂ‘ae-pot,
and let loose some of the roast chickens in my basket.

(Tired of fried bacon and saleratus bread, the principal bill
* of fare at the stations—we had supplied ourselves with =
. chicken, boiled ham, onions, sausages, sea-bread, canned
~ batter, cheese, honey, &c., &c., an example all Overland
~ traders would do well to follow.) Mrs. Poﬂockteﬂsmt
~ where I can find cream for the coffee, and cups and saucers
for the same, and appears so kind, that I regret our myﬁ’“ .
-ﬁwmuwm’tsummofher ' i




to wheels again. Degin to see groups of trees—a new

Ionthatdreadﬁ:lnight,tbntﬂru

To Bear River. A pleasant Mormon named Mym {
this station, and he gives us a first-rate breakfast. R
Curtis takes the reins from Mr. Smart here, and we get

to us.

Pass Quaking Asp Springs and Muddy to Fonm
Here are a group of white buildings, built round a
across the middle of which runs a creek. There
few hundred troops here under the command of M
Gallagher, a gallant officer and a gentleman, we!l |
knowing. We stay here two days. /

We are on the road again, Sunday the 14th, 'wlthl
of the highly floral name of Primrose. At 7 li_t_n
morning we reach Green River Station, and enter
territory.  This is the Bitter Creck division of the
route, of which we had heard so many unfavorable
The division is really well managed by Mr Stes
though the country through which it stretches is th
wretched I ever saw. The water is liquid alkali,
roads are soft sand. The ‘snow is gone now, and

cold is intense. We resume runners, have a bre:
and are forced to walk four miles. R

1 remember that one of the numerous reasons
favor of General Fremont's election to ‘the
1856, was his finding the path across the Rocky Mot
Credit is certainly due that gallant e:plom in
but it occurred to me, as I wrung my fi
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o
s Dr. Hingston made a similar remark, and wondered if he
2 ¥ shouid ever clink glasses with his friend Lord Palmerston
N Another sensation. Not comic this time. One of our
passengers, a fair-haired German boy, whose sweet ways had
A, ~ quite won us all, sank on the snow, and said—* Let me sleep.”
o We knew only too well what that meant, and tried hard to
| rouse him. Itwas in vain. “Let me sleep,” he said. Andso
in the cold starlight he died. We took him up tenderly from
the snow, and bore him to the sleigh that awaited us by the -
roadside, some two miles away. The new moon was shining
now, and the smile on the sweet white face told how pain-
lessly the poor boy had died. No one knew him. He was
from the Bannock mines, was ill clad, had no baggage or
money, and his fare was paid to Denver. He had said
that he was going back to Germany. That was all we knew,
. So at sunrise the next morning we buried him at the foot of
the grand mountains that are snow-covered and icy all the
¥ year round, far away from the Faderland, where, it may be,
some poor mother is crying for her darling who will not
come.

We strike the North Platte on the 18th. The fare at the
stations is daily improving, and we often have antelope
steaks now. They tell us of eggs not far off, and we d
encourage (by a process not wholly unconnected with bottles) =
the drivers to keep their mules in motion. S
- Antelope by the thousand can be seen racing the plains
from the coach-windows.

At Elk Mountain we encounter a religious driver named
rMWimay,'ho never swears at the mules. This has
- made him distinguished all over the plains. , This pious

I A e L AP e
P’
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driver tried to convert the Doctor, but I am mortified to say
that his efforts were not crowned with success. Fort Halleck
is a mile from Elk, and here are some troops of the Ohio / 2
11th regiment, under the command of Major Thomas L.
Mackey.

On the 20th we reach Rocky Thomas'’s justly celebrated B |
station at 5 in the morning, and have a breakfast of hashed
black-tailed deer, antelope steaks, ham, boiled bear, honey,
eggs, coffee, tea, and cream. That was the squarest meal on
the road except at Weber. Mr. Thomas is a Baltimore
“slosher” he informed me. I don’t know what that is, but
ke is a good fellow, and gave us a breakfast fit for a lord,
emperor, czar, count, etc. A better couldn’t be found at
Delmonico's or Parker's. He pressed me to linger with him

5 a few days and shoot bears. It was with several pangs ﬁlt‘-!’ N
B declined the generous Baltimorean’s invitation.
o To Virginia Dale. Weather clear and bright. Viqhh

- Dale is a pretty spot, as it ought to be with such a pretty

k. name; but I treated with no little scomn the advice of :

2 hunter I met there, who told me to give up “literatoor,”

a matrimonial alliance with some squaws, and “settle
ﬂ]ﬂr.”

Bannock on the brain ! That is what is the mattar

P

Idaho gold regions, meet us every hour. AVAS-COVE

and drawn for the most part by fine largenmlﬂ.thqy 1,

X a pleasant panorama, as they stretch slowly over the
",: and uplands. We strike the South Platte sm-y.ua

ﬁ'omthemainmutehmandvisitthc
beautiful city of Denver. Messrs. Lupiﬁ‘}&
who have go long and so admirably catered
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mentJovers of the Far West, kindly withdraw their drmatic
corps for a night, and allow me to use their pretty little
‘theatre.

We go to the Mountains from Denver, visiting the cele-

~ brated gold-mining towns Black Hawk and Central City. I

leave this queen of all the territories, quite firmly believing
that its future is to be no less brilliant than its past has been.

1 had almost forgotten to mention that on the way from
Latham to Denver Dr. Hingston and Dr. Seaton (late a
highly admired physician and surgeon in Kentucky, and
now a prosperous gold-miner) had a learned discussion as to
the formation of the membranes of the human stowach, in
which they used words that were over a foot long by actual
measurement. I never heard such splendid words in my
life ; but such was their grandiloquent profundity, and their
far-reaching lucidity, that I understood rather less about it
when they had finished than I did when they commenced.

Backtolathamagainoveramnrshymad,mdontp_
Nebraska by the main stage-line.

I met Col. Chivington, commander of thcd;stnctal'Colo-'
rado, at Latham.

Col Chivington is a Methodist clergyman, and was once
a Presiding Elder. A thoroughly earnest man, an eloguent

preacher, a sincere believer in the war, he of course brings

to his new position a great deal of enthusiasm. This, with
his natural military tact, makes him an officer of rare ability;
- and on more occasions than one he has led his troops
_ against the enemy with resistless skill and gallantry. Itake
 the liberty of calling the President’s attention to the fact
h M&hlnnmmghtmhwhngagnbwahgﬂig&'
; Thuuil,lw-enr .mmmmwﬁm
1 must tell !tiuwhuthcnaeotahtﬂeblmk" -




but the story would be spoiled without it; and
case “nothing was meant by it no great ham can
I rarely stain my pages with even mild profanity.
wicked in the first place, and not funny in the second.
ask the boon of being occasionally stupid, but T could

R see the fun of being impious. MR
s Col. Chivington vanquished the rebels, with his b
G Colorado troops, in New Mexico last year, as most |
‘ g know. At the commencement of the action, which was
b contested, a shell from the enemy exploded near him,

ing up the ground, and causing Capt. Rogers to swear
awful manner. o
“Captain Rogers,” said the Colonel, “ gentlemen
swear on a solemn occasion like this. ' We may fall,
falling in a glorious cause, let us die-as Christians,
rowdies, with oaths upon our lips. Captain Rogers,
= . g
Another shell, a sprightlier one than its pméeceslu',m -
the earth fearfully in the immediate vicinity of Col. Chiving-
ton, filling his eyes with dirt, and knocking off his hat.
«Why, G—— d—— their souls to h—— he roared, -
“they've put my eyes out—as Caplain Rogers would say I "‘i"*
But the Colonel's eyes were not seriously damaged, and | o
went in, Went in, only to come out victorious. g

© We reach Julesberg, Colorado, the zst of March. Weare
n the country of the Sioux Indians now, and enmm“:
them by the hundred. A Chief offers to sell me his daughter
_ (a fair young Indian maiden) for six dollars and two quarts
. of whisky. I decline to trade. =
" Meals which have hithefto been $1.00 each are mow 75 =
~ cents. -Egssappear on the table omﬂmaﬂy,ndwm

R



_ some parents have always done elsewhere, and always will
- do as long as petticoats continue to be an institution, 2
 How these dozen or twenty wives get along without heart-
- burnings and hair-pullings, T can’t see.
- There are instances on record, you know, where a2 man
_don't live in a state of interrupted bliss with one wife. And
%o say that a man can possess twenty wives without having
~his special favorite, or favorites, is to say that he is an
angel in boots—which is something I have never been intro-
duced to. You never saw an angel with a Beard, although
you may have scen the Bearded Woman, )

The Mormon woman is early taught that man, being
created in the image of the Saviour, is far more godly than =
she can ever be, and that for her to seek to monopolize his -
affections is a species of rank sin. So she shares his afiec-
tions with five or six or twenty other women, as the case
may be. =

A man must be amply able to support a number of wives
before he can take them. Hence, perhaps, it is that so many
old chaps in Utah have young and blooming wives in their
seraglios, and so many young men have only one. '

I had a man pointed out to' me who married an entire
family. - He had originally intended to marry Jane, but Jane
did not want to leave her widowed mother. The other: = =
three sisters were not in the matrimonial market for the same
reason ; so this gallant man married the whole crowd, in- L/ A

- Cuding the girl's grandmother, who had lost all her teeth, 0
- #nd had tobe fed with a spoon. The family were in indigent \
- Circumstances, and they could not but congratulate them-
. selves on securing a wealthy husband. It seémed to affect
~ the grandmother deeply, for the first words she said on

. meaching her new home, were : “ Now 2




 The name of Joseph Smith is worshipped ihigoel m

A few years ago I read about a couple being m:
telegraph—the young man was in Cincinnati, and the
woman was in New Hampshire. They did not see
other for a year afterwards. I don’t see what fun there
this sort of thing.
I have somewhere stated that Brigham Young is said
have eighty wives. I hardly think he has so many. Mr.
A8 Hyde, the backslider, says in his book that “ Brigham 3
N sleeps by himself, in a little chamber behind his office;;*.
if he has eighty wives I don’t blame him. He must |
' bewildered. I know very well that if I had eighty wives.
my bosom I should be confused, and shouldn't sleep any-
where, I undertook to count the long stockings, on the
clothes-line, in his back yard one day, and I used up the
multiplication table in less than half-an-hour. B =t
In this book I am writing chiefly of what I saw. 1 saw
Plurality at its best, and I give it to you at its best. 1have
shown the silver lining of this great social Cloud. ~Thatback -
of this silver lining the Cloud must be thick and black, I fesl
quite sure. But to elaborately denounce, at this late day,a
 system we all know must be wildly wrong, would be simply
o b.impﬂchﬂu'intdligmcenﬂhe.mdmofthhm Lt
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‘remaineth are by me, and whatsoever things are not by me,

Therefore, if a man marry him a wife in the world, and he 0N
marry her not by me, nor by my word, and he covenant with _
her 50 long as he is in the world, and she with him, their
covenant and marriage is not of force when they are dead,
and when they are out of the world ; therefore they are not
bound by any law when they are out of the world ; therefore,
whea they are out of the world, they neither marry nor are
given in marriage, but are appointed angels in heaven, which
angels are ministering servants, to minister for those who
are worthy of a far more, and an exceeding, and an eternal

i
o

g ;' weight of glory; for these sngels did not abide my law,-
i therefore they cannot be enlarged, but remain separately,
ks and singly, without exaltation, in their saved condition, to
f‘ﬁ_, all eternity, and from henceforth are not gods, but are angels
i of God for ever and ever. .
ﬁ' And again,vcrilylsayuntoyou,ifamanmarrylwi&,
B and make a covenant with her for time and for all eternity,
o) . thncovenantisnotbymeorbymyword,whichismj .
L law, and is not sealed by the Holy Spirit of promise, through
him whom I have ancinted and appointed unto this power,

.~ then it is not valid, neither of force when they are out of the
. world, because they are not joined by me, saith the Lord,

neither by my word ; when they are cut of the world, it
cannot be received there, hecausetheangelsandﬂie'gudi;'
are appointed there, by whom they cannot pass; the}
cannot, therefore, inherit my glory, for my house is
bouse of order, saith the Lord God.

i Mlpﬁs,mi!ylsayuntomihmﬁﬁyiﬁhﬂj..

- my word, which is my law, and by the new
__.Mndhh-uhdmthmbythsﬂobw
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appointad!.‘hrspowerand thekcrsoﬁhupnes:hnud.
shall be smd unto them, Ye shall come " ﬁmh in t&

principalities, and powm, dominions, all heights um
then shall it be written in the Lamb's Dook of Life
shall commit no murder whereby to shed innocent
and if ye abide in my covenant, and commit no
whereby to shed innocent blood, it shall be done unto th
in all things whatsoever my servant hath put upon the
time and through all eternity, and shall be of fuil force
they are out of the world, and they shail passhy the
and the gods, which are set there, to their e io
glory in all things, as hath been sealed upon. their'
which glory shall be a fulness and a mnnnuatiw
seeds for ever and ever.
Then shall they be gods, because they have notnd;
fore shall they be from everlasting to everlasting,
they continue ; then shall they be above all, hecal
things are subject unto them. ~Then shall they be
because they have all power, and theangdsné
unto them. :
Verily, verily, I say unto you, except ye M
cannot attain to this glory ; for strait is the gxte,tﬂl' :
the way, that leadeth unto the exaltation and
thehus,and&wthmbethatﬁndit,beman
not in the world, neither do ye know me. But if
me in the world, then shall ye know m
your exaltation, that where 1 am, ye
mulhvts,toknwdnm!r > and tr
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| 30 TUE REVELATION OF JOSEPH SMITH.
* prophets who had the keys of this power; and in none of S
- these things did he sin against me, save in the case of Uriah
| and bis'wife ; and, therefore, he hath fallen from his exaltar -
 tion, @nd received his portion; and he shall not inherit them,
‘out of the world, for I gave them unto another, saith the
Lord.
1 am the Lord thy God, and I gave unto thee, my servant
. Joseph, by appointment, and restore all things ; ask what ye
" will, and it shall be given unto you, according to my word ;
E: ‘and s ye have asked concerning adultery, verily, verily, I
i-_;f;i say unto you, if a man receiveth a wife in the new and
" everlasting covenant, and if she be with another man, and I
~ have not appointed unto her by the holy anointing, she hath
« committed adultery, and shail be destroyed. If she be not
. in the new and everlasting covenant, and she be with - COEEe
- another man, she has committed adultery; and if her o |
= _'_huhaudbewimanothcrwoman,andhawasundcram %
- be hath broken his yow, and hath committed adultery ; and
- if she hath not committed adultery, but is innocent, and hath
£50 w0t broken her vow, and she knoweth it, and I reveal it unto
i ‘mmyterva.nt Josepl, then shall you have power, by the &%
~ power of my holy priesthood, to take her, and give her unto
- Bim that hathi not committed adultery, but hath been faithful;
- fur be shall be made ruler over many ; for I have conferred
®pon you the keys and power of the priesthood, wherein I
re {allthings,andmakeknmmumoynuallthinggin_‘
d verily, verily, 1 say unto you, that whatsoever you
earth shall be sealed in heaven ; and whatsoever you
carth, in my name and by my word, saith the Lord,
e stemally bound in the heavens ; a0 whosi




vi ﬁlmmmmh,muhmmmanyﬁ
- heayens; mdwhomummmhmmh,:hﬂ
“retained in heaven, ; S

And again, verily, I say, whomsocver you bless, T will
bless; and whomsoeveryoucm'ae,lmllcume,mﬂ:ﬂw b
Lord ; for I, the Lord, am thy God. = ‘1\.-'. 3

And again, verily, I say unto you, my servant Joseph, | thﬁt
$ whatsoever you give on earth, and to whomsoever you gha
Y any one on earth, by my word and according to my law, 4
g ._ : it shall be visited with blessings and not cursings, and wkﬁ-
P my power, saith the Lord, and shall be without condeémna-
s tion on earth and in heaven, for 1 am the Lord thy God, =
T and will be with thee even unmthemdor:heworld,m“*‘.
- through all eternity ; for verily I seal upon you your exaltas
tion, and prepare a throne for you in the kingdom of m} B
Father, with Abraham your father. Behold! I have seen
your sacrifices, and will forgive all your sins; 1 have
scen your sacrifices, in obedience to that which I have
told you; go, therefore, and 1 make a way for your
escape, as I accepted the offering of Abraham, of his son
Isaac.

Verily, I say unto you, a commandment I give unto mine
handmaid, Emma Smith, your wife, whom I have given unto
you, that she stay herself, and partake not of that which I

‘commanded you to offer unto her ; for I did it, saith the
Lord, to prove you all, as I did Abraham, and that I might
~ reduire an offering at your hand by covenant and sacrifice ;
 and let mine handmaid, Emma Smith, receive all those that
~ have been given unto my servant Joseph, and who are
~ virtuous and pure before me; and those who are not pure
‘and have said they were pure, shall be destroyed, saith the
. Lord God; for I am the Lord thy God, and ye shall obey




_ &ohnwhmlmude&ﬁbn—
am o take Hagar to wife. And now, as pertaining to this
%mhy.lnyummlwﬂlmmmm'-”
hereafter, therefore let this suffice for the plesen&.
ﬁﬂllrnﬁlpha““’m Auzx,




Bile Beans for Biliousness are a
_ ®) certain cure for indigestion, bilious-

FIP> nmess, that tired feeling, liver and kid-
i? ney disorder, sleeplessness, headache,
constipation, ansmia, and all female
ailments. Of all chemists, or post
free from the Bile Bean
H Manufacturing Co., 119,
London Wall, London, E.C,,

B for 1/1} or 2/9 per Box.

{ SAMPLE BOX FREE

= |  FREE SAMPLE COUFON.
1'h| gonpan el I{r{uuvio'mnl box of |

pra
M ::I.Inlulmnw. sTeek strest,
Routlndge’s Novele.

| BAKING POWDER.

This pure manufacture has been used far and wi(‘lie
upwards of Fifty Years for making Delicious Brea, =
Light &Digestible Pastry, Inimitable Cakes& Scones.

NO HOUSEHOLD SHOULD BE WITHOUTIT.
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THE IDEAL ALL-ROUND BEVERAGE

Frys

PURE CONCENTRATED

6Gocoa

300 Gold Medals and Diplomas.

Not a Stimulant merely for the mgment,
but a Permanent and Agreeable Form of Nourishment.
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