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PREFACE ,

To EXHIBIT by sketches from social annals, as by a cross-
section, a phase of the early civilization of Kenfucky, com-
mon in its leading features to most of the slave States, but
in some respects peculiar to the locality to which it relates,
is the purpose of this book.. The incidents recounted are
all true, derived from authentic sources or of which the
writer may say “Quorum perexigua pars fui.” The charac-
ters are real people that lived, moved, and had their being.
For obvious reasons names have been sometimes changed,
but in all else it is a veritable chronicle.

It would be presumptuous to elaim for this work the title
of history. Dealing with a people of that happy class whose
annals are dull, it possesses none of the dignity and concern
so often “purchased to history at the expense of mankind.”
Yet when faithfully done such writings are not without
value. Mr. Burke, speaking of books that depict the man-
ners of a people, says, “We possess at this time very great
advantages toward the knowledge of human nature. We
need no longer go to history to trace it in all its ages and
periods.” Nay, of historians it has been long complained
that they have dwelt too long in senate houses, and on bat-
tle-fields, and even in kings’ ante-chambers, forgetting that

7



8 Preface

far away from such scenes, in a thousand remote valleys, a
world of existence was blossoming and fading, whether the
famous victory were won or lost. y
One of the early English poets says, . | T
“Stories to read are delitable,
Suppose that they be nought but fable,
Then suld stories that suthfast were, 36

And they were sald in good manere,
Have double pleasance in hearing.”

Neibuhr says, “He who calls departed ages back again
into being enjoys a bliss like that of creating.” This the
writer has verified. If the reader shall get from this chron-
icle a tithe of the pleasure it has given the author in re-

calling, both may be well contented.
A PIONEER.
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CHAPTER I
A HASTY BIRD’S-EYE VIEW

Ix 118 primitive state no more delightful region ever in-
vited adventurers within its borders than that which now
constitutes the Commonwealth of Kentucky. Under a
genial climate it possessed a vast area of fertile land shad-
owed by the undisturbed vegetation of centuries, a surface
diversified by every form of natural beauty, where ‘“blue
rivers ran undammed between hills unhewn, into far forest
solitudes primeval, odorous, and unexplored.” Though
coveted by all the savage tribes that dwelt upon its borders,
and the cause of cruel wars among them, it was never pos-
sessed by any: a virgin land engirdled as with a silver zone
by a chain of bright rivers, chief among them the Ohio,
characteristically named “The beautiful river.” Its fame
was soon spread abroad and drew within its borders hardy
adventurers from many quarters:

“A motley band: the bearded man,

The eager and ambitious boy,

The fugitive from fallen Troy,

The Old World knight with stainless name,
The man with heritage of shame.”

When the war for independence was ended a new and
distinct class of emigrants turned their steps to Kentucky.
Soldiers of the Revolution, who, to maintain themselves
and their commands through the war, had mortgaged their
lands and slaves, finding their fortunes seriously impaired
by the financial stress that followed the war, with little left
but their swords and their tattered uniforms, gathered to-
gether the remnant of slaves and chattels, and with these,

11



12 A Kentucky Chronicle

and their wives and children, and their household gods,
made their way to this new region.

The easier route by the Ohio, in flatboats, attracted most
of these. No route was safe from the lurking savages, and
the annals of the State are full of details of frightful dis-
asters on the way. Such points as were provided with a
fort, or had gathered sufficient strength to resist the in-
roads of the Indians, were naturally favorite places of des-
tination. The settlement at the falls of the Ohio, known
as “The Falls,” having at an early day built a fort, and
become a strong post, was a favorite point for landing.
Hither came large numbers of these new settlers, if not
to abide, at least to make a temporary lodgement until they
should have fixed upon a place of permanent abode. In
the year 1784 our annalists tell us that three hundred and
eighty-four “family-boats” landed at The Falls. The
greater part of these immigrants settled permanently there
or in the neighborhood. They had come chiefly from Vir-
ginia and Maryland, but much the greater part from Vir-
ginia. To these last, proverbially noted for love of their
native land, it was some consolation to know that Ken-
tucky was a portion of Virginia, and that they were still
leal subjects of the “Old Dominion.”

Thus at an early day all the elements of refined life
were brought together at The Falls, and in its vicinity. Its
society was not the result of the gradual growth of frontier
life developed by slow degrees from rude pioneers and hunt-
ers, but an integral portion of whatever was best in the
civilization of the older States, especially of Virginia and
Maryland, bodily transplanted thither, and under new skies,
and in a fresh soil, striking deep its roots, and bearing rich
and abundant fruit.

Besides the large immigration from Virginia and Mary-
land, there was a notable accession to the settlement of
many French families, fugitives from revolutionary France,
and from St. Domingo; people of culture and refinement,
and many of them possessed of wealth. They were notable
not only in these respects and for their considerable num-
ber, but also for their influence upon the manners of the
people. “In founding new colonies,” says Chateaubriand,
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“our navigators tell us, that the Spaniards build first a
church, the English a tavern, the French a fort, and I say
also a ballroom.” And then in illustration of the universal
and invincible passion of his nation for dancing, he gives
an account of a little Frenchman, one Violet, who had come
to America as a scullion in the army of Count Rochambeau,
and who, having conceived the idea of introducing French
dancing among the aborigines, when the French went away
remained behind in New York, and afterward made his
way to the then frontier of that State. There Chateau-
briand found him installed as dancing-master to the Cayu-
gas, a branch of the great Iroquois nation, receiving his
pay in beavers’ skins and bears’ hams, and saw him in the
middle of the forest, arrayed in the regulation costume of
a French dancing-master, apple-green coat and ruffles of
lace, and cocked hat, take his little fiddle from his pocket,
and crying out in the Iroquois language to a large band of
scholars, men and women half naked, with feathers in their
heads, “Take your places,” strike up “Madelon Friquet.”
and send them “jumping like a band of devils:” The
Frenchmen at The Falls were true to their ancient tradi-
tions. . There was no need of a fort when they came, and
the old fastness had fallen into disuse and decay, but they
set up at once a ballroom, and organized a dancing-school,
which was soon overflowing with scholars, and was the
means of disseminating among the people much of that
gaiety and graceful politeness that belong to the French
nation, softening and enlivening the stately manners of the
old Virginia school.

The master of the dance, Monsieur Guibert, had not been
bred a dancing-master. In France he had been a lawyer,
but finding this profession not likely to avail him to main-
tain a wife and child at The Falls, with that practical
philosophy which distinguishes his nation, he became there
a dancing-master. People used to relate as a joke against
the lawyers, that one of these asking him how, having been
in France a lawyer, he could stoop to teach dancing in Ken-
tucky, was answered, “It is verra true in France I was an
avocat, but w’en I come to Kentuckee I find ze law no re-
spectable, and I take to ze dance.”
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It is proper to say here that at an early day a large dis-
trict, embracing many square miles about the falls of the
Ohio, was known as “The Falls District.” This was grad-
ually narrowed until it embraced only the town there and
its vicinity, and at last the town alone. On the map this
soon bore another name, but in this chronicle it will be
known only as The Falls, to which name its old inhabitants
always adhered.

The little settlement prospered and grew rapidly, and
became in a few years a busy river town. Kven before
the advent of the steamboat, the extensive and cheap trans-
portation on the rivers, by means of keeled barges and flat-
boats, had made its commercial interests very considerable.
It was by natural position a distributing point for commod-
ities, in all directions, and was the official distributing
point for the public mail. It was not long before there
were set up there large flouring mills and a distillery.

The coming of the first steamboat was a notable event
in the history of The Falls. It is coldly related, after the
manner of historians, in our annals, but this chronicler is
happy to be able to give from contemporaneous testimony

.8 brief particular relation of its effect at the little town.
It was in the fall of 1811, a year of portents, a comet in the
sky (a baleful omen), earthquakes at hand, war impending,
and hostilities already begun by Great Britain, while Mr.
Clay, then in the flower of his life, was urging with stormy
eloquence the declaration of war. The public mind was
wrought to such a piteh that no ordinary occurrence could
interest or disturb it, when an event occurred which for
a brief time aroused and perplexed its people to their wits’
end. In the middle of the night, when everybody, even
its one watchman John Ferguson, was asleep, there was
heard from the river a loud unearthly screaming, loud be-
yond the capacity of any living creature to utter; now bass,
now treble, now: grunting, now whistling, now roaring in
a voice of supernatural power! People flew out of doors
half clad into the street, gathering in groups and wonder-
ing what horror was at hand. An old revolutionary sol-
dier, calling up his factotum, an Irishman long in his serv-
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~.ice in peace and war, said, “Run down, Jimmie, and sec
what is making that awful noise at the river.”

“Yes, sir,” he replied; “I will go, Captain, but I am
thinking it’s that comet that has fell in the river and is
a-sizzling there.”

As the reader has doubtless anticipated, it was the letting
off of steam by a steamboat then landed at the shore, the
New Orleans, the first that ever stirred with its paddles the
waters of the Ohio, or stained its skies with smoke. There
it lay for months, the river continuing too low to permit
a passage over the falls, a wonder and a show to hundreds
that came from all quarters to see it.

With the steamboats, which now multiplied rapidly, and
brought about easy communication with New Orleans, and
thence with the West Indies, came a great extension of the
commercial business of The Falls. Large wholesale houses
in all the branches of trade were soon established. Among

-these were wholesale auction houses, with vast warerooms
filled with every variety of commodities, attracting to their
periodical sales buyers from all parts of the growing West
and South. Except the manufacture of flour and whisky,
the business of the town was almost exclusively commercial,
and was carried on upon a scale that seemed strangely out
of proportion to the narrow area of the place.

As The Falls advanced in prosperity, as with all people
of English descent, luxurious living kept pace with their
growing fortunes. Spacious dwellings of brick, modeled
for the most part after those in Arch street, Philadelphia,
or St. Paul’s lane in Baltimore, with which cities The Falls
had always maintained close business relations, were now
put up by the more prosperouns citizens; houses with wide
halls and broad easy stairways and landings, with marble
doorsteps, and handsome doorways, decorated by painted
mouldings in lead having all the effect of elaborate carving.
In the interior were ample chambers and spacious parlors,

- with floors and wainscoting of narrow ashen or walnut

" strips waxed and polished.

The society of the country about The Falls kept even
pace with that of the town, planters rich in land and
slaves even out-vying the people of the town, reproducing
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in their new homes the ancient mansions of the Old Do-
minion and of Maryland, and dispensing the same tradi-
tional, liberal, and graceful hospitality. Abundant testi-
mony could be adduced to the truthfulness of this account
of the society about The Falls, but this chronicler will here
refer to only one witness of paramount authority. Charles
Bernard, second son of Charles, Duke of Saxweimer, a
major-general in the army of the Netherlands, who fought
at Wagram and received the Cross of the Legion of Honor
from the hand of Napoleon, visited The Falls in 1825, and
in his book of travels testifies to the refinement and polite-
ness of its society.

A second eventful year in the early history of The Falls
was 1822, when in the summer succeeding a wet mild win-
ter, a fatal “pernicious fever” prevailed there, not unlike a
mild form of yellow fever, which carried off about one-third
of the inhabitants. This was a sore trial to the little com-
munity, but it was met with unflinching courage and forti-
tude. In the midst of the common calamity all worldly dis-
tinctions were forgotten, all secular and religious animosi-
ties ignored, and the hearts and the purses of all freely
opened to the necessities of the sick. Laymen and physi-
cians, men and women, who might have fled from the pesti-
lence, bravely stood at their posts and many died there.
For years this experience of a common suffering, and the
spirit revealed by it, bound together in the strongest ties
the survivors of this fatal epidemic, hardly any one of them
being without some remembrance of service rendered that
could never be forgotten.

There was no abject poverty at The Falls, and beggary
was unknown. Skilled labor was well paid, and the neces-
saries of life abundant and cheap, and this begot a spirit
of sturdy independence in all the walks of life; a spirit
like that which prompted the reply of the early Californian
when offered a dollar to carry a trunk to the tavern, “Why,
I will give two dollars just to see you carry your own trunk
there.” Menial service was confined to slaves. Every other
form of labor was honorable. To excel in his calling, and
to be a gentleman within that calling, was the aspiration
of every proper man. Even the fine gentlemen, spite of
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their aristocratic leaven, were true to this principle of
democracy. When one of their number insulted a tailor,
and was challenged by him, and it was suggested that the
gentleman was not bound to give the tailor satisfaction,
this suggestion was indignantly scouted, and the rule dis-
tinctly expounded by one whose authority none would then
dispute, that “A gentleman is bound to answer for an af-
front given any reputable man, whatever may be his call-
ing, provided his message be borne by another reputable
man, and they come upon the ground in clean shirts.” And
this has remained always the rule in Kentucky.

Still, a strong leaven of aristocracy surviving from Colo-
nial days subsisted about The Falls, and was especially ap-
parent in the country. In legal instruments the parties
were still described as yeomen, gentlemen, etc., as the case
might be. Wealth indeed gave a certain importance, espe-
cially wealth in land and slaves, but wealth alone even
in this form could not insure social position. Vulgarity
or an opprobrious calling, as negro dealing, was refused
recognition always.

For a long time, as in England, the social and political
aristocracy all over the State had its home in the country.
Thence came most of the members of Congress, and of the
State legislature, and thence for the most part came also
the judges of the higher courts of law. The leading law-
yers who aspired to the public service and from whose
ranks these were taken, were accustomed to make a com-
promise between agriculture and trade, and fix their habi-
tations on the edge of the county towns, where they en-
joyed at once the dignity of agricultural life and the con-
venience of proximity to the courts.

There was nothing invidious in these distinctions in so-
ciety. Unsupported by any legal sanction, and subsisting
only by public sentiment and custom, they were yet on all
hands tacitly acknowledged; prevailing more by the in-
trinsic merit of those to whom a seeming privilege was
accorded than by anything else; a tribute to the small
virtues of politeness and courtesy. In fact, people took
pride in their fine gentlemen. And be it remembered
that the fine gentlemen of that day, besides their stateli-
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ness, were most distinguished by invineible politeness to all
men, and seemed, at least, to defer always their own con-
venience or interest to that of others. A fine old manner,
potent in its day and commanding respect everywhere,
diffusing itself and carrying refinement and good manners
into every walk of life. But now!

The wise man has said, “Say not thoun, ‘what is the cause
that the former days are better than these?’ for thou dost
not inquire wisely concerning this.” And some will now
say, that the politeness of that day was a sham, a graceful
mask worn for a purpose. Not so. It was not a day of
shams, but quite the opposite. Disguises and shams belong
to our day. There were fewer affectations then, and fewer
disguises, and no euphemisms to hide or to dignify the
occupations of life. A tavern had not become a hotel, nor
a grog-shop a sample-parlor, nor a barber-shop a saloon,
nor a slop-shop a palace of trade. There were no sugar-
coated pills, the doctor making up his bolus between his
finger and thumb from the raw material in his saddlebags.
No man in any walk of life would then wear a shirt in four
or five pieces, body, bosom, collar, and cuffs. This chron-
icler well remembers when the separate collar first came
into vogue, and was called opprobriously a “dickey.” It is
not meant to be implied that there was in all this anything
essentially commendable, but only to show the open, fair
and square spirit of the time. People did not carry con-
cealed weapons either. Any honest man would then as lief
be found with stolen goods, as with a pistol or a dirk hid
about him. In going long journeys it was not unusnal
to carry pistols, but they were borne openly, in holsters on
the saddle. Quarrels were settled among gentlemen by
the code, and, among those that did not acknowledge its
authority, by fisticuffs. And in this case any foul play
was always resented by the bystanders, and the cry, “He’s
got a knife,” would instantly turn every hand against the
offender. The love of fair play inherited with their Eng-
lish blood was everywhere abroad there.

Of course the many professors of religion did not recog-
nize fighting in any form as proper. Yet there were many
of these, especially “Churchmen,” who reconciled their
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consciences to the code, and even among the ministers
were some who, in a strong case, would have thrown off
their canonicals and taken the field. Outside of all these,
as in all communities, there were a few that did not-rec-
ognize any social law, but stood out against all, and were
a law unto themselves; men who respected nothing human
or divine but their own self-interest; whose chief study
in life was always how to hold this secure, and to keep
the law on their side. With these it was not safe to meddle,
and people avoided them as honest dogs avoid a snapping
cur.

In the circle of trade at The Falls wealth was not with-
out its intrinsic strength; and as the trade of the town
increased, it asserted itself more and more. But it never
attained there that wide sway it now bears everywhere.
And verily, when its possessor can say unto a man “go,”
and he goeth; nay, when he can say unto a man “vote,”
and he voteth, who can any longer despise riches? For,
are not the character and conduct of our Government de-
termined by votes? And are not now the votes of the pop-
ulace as cheap as sparrows in Jerusalem? Are not seats
even in the Senate of the United States bought and sold?
Is not the want of riches everywhere a barrier to political
preferment? Have we not had before the country but yes-
terday a plea in bar against the best man for the highest
place in the new President’s Cabinet, that he is not rich
enough for the place, and that it must be given to some
man less capable but richer? Shades of Washington! Jef-
ferson! Madison! But who does not hear the rising laugh
at this invocation? More potent agencies must be invoked,
and will be, nay, have been. Their shadows are already
here, and the grim demons of Communism and Sansculot-
ism are behind, steadily advancing.

The municipal government of The Falls under seven
trustees was “slow” and inexpensive. Those ingenious
cracksmen that now infest all rich municipalities, and
crowd the lobbies of legislative halls, were then unknown.
Everybody knew of their prototypes, the robbing barons of
the dark ages, but no man dreamed that these would re-
appear in the light of modern civilization. But, as the
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poor are with us always, so also are the robbers, in different
guise, “The viler as underhand not openly bearing. the
sword.” The public robber of the dark ages, whose simple
formula was, “Give me money and I will get soldiers; give
me soldiers and I will get money,” clad in steel, with armed
followers, openly plundered whom he pleased. With the
same formula, changed by only a single word, “Give me
money and I will get voters; give me voters and I will get
money,” the modern robber, clad in broadeloth and fine
linen, thick-necked and red with whisky, plunders every-
body ; robbing safely under the forms of law.

“He makes' a trust of charity a job,
And gets an act of Parliament to rob.”

It cannot be said that there was ever at The Falls any
golden age of munieipal government; for we learn by tra-
dition that the large space extending through the twelve
cross-streets of the town, donated by its citizens for a pub-
lic park, was sold by the trustees, to pay their whisky bill
at the tavern. And though this tradition shall prove un-
founded, the mere fact of its existenee is still significant.
“Ancient traditions,” says a distinguished philosopher of
our day, “when tested by the severe processes of modern
investigation, commonly enough fade away into mere
dreams, but it is singular how often the dream turns out
to have been a half-waking one, presaging the reality.”



CHAPTER II

REGINALD THORNTON

‘“This man began to build and was not able to finish.”

AmoNe the Virginian emigrants to The Falls was Regi-
nald Thornton, a stately, kindly gentleman of the old
school. He had served as a captain of a troop of horse in
the war for independence, and, like many others, had en-
cumbered by mortgages his large estate in land and slaves.
Before this he had acquired in the neighborhood of The
Falls a large body of rich land, a survey of five thousand
acres. He was one of those sanguine men who live in the
future, who, while they often miscarry by a too hopeful
view of that future, yet possessed of an abiding faith in
their own forecast, are apt, in a new country, to be amply
compensated in the end. It is they thatlay the foundations
of great works that require years to complete, project the
great highways of commerce, set out the stately avenues
and orchards, and

“Plant the slow olive for a race unborn.”

Of a temperament quite opposite to this was his wife, al-
ways despondent and distrustful of the future, and ever
expecting the worst. It used to be related of her, that
whenever any of their children were missing, she always
ran first fo look down into the well; while of him it was
said, that when kept in doors by stormy weather, a thing
very irksome to his active, hopeful temper, he would ex- -
claim with every increase of the sound of rain upon the
roof, “Ah! there’s a clearing-up shower.” As somewhat
further indicating his character, for which this chronicler
has but scant material, it m;iy be related that once, while
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on a visit in town, when his young son Robert burst
into his chamber, and with boyish enthusiasm ealled out,
“Father, please come down quickly and see Mr. Jack
Sprigg, a man that would rather fight than eat,” he replied,
“I thank you, sir, but I shall not be in a hurry to make
such an acquaintance.” It may be further stated that he
had received a liberal classical education, had been abroad
in his youth, that he loved country life, and had a strong
aversion to trade.

After the war for independence, finding his estate in Vir-
ginia seriously impaired, he set about transferring what
remained to Kentucky. Leaving at the Virginia home-
stead his wife and three children with the household slaves
and taking the plantation slaves and horses and wagons
and cattle, he went out to found a new home in the wilder-
ness. Years were passed in this occupation, and in journey-
ing back and forth on horseback over the mountain roads
between Kentucky and Virginia. Meantime, the three
children, a girl and two boys, were left at home with the
mother. The girl and the youngest boy were taught by a
governess in the house of a near neighbor, while the oldest
boy, Richard, or little Dick, as he was called,-was placed
some miles away at a boarding-school. There, as he used
to declare, he learned nothing, and was almost starved;
nay, would have been starved but that every Saturday a
servant was sent with a horse to bring him home. Forti-
fied by the bountiful table there and a supply to eke out
the scanty board of the school, he went back on Monday
provisioned for another week of siege. Of these children
the eldest, Susan, was fifteen, Richard two years younger,
and the third, Robert, in his eighth year, when the father
in 1804 took them all to the new home, “Lastlands.” He
carried also a schoolmaster, an Irishman named Rogan,
who in a log schoolhouse on the “Lastlands” plantation
taught these children and others of the neighbors the usual
English rudiments. A few years after, the mother died
and the cares of the household devolved upon the daugh-
ter, who, growing to womanhood, a lovely, sedate gentle-
woman, was married to Mr. John Digby, a prosperous
young commission and forwarding merchant at The Falls.
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Then Rogan the schoolmaster went away to town and his
place was supplied by a new man discovered by one of
the neighbors.

Rogan had taught very effectively all that he professed,
the English rudiments. He was especially noted for mak-
ing good scholars in numbers. Richard Thornton, now
about nineteen, was considered his best scholar, having a
natural aptitude for this branch. He soon discovered that
the new master was wholly incompetent, a mere pretender;
and the new master seeing himself likely to fall into con-
tempt with such an advanced scholar, resolved by diplomacy
to effect his honorable dismissal from the school. Accord-
ingly, one day in the full schoolroom, having fixed the at-
tention of all by rising from his seat and rapping on his
desk with a ferrule, he ran his fingers through his roach
and addressed Dick Thornton in the following words, “Mz.
Richard Thornton, take yo’ grammar an yo’ slate an yo’
cypherin’-book, an go home to yo’ father. You are as high
larnt as I can larn you, an’ fittin for any business what-
somever.”

On the strength of this, Richard Thornton always
claimed to have received one of the earliest diplomas ever
conferred in Kentucky. Thus accredited, he went to The
Falls, and, young as he was, soon engaged in active trade.
He was by nature a trader, born to traffic as the duck to
swim. Thrown into the company of the many traders who
frequented the office of John Digby, his natural appetite
was quickened, and having gone more than once as super-
cargo of broadhorns with valuable freight to New Orleans,
in which business he acquitted himself with credit, Digby
turned over to him a part of a trust fund in his hands
belonging to Dick, and thenceforth he was regularly en-
gaged in trade. Fitting up an office in the second story of
Digby’s warehouse, he established commercial relations
with the house of Vincent Nolté in New Orleans, through
whom he received advices of the market at home and
abroad, and made many successful ventures. One of these
to Mexico, whither he went with tobacco, accredited
to the Spanish government by Judge Sebastian, was known
to have yielded a great profit. Afterward, when he had be-
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come of age, a large purchase of black furs bought about
the time of the death of King George II1, which put more
than one court in mourning, brought a great profit. By
these hits Dick made his mark among the trafficking people
of The Falls, and by the last attracted the attention of Mr.
McIntyre, an Irish merchant, who had been for some years
engaged in buying and shipping abroad certain staple prod-
ucts, especially Tennessee cotton and tobacco. He soon in-
vited Dick into his office, giving him the benefit of much
of his correspondence, and of his large experience, and at
last formed with him a partnership.

Lastlands thus deserted by the daughter, now married,
and by Dick, firmly established in trade, became a lone-
some place for the remaining son Robert, then approaching
man’s estate. The father was full of anxiety lest he too
should conceive a distaste for country life, and his scheme
for settling his children at Lastlands end in failure. Re-
solved that at least one of them should succeed him there,
he prepared to give Robert such training as would fit him
for country life; and a brother in Virginia, a shipping
merchant at Norfolk without family, offering to send him
in omne of his ships to England, and to provide for his main-
tenance and schooling there for three years or longer, he
was sent abroad to pass two years in a technological school,
where he should learn all about the principles of domestic
architecture; and afterward pass a year with an English
farmer and learn the best methods of British agriculture.
This was on the very eve of the war, the danger of which
the father ignored in his eagerness to put his son away
from the seductive influence of trade at The Falls. Thus
it happened that Robert Thornton passed the whole period
of the war an alien in the enemy’s country. The course
of this chronicle cannot be turned aside to recount his ex-
perience in so novel a situation. It must suffice to state
that he was not disturbed in the pursuit of his studies.
Some quarrels and fights at fisticuffs, such as occur among
hoys everywhere, were the most serious results, and in these
he was treated with the fair play characteristic of English-
men. In truth, the war with England, great affair as it
was in our.eyes, was to her a mere episode in the great war
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she was waging against Napoleon, as was shown by the
promptness with which she made peace after Waterloo.
And for our part we acceded to a treaty that did not settle
a single issue upon which we had gone to war.

With the news of peace came news of the arrival of Rob-
ert Thornton at Norfolk. There he remained long enough
to fall in love with an old sweetheart of his childhood, and
having received the approval of his father, though not yet
twenty-one years of age, was married, and in the fall of
1816 brought his wife and an orphan girl four years old,
bequeathed to her by its dying mother, to Lastlands. There
the old father had made all possible preparation for the
reception of the young couple. He had put in readiness for’
occupation two chambers in the unfinished mansion; had -
caused to be waxed and polished the floors and the wains-
coting; had drawn from their chests what silverware he
possessed, now black from long disuse; had brought out to
Lastlands the little Frenchman Lange, who was at once
the cabinet maker and the fine coffin maker of the town, to
mend and polish the old heavy solid furniture; had provid-
ed new garments for the household servants; had broached
and carefully bottled wine that had lain in casks for more
than one decade, and strained his slender resources of mon-
ey to provide something like the liberal hospitality of the
Old Dominion.

Spite of its unfinished mansion, Lastlands now presented
an attractive sight. But not much of it was to be seen
from the highroad. With a strange love of seclusion, these
planters buried their dwellings in the heart of their wide
domains, shut out from view by primitive woods; and the
forests along the highway were always the last to be cut
down. Through the large area of woods and fields and
pastures the Anser flowed in a tortuous course, winding
and sometimes almost doubling upon itself,

“Five miles, meandering with a mazy motion,
Through woods and vale the sacred river ran.”

On the border of the stream, across a stony ford passable
at all times except in great freshets, was the entrance to
the plantation. On a slight acclivity stood the “big gate”
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of oak, supported by two huge posts of mulberry, each sur-
mounted by a heavy stone rudely carved into the figure of
an acorn 1n its cup. The gate opened into a primitive
wood through which along the roadway could be seen far
off the light of a clearing, and the wood growing thinner
and lighter as the road advanced, it led into wide open
pastures extending along both sides of the stream. There
a distant view was afforded of the mansion, again to be
shut out by intervening clumps and groves. Nothing could
exceed the care and circumspection with which these primi-
tive woods had been preserved. Many trees were festooned
by creepers and grape-vines, these last covering the high
tree-tops with a network of vines and tendrils, hanging
thence free to the ground, where they were often a foot
in diameter. All these were left untouched, and to shield
from the blistering sun the trunks of trees along the edge
of the weods, the Virginia creeper had been profusely
planted, and now enveloped them with its graceful foliage.
Except where a patch of cane chanced to grow, there was
in these woods little undergrowth; only scattered groups
of paw-paws with their cool, shining, lance-shaped leaves,
and the flowering bulbs that love the shade, blood-root and
Indian turnip and ginseng, enlivening and decorating with
foliage and flowers the shadowed woodland. Nowhere was
there any tangled brushwood.

Great was the delight and surprise of Robert Thornton
to find so much beauty at Lastlands. For a full month
there and in the neighborhood was a round of gaiety. Par-
ties of visitors from the country about, and from The Falls,
came to greet the young couple, and they were entertained
by almost every planter within the compass of the county.
Then a grand entertainment was given at Lastlands, when
meats were barbecued, and the mild season making it prac-
ticable to provide in the unfinished mansion sleeping quar-
ters for a great number, the festivity was kept up for sev-
eral days ; the game which swarmed in the woods and fields,
and fish from the unvexed waters of the Anser, making it
easy to supplement the abundant supply of substantials
from the plantation with some of the luxuries of the table.
Great was now the delight of the old father. Already he



Reginald Thornton 2

saw realized the dream of his life. “Bob will never ex-
change Lastlands for the stony streets and brick walls of
the town. And little Dick will get tired of them after
a time and be glad to join us here; I see it all now. It
will all come out right. Bob has money enough to finish
the house, and with a thousand acres of cleared land the
plantation will take care of all.” This he said to himself,
chanting a kind of “Ca ira” over the prospect.

After almost two months passed at Lastlands the young
couple paid a visit to The Falls as guests of Mr. John
Digby. There they were kept in a round of gaiety extend-
ing through the Christmas holidays and almost to the end
of the winter.

The old theater had been torn down to give place to a
new house, now building, but private theatricals were in-
augurated under the management and direction of Dick
Thornton’s partner, Mr. McIntyre, who, spite of his devo-
tion to business, had an eye to pleasure, and was full of
graceful and agreeable accomplishments. Being an excel-
lent amateur artist, drawing and painting with much skill,
and having a practical knowledge of everything that per-
tains to private theatricals, he was at once scene painter,
decorator, and stage manager. These exhibitions were long
the staple diversions at The Falls. Among many private
journals in the possession of this chronicler, he finds fre-
quent reference to them, and an old lady of high distinc-
tion told him that at an earlier day, before they had a
theater at The Falls, she saw her husband for the first time
in one of these plays, where he enacted Tony Lumpkin in
Goldsmith’s comedy. But she took care to add that hers
was not a case of love at first sight.

The visit of the young couple to the town was not fa-
vorable to the plans of Reginald Thornton for his children’s
happiness. The young people were now in turn delighted,
with the gaiety of The Falls. Fashion had set up there
one of her many vice-regal thrones, and all the tinsel and
glitter that belongs to her courts everywhere was now there,
drawn directly from the imperial court at Philadelphia;
whatever was “de rigeur” there being at once adopted at
The Falls. Young Mrs, Thornton was a country-bred
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young gentlewoman, and the novelty of this gay and fash-
lonable life, so unexpected in the Kentucky wilderness,
filled her with surprise and delight. Equally agreeable was
all this gaiety to the young husband, who saw, as he
thought, a bright commercial future in the little town.
With great public spirit he set about identifying himself
with its interests, liberally sustaining, by subscriptions of
money and by personal services, all useful public enter-
prises. Among these last were certain public buildings for
which he furnished plans and specifications, and gratuitous-
ly superintended their building. His faith in the future
of The Falls was manifested further by the laying out
of considerable sums in the purchase of lots in the central
part of the town, and also a considerable area in the ex-
tensive commons that lay around it.

Richard Thornton looked with much concern on these
investments of his brother. Inheriting much of the de-
spondent spirit of his mother, he was distrustful of the
future. In all his dealings he touched only such commod-
ities as were readily convertible into money; at once ac-
cepting a first loss, when he thought he had made an un-
lucky venture, trusting to recover that in another. To
those “long shots” in land, a thing cumbrous and incon-
vertible, and sold usually on long time, he had an invin-
cible aversion. “Carpe diem” was his practical business
maxim. On the other hand, the temperament of Robert
Thornton, inherited from the father, inclined him to see
everything in the future and with the eagerness of youth
to discount that future—to realize as near at hand what
only the lapse of years was likely to bring about. Having
seen in England the great value set upon wood, he looked
with dismay upon the wanton destruction of valuable tim-
ber by fire and in the construction of fences. It was with
difficulty he was persuaded to give up a design he had con-
ceived of buying up large tracts of forest land, to be held
for appreciation when wood should become scarce. Both
brothers, according to their several dispositions, were soon
busily engaged in schemes for money-making; Robert in
building stores upon his central lots, and in partnership
with Mr, John Digby in steamboats. Then news was re-
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ceived by the father of the death at Norfolk of his brother,
leaving in equal portions considerable legacies to him and
his three children, and with this news came from the father
a summons to a family convention at Lastlands, to consult
upon their future plans of life.

Never was a family convention less likely to come to a
harmonious conclusion. The father undertook to demon-
strate that the best course was for all of them to settle at
Lastlands. To this end he offered to convey to each one
of the children one-third of the estate of five thousand
acres. Dick Thornton thought the country would exactly
suit Bob, and dreading the future promised by his san-
guine temper, used all the persuasion he could command to
induce him to accept the father’s proposition ; offering him
as a free gift the third to be allotted to himself. But the
excitement of active business and the lively soclety of the
town had captivated Robert, and he declined this. As for
Mr. John Digby, he abhorred the country, and would not
for any consideration consent to stay there. And so to the
great grief of the old father he was left alone, his chagrin
alleviated only by the legacy, which enabled him to prose-
cute with renewed energy his labor of love. - His children
continued to make frequent visits to Lastlands. Robert
and his wife took great delight in the country as a place
to visit, and often, in winter even, passed some time there;
and “Sister Digby” always carried there her children in
the hot months of summer. Mr. John Digby went out also
at regular intervals, prompted solely by a sense of duty.
Dick Thornton went there but seldom, being now wholly
absorbed in business schemes. All looked with a feeling
of compassion upon the solitary life of the father, and not
without chagrin at seeing so much money expended upon
what they regarded as an old man’s hobby. Then they
all united in an earnest effort to induce him to make his
abode with them in the town. But this he refused in a
few decided words: ‘It is out of the question. I will live
and die at Lastlands.”

Thus for several years longer the affairs of the family
went on. At last, having expended on the mansion, still
unfinished, and in laying up materials for future improve-
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ment, all his legacy, the old father carefully secured the
unfinished work from the elements, and retired into his
temporary log cabin, to await there some new turn of the
wheel of Fortune. He was now an old man. His frame
was still straight as of old, but he was growing slim, his
Leck a scrag, his high marked features sharpened, and the
fine curves about his mouth degenerated into unsightly
wrinkles. He was fast growing unequal to the active su-
pervision of the work of the plantation. At last, as if sud-
denly conscious of this, he gave it up altogether. He went
now but seldom out of doors, sitting all day in his chamber,
reading or nodding over a book. First it was some volume
of the British drama, then history, and at last the Latin
classics. And strange to say, the knowledge of Latin,
which for years seemed to have gone out of his mind, now
came back to him, and he read and appreciated these
authors more clearly than ever before. Even the old rules
of grammar, learned by rote in his youth, now recurred
to him, and were constantly rising to his lips. OId Tom,
his “body-servant,” and the household servants were not a
little puzzled and disturbed on hearing him repeating
these: “Utor, abutor, fruor, fungor, potior, vescor govern
the ablative.” Or reciting with emotion,

“Eheu! fugaces, Postume, Postume——"

while they listened with frightened faces, and conferring
together, were convinced that the master was either losing
his wits or was conjuring.

The friends at The Falls came out now very often to
Lastlands, and seeing him fast failing, and struck by the
change in his habits, again endeavored to draw him into
town, but in vain. Then Robert and his wife again took
up their abode with him, tenderly and assiduously minis-
tering to him. Gradually he grew weaker and leaner. One
day he rose early, and dressing himself with unusual care,
walked out upon the grounds, but soon returned, tired, and
lay down upon a lounge, and said to Robert Thornton,
«Send for Susan and Digby and little Dick. Bob, I am
going to die to-morrow!” And next day he did die, and
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was buried in a spot marked by him the day before, by
the side of his wife, in the burying ground at Lastlands.
It is to be regretted that no more particular account ecan
be here given of Reginald Thornton. It may be added that
he possessed certain traits of character common to the old
planters and the patriarchs of old, whom, in their manner
of life, in their holding of numerous slaves and in their
habit of independent migration into new lands, they much
resembled, as they did also in a certain lofty pride and
independence of character. These are especially patriarchal
traits. They were conspicuously shown by Abraham in his
behavior in that first of all wars recorded in history, when
the “kings” from beyond the Tigris and the Euphrates
invaded Canaan, and, sacking the cities of the plain, car-
ried off Lot and other captives and great spoil ; when Abra-
ham, gathering and arming his three hundred and eighteen
slaves “born in his house,” leaving behind those “bought

" with his money,” followed the spoilers, and, attacking them
in the night, beat them and brought back all the captives
and the spoil; and then, though by the law all this spoil
was his, would take nothing. Nay, when the king of Sodom
remonstrated, saying, “It is all thine,” Abraham cut off
further parley by saying, “I have lift my hand to the high
God who possesses heaven and earth, that I will not take
from a thread to a shoe latchet—that I will take nothing
that is thine.” And why? “Lest thou should say, ‘I have
made Abraham rich.’” It was for him to bestow, not to
accept benefits. Noblesse oblige.

- Of a like proud and independent temper were these old
planters. When from the decline of the land, or by reason
of too generous profusion, or from any cause, one of them
found himself no longer able to keep his state at home, he
gathered together his slaves “born in his house,” and, if
practicable, those “bought with his money,” and with these
and his flocks and herds sought in new lands a new home.
They knew nothing of codperative schemes, “syndicates,”
and what not, but were each a syndicate in himself, ready
with well-ordered household to cope with all the savage ele-
ments of the wilderness. By a continuous series of such
independent migrations they redeemed from its savage
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state and made to blossom as a rose, not only Kentucky,
but that vast area beyond, now constituting in itself an
agricultural empire; earning for the “Old Dominion” the
new and nobler title, “Mother of States.”



CHAPTER III
DRAMATIS PERSONA

It was not intended to give any particular history nor
any analysis of the characters of persons presented in this
chronicle, but to allow each one to unfold himself, in talk
and in the incidents and res-gest@ of the narrative. But
some of them the chronicler finds to be undemonstrative in
such a degree as to make some particular account of these
necessary.

Of Captain Shelby and Mr. Joe Sterrett it may be said
that Captain Shelby had come from Maryland, that he had
got his wife in Virginia, that she had died at The Falls,
leaving one child, a daughter; that he had been the guar-
aian of Mr. Sterrett during his minority, and on his com-
ing of age had given him his daughter in marriage.

The Captain had a fine plantation half way between
The Falls and Lastlands, and a furnished house in town,
and living together they dwelt alternately in town and
country. In Maryland Captain Shelby had been addicted
to the turf, which had proved an expensive amusement, the
cost of breeding and training never having been compen-
sated by his winnings. But he loved the turf not for the
hope of profit, but for the sport and because of his fond-
ness for beautiful thoroughbreds themselves. Before leav-
ing Maryland he had sold all his pets except one gray mare,
which, with a filly foal by her side, he brought to Ken-
tucky. He took great pride in this mare, often brought out
for exhibition to visitors, when he delighted to rehearse her
performances and her pedigree; “Rose of May by—dam
by—grand-dam—by—,” ete. “Look at her outline—it is all
Arabian, and she has the oriental countenance, now rare,
and the strength and bone given by English breeding to
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her race. See how her eyes blaze even in old age! Feel
her coat; it is soft as satin. Don’t mind her laying back
her ears. She won’t bite; she always had a proud, dainty
way, but was never vicious.”

The Captain had forsworn racing, but at considerable
expense had more than once sent this mare to Virginia
to be bred, and had now some of her produce in his pas-
iures and in ordinary use on the plantation, and for the
saddle, and for both, he maintained, they were superior
to ordinary horses. After the marriage of his daughter he
had given up the management of the plantation to Sterrett,
and the young couple lived there in great happiness, the
Captain considering himself foot-loose to go when he pleased
on camping expeditions, then favorite diversions, while
Sterrett addicted himself to the rearing of domestic ani-
mals, horses and dogs, and to the sports of the fields, of
which he was very fond. He was in a fair way to subside
into that aimless, harmless, useless character described as
a “hunting, hawking, fishing, country gentleman,” when
he was persuaded to put into training a colt of the old mare.
This was done while the Captain was away, camped out on
a deer hunt, and when he returned the horse was in the
course of preparation for the next spring races at Lexing-
ton and The Falls.

Spite of the Captain’s resolutions against the turf, strong
as they were, they weakened under the extravagant praise
bestowed upon the colt by Beard, the trainer. Then re-
calling his own experience, when in the beginning he had
been successful, and how near he had come to being in-
fatuated by the sport, and how hard he had found it to
break off from, he had painful misgivings of its effect upon
Sterrett. - But in the course of the training, when he saw
the colt at exercise, with sinewy limbs and strong, easy
gallop, reminding him of the old dam in her best days, he
abandoned all remorse and was filled with pride and grati-
fication at seeing a scion of the old stock on the highroad
to fame and fortune. Soon he found himself holding long
consultations with the trainer about the conduct of the
racing campaign, examining the saddles and bridles that
‘Sterrett had got from Philadelphia, sending them to be
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altered, substituting for buckles, wherever that was prac-
ticable, strong stitching with waxed silk thread. “The
fewer buckles the better,” said the Captain. “The loss of
a, buckle is apt to be the loss of a race. Stitches are the
best fastenings,”

All patrons of the turf know something of this horse
Ormus and his brilliant career. It was short, but long
enough to fix Sterrett permanently on the turf, and he
soon had a “string” of colts in training by Beard, under
whose direction Ormus had always borne Sterrett’s colors
to the front.

A demon seems to take charge of men in the beginning
of all forms of gambling, and to lure them on by success.
Mr. Joe Sterrett’s career was in accordance with this.
His early winnings had sufficed to put his stables on a
good footing, but afterward bad fortune followed, begin-
ning with the disabling of Ormus, cut down by an acci-
dent in a race, and withdrawn from the turf, just when
he had reached the age for his greatest triumphs. Then
Sterrett found himself returning from meeting after meet-
ing without having won a race. Meantime the expenses
were consuming his substance, and with an occasional loss,
when he backed his favorite, in the course of time threat-
ened him with serious embarrassment. N

Mr. Ould was an unmarried lawyer of middle age, highly
distinguished at the bar. He was proud and diffident, and
had served a long novitiate before he obtained or even
desired practice, studying meantime diligently his pro-
fession in all its departments, and practicing various forms
of literary composition, in order to acquire facility of ex-
pression. His first case, an important one for Mr. John
Dighy, was managed with such ability as brought him at
once to the notice of the bar, and soon after he accepted
an offer of partnership from an older lawyer in full prac-
tice, a quick-witted man, with a showy power of declama-
tion, very effective with juries, but indolent, and neglect-
ful of the necessary preparation of his cases. These defects
Ould made good, by preparing the cases and making such
a summary of the argument as made it easy for his quick-
witted partner, conning this, to deliver himself with great
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effect. Ould took great delight in thus vicariously ad-
dressing juries, and spoke with a freedom and power of
which he would have found himself incapable in his own
person, giving his partner a great reputation with the pub-
lic, who often thronged the court-room to hear him. The
astute lawyers were not slow to discover Ould behind the
mask, and the honest partner attempted no concealment
of this. It was, perhaps, a fair and proper division of
labor, but not proper to be advertised to the public.

After some years Ould’s partner died owing him several
thousand dollars, for which he had mortgaged to Ould his
dwelling and a few slaves—all he possessed. This debt
Ould generously acquitted to the widow and children.

To this good character it irks the chronicler to add that
Mr. Ould was at long intervals addicted to drink, nay, fell
into the wildest orgies, ending in a sick bed and necessary
medication. Yet at such times he was possessed of a
strange cunning unknown to his normal condition, by
which he kept out of view of his ordinary associates, so
that hardly any one of them had seen him in these un-
happy moments. He was an intimate friend of Digby and
the Thorntons.

Stackpole was a young gentleman who had come to The
Falls with a company of New England men from Provi-
dence and Boston. He was a son of a Boston merchant.
He had passed much time at sea, according to his own con-
fession, to avoid being sent to Harvard College. In his
various voyages he had pretty nearly circumnavigated the
globe. He had acted often as supercargo of his father’s
vessels, and thus acquired much mercantile experience. He
seemed to have capital at hand for any promising ven-
ture, and had more than once put money with Dick Thorn-
ton in his early venture in furs. He had an interest
in the great “Hope” distillery, but gave little personal at-
tention to this, leaving the management to his partners,
while he amused himself with horses, of which he was very
fond; and by taking a part in all the gaieties of the town;
ot with the heartiness of others, but in a strange apathetic
way peculiar to him. He was a skilful musician, with a
fine baritone voice, and sang uncommonly well.



Dramatis Personz B

He had a serious impediment of speech—not being able
to sound the letter r, and was also near-sighted. The last
was not known to himself until after he had been some
time at The Falls. Standing one day with others at the
great door of Dighy’s warehouse, looking at a coming
steamboat, he was surprised to find that while others could
see to read the name of the boat on its side, he could only
see indistinctly the boat itself. Expressing his surprise
at this, Russell, a young friend of the Thorntons, who some-
times used glasses, said, “Try my glasses”; and putting
these on he was filled with amazement at the revelation they
made. Afterward, baving procured glasses better suited
to his defective vision, he went about everywhere gaily sur-
veying the new world opened to him, hailing his friends
across the wide streets, and crying out to them with un-
common emphasis, “I am happy to see you,” which at that
distance he had not been before able to do with distinct-
ness. He found also new delight in the theater, where be-
fore he had not seen the play of the actors’ features, but
supposed everybody else to see in the same imperfect way.

As to sounding the letter 7, he could never do this. In
vain did he go, like the great Grecian orator, along the
river beach, practicing ; repeating selected passages in which
that letter often occurred, “Round the rugged rocks the
ragged rascals run their rural race.” ‘“Unrestricted, unre-
strained, free!” What he made of the first of these the
reader may imagine, when told that for half an hour every
day he could be heard repeating the last in this fashion,
“Unwestwicted, unwestwained, fwee!” pronounced with
such an emphasis as to imply the belief that he was rolling
his s in good style. At last he gave up all effort to over-
come this impediment, but managed by slurring the sound
of this letter to make the defect little observable. In sing-
ing, except with such songs as required distinct articulation
of the words, he was at no disadvantage. Once, however,
in a later part of the period embraced in this chronicle,
when at a musical entertainment given for a benevolent
purpose, he sang, in sailor costume with a harpoon, “The
Sea.” Russell declared that the effect was in the highest
degree farcical, bringing into contempt by-gross caricature
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that fine dramatic song, then new; and he earnestly im-
plored Stackpole never to sing it again. Stackpole good-
naturedly promised this, provided Russell should continue
always on good behavior toward him; often afterward
threatening Russell with this song, a menace which Russell
pretended to consider inhuman and by which, humoring
Stackpole, he always suffered himself to be brought to
terms.

The love of music had brought these young gentlemen
into association, and they had now become fast friends.
Together they made the most important part of all the
musical entertainments in the society of the town, and often
on summer nights treated the belles to charming serenades.
Robert Thornton had a good tenor voice, and McIntyre
4 strong nasal basso, and they often sang together. In
the church choir they figured also. Often Russell and
Stackpole went together to the Methodist church, where
the singing was of a hearty, vigorous style, and where they
delighted to swell with their fine voices the lively hymns.
“Brother Stackpole” and “Brother Russell” were always
weleomed with a smile from the leading singers there, who
rejoiced in such a powerful reinforcement, and always
placed them where their voices would do the most good.
These good people were not without a feeling of rivalry
with the Calvinists opposite, and their last hymn was al-
ways sung af them. “Come around next Sunday, Brother
MeclIntyre,” the leading singer would say, “and we will blow
those Presbyterians over the way clean out of the water!”
And when with this powerful reinforcement they sang

““Where are now the twelve Apostles,
(Orescendo) Where are now the twelve Apostles,
Where are now the twelve Apostles?—
(Fortissimo) Sa-f-e in the promised land.”

they did metaphorically do this.

Tom Long was an ingenious mechanic, who had made an
improvement in the steam engine, and many useful and
ingenious inventions, among these the strong hoisting gear
in Mr. John Dighy’s warehouse. Like many men gifted
with some special faculty, he preferred another vocation
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to that for which he was best fitted, and was better known
at The Falls as a “quidnunc” than as a mechanic. While
it might have been said of him, that he was fit to stand by
Archimedes and give direction, it was said of him that he
knew almost everything that occurred about The Falls, and
that what he did not know he suspected. At his home was
a workshop with forges and lathes and all sorts of mechani-
cal appliances. But he seldom did any hard work after
having achieved a moderate competency. He was one of
the kindest of men, and was always at the service of such
as were embarrassed by mechanical difficulties—except the
seekers after perpetual motion, to whom he would never
listen. He was one of Digby’s clients, and a grateful friend
of Robert Thornton, who, in the financial stress of 1819,
had saved his home from sacrifice. He dwelt on a half-
acre lot on the edge of the high plateau on which the town
stands, overlooking the falls. Having no children, all the
care of Long and his good wife was to dress these premises,
which with garden and flowers were made to look like a sec-
tion of Eden.

For another character, also a friend of Digby and Thorn-
ton, and still more undemonstrative than these, a whole
chapter will be required.



CHAPTER IV

MR. JACK TAYLOR

“Studentesque a non studendo,
Ut lucus fit a non lucendo.”

Mg. Jack TAYLOrR was a student in Ould’s office. He
did not purpose ever to practice law, but only to acquire
such knowledge as would avail him in business transac-
tions. He was a bachelor, with a modest establishment,
keeping a negro man-servant and a dog. The business
of the man was to saw wood, clean the office, look after his
master’s wash, brush his clothes, polish his boots, and make
fires; getting his board at the tavern, in consideration of
services as waiter at the table there twice a day, and sleep-
ing at “his wife’s house.” Mr. Taylor constantly main-
tained that no negro in Kentucky could make a fire or
blacken boots “like Dennis.”

The dog was of a type very common in that day, both
in Virginia and Kentucky; a brown and yellow dog with
a white breast, and a white circle about the neck. On every
plantation, and about every farmhouse and cabin through-
out the two States, specimens of this race of dogs were
then to be seen, all bearing a strong general resemblance
to each other, and all named “Ring.” Though Mr. Taylor
never hunted, he constantly maintained that there was not
in Kentucky such a ’coon and ’possum dog as Ring. He
was fed with scraps from the tavern table, and slept under
Ould’s office.

The greater part of Mr. Taylor’s time was passed in his
room next to the back office, lying on a lounge reading
novels and newspapers, meditating, and chewing tobacco.
In the summer these employments were diversified by the
exercise of a sirange dexterity he had acquired in spitting

: 40
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on flies. In this he was a wonderful marksman, being sure
of his aim three times out of five, at a distance of twenty
feet. During the season he was in constant practice, look-
ing out keenly for the game, and losing no opportunity,
except where it was too plentiful, when he passed it by,
like a true sportsman, scorning to shoot at a swarm. He
could readily adjust his charges to the distance and size
of the game, from the lightest pellet to such a flood as
would whelm a grasshopper or even a mouse.

The full enjoyment of this sport began in midsummer,
when first appear those undersized flies which unthinking
people take for flies not yet grown, those pestiferous small
flies which alight always on the inner edge of the nostril,
or on the margin of the lip, or adhere to the corner of the
eyelid, and, when brushed away, settle instantly back on
the same sensitive spot. Certainly an aggravating insect!

A little later in the season there comes another fly, a
biting fly that seldom attacks man, but subsists for the
most part upon cattle and dogs; a gentle phlebotomist pos-
sessing something of the soothing power of the vampire,
taking tribute of blood without disturbing his vietim. On
the legs of cattle they feed unnoticed, dropping off when
filled, affording a delicate repast for fowls and birds fol-
lowing after. From sleeping dogs they draw blood, inter-
rupted only by a tremulous motion of the sleeper’s ears.
These also were game for Mr. Taylor. He knew the haunts
of these flies as Mr. Joe Sterrett knew the haunts of par-
tridges and snipes. “The undersized fly,” he said, “has
no well-defined haunts, consorting with the mob of flies;
but the biting fly is somewhat exclusive.” Fond of the
full blaze of the sun, these are usually found on the warm
sides of fences or walls, and later in the season they resort
only to sunny sheltered places. In some bright little angle
they then gather in small parties, and, with wings spread
apart, like the coat-tails of plethoric men buttoned too tight
about the waist, they quarrel and fight over the narrow
warm territory; buzzing about each other in lively con-
flict, “the briskest insect,” as Mr. Taylor expressed it,
“this side of a mud-dauber,” and wary in a degree beyond
the common fly. ’
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Still later, “in the very wrath of the summer,” when the
dog-star rages, there comes “new hatched to the woeful
time,” another fly, a small gray fly with a soft, noiseless
flight, and a fair, benevolent face; but, alack! with a
mouth of fire, liquid fire, with which he touches your ankles
and scorches them, even through the stoutest stockings.
These were particularly annoying to the few old gentlemen
that still adhered to short-clothes; touching them through
their hose, and interrupting often their stately speech with
sudden exclamations and hasty, undignified slaps on the
legs ; for no human fortitude can for a moment withstand
the fiery quality of their touch. These flies have no known
haunts, but prey singly, like lions and tigers. They
appear in almost all places and under almost all circumn-
stances. Inconspicuous in color, and noiseless in flight,
they “come like shadows, so depart,” manifesting their
presence only by the terrific smart they inflict, heightened
always by that potent element—‘the unexpected.” They
had often applied the cautery to Mr. Taylor’s ankles, in-
terrupting his meditation and making him slap, and stamp,
and sometimes swear! Against them he was always on the
warpath. It was a treat to see the look of triumph on his
face when, on the wing, or at twenty feet away, he put a
charge of tobacco juice upon one of these, and saw the
insect vainly struggling in the miess!

Odious as this gray biting fly was to Mr. Taylor, it was
even more hateful to his humble servitors, the man and
the dog. Many afi “ouch!” and many a slap in vain (yet
sometimes successful and greeted with a scalp-halloo) were
heard from the man. And the dog often sprang to his feet
out of a sound sleep, and shaking his head until his ears
ere wrong side out, and standing fixed a moment with a
glare of horrot in his eyes, rushed into darkness and safety
beneath the office. Seeing the dog behave in this manner,
Mr. Oild asked Dennis:

“What is the matter with the dog?”

“Bitin’ flies, sah.”

“Hotge flies?”

“No, sah; wuss ’an horse flies.”

“Bald-faced flies?”
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“Yas, sah; dat’s him; got a high forehead like a nigger
trader.”

It will be seen that in the pursuit of Mr. Taylor’s sport
there was a vein of sentiment; and this was miade more
apparent by the fact that the harmless blue-bottle, in gor-
geous enameled vest, was always allowed to pass by on his
sounding wings unharmed.

Mr. Taylor was a hative Virginian. e tvas sure to let
everybody know this—“Bawn in old Virgihia.” He did
not* count as Virginians those born in Kentucky when it
was a paft of Virginia; and he even made a distinction
between the tide-water Virginians and all others, and by
his own confession had often, in his boyhood, guarreled
and fought with other boys only because they came from
“over the Ridge.” This narrow spirit subsisted a long
time in the Old Dominion, and was the fundamental cause
of that movement in the public mind in Kentucky which
threatened, at a very early day, a severance of the union,
and has reconciled the people of West Virginia to thé sepa-
rate station they now maintain.

M#. Taylor’s education was very defective. Beéyond the
rudiments of the English branches taught in the schools
of the day, he knew little. For a time, being ambitious
of an accomplishment, he took lessons in the French lan-
guage from one of the old emigrés at The Falls, but finding
himself unable to master the difficulties of the pronuncia-
tion, and having practiced the word “moi” for six weeks,
and continuing still to pronounce it “moy,” and finding
other like difficulties, he abandoned the study, declaring
his belief that if he had been born in France he would have
been dumb.

His indolence was a thing wonderful to contemplate.
He had chosen the law because it was a sedentary occupa-
tion. Sitting hé could endure to any extent. The punish-
ment of Thescus, condemned to sit forever, he would not
have comprehended. ““Sedet, ®ternumque sedebit,” would
have raised no image of horror in his mind. Most men of
sedentary habits are story-tellers or singers, but Mr. Taylor
had neither song nor story for any coinpany. Nor was he,
like the Irishman in the same category, “ready to foight
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with anny gintleman for the amusement of the company,”
being eminently good-tempered. He had a cheerful coun-
tenance, and often smiled, but very few people had ever
heard him laugh. Once, and once only, was he ever known
to laugh aloud. It was late at night, when he and other
young men were assembled for Christmas festivity, and
being pretty merry, and curious to know if it were possible
to make Mr. Taylor laugh aloud, and having tried many
ways without success, his companions fell to tickling him.
The result was tremendous! The chronicler laments that
he cannot describe it, or find in history or romance a paral-
lel by which to give the reader some just notion of the burst
of laughter thus extorted from Mr. Taylor. He has in
mind that extraordinary fit of laughter recorded of Dr.
Johnson, when he came out of Temple Bar, after hearing
of the last will and testament of his friend Bennett Lang-
ton; how “he continued it all the way out of the Temple
gate, then burst into such an explosion that he seemed in
a convulsion, and in order to support himself, laid hold
on one of the posts of the sidewalk, and sent forth peals
so loud, that in the stillness of the night his voice seemed
to resound from Temple Bar to Fleet Ditch.” Nor is he
unmindful of that burst from Herr Teufelsdroch, the great
clothes philosopher, excited by hearing Jean Paul’s proposal
for a cast-iron king: “Like the neighing of all Tattersall’s,
tears streaming down his cheeks, pipe held aloft, foot
clutched in the air, loud, long, continued, uncontrollable.”
But these bear no resemblance to what he would describe.
No, no; if anything may be found like it, it must be in
the great Homer; and hardly there, except there be found
some description of the Cyclop, Polyphemus, in a convul-
sion of laughter. So he must try to give a faint notion
of this fit, not of merriment (for it should not be called
that) but of genuine ‘“Homeric” laughter, invoking on
the part of the reader the liveliest exercise of his imagina-
tion.

As has been said, the result of the tickling was tremen-
dous; a noise so loud, so unusual, so unearthly, that they
that were engaged in tickling instantly released him, “and
back recoiled” at the sound they had evoked; a sound
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ghostly and indescribable. Tike that thrilling scream
which the horse, at other times mute under pain, is said
to utter in some desperate strait—in a ship on fire at sea,
or other like extremity. People with pale faces, running
from all parts of the house toward the room from which
the sound proceeded, were met by Taylor’s companions
hastening out to explain, that what had made their “fell
of hair to rouse and stir” was “only Jack Taylor laughing.”
No one who heard him then was ever again inclined to
excite him to laughter. L

Mr. Taylor had a certain awkwardness of speech, not un-
common. Oysters he always called “oyschers”; challenge
he called “channelge,” and corner “cornder.” Common
hackneyed Latin phrases he was sure to have ridiculously
wrong. This is not uncommon, either; for we know that
from “hoc est corpus,” words used in the Sacrament of the
Eucharist in the Roman Church, has come the phrase
“hocus pocus;” and from these words of an invoeation to
St. Martin, “O mihi bea’te Martine!” has come that com-
mon saying, “All in my eye, Bettie Martin.” Further, the
Latin phrase, “nolens volens,” has been called “snolus
bolus,” and we know not what else. But it was left for
Mr. Taylor to make a wider departure from the original
than any of these. In his mouth “nolens volens” became
“bolus noxious.”

e was greatly puzzled to understand what is a pun.
The present chronicler undertook to expound this, and il-
lustrated it by an example furnished on the spur of the
moment. Being himself a man of small stature, he told
Mr. Taylor that if he, the present chronicler, were unhap-
pily addicted to punning, it would be a pun to call him a
“pun-y man”; Mr. Taylor seemed to understand the point,
but long afterward, when sitting together, while Mr. Taylor
was reading Prentice’s J ournal, he called out, “Pioneer,
here’s a pun or—something”; and then read out from the
paper the following: “Colonel Quitman caned the editor
of the Natchez Free-Trader. The editor of the Naichez
Free-Trader caned F. E. Plummer. We suppose F. E.
Plummer will now cane some nigger.” ‘

So Mr. Taylor was not yet clear upon what constitutes
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a pun, and the chronicler, thinking this a case in which
;lgin.orance is bliss, did not attempt further to enlighten

m,

It must not be inferred from all this that Mr. Taylor
was wanting in sense; he was far from that. Though lack-
ing such learning as young gentlemen of his opportunities
usually possessed, he had a fund of practical sense, com-
monly known as “horse sense,” which enabled him to take
good care of a small patrimony he had brought to Kentucky
in cash, and to invest it safely; and from which he derived
a revenue sufficient for his modest way of life. Indeed,
he had added something to his capital every year since he
came to The Falls. He was a firm believer in the potency
of interest. “Six per cent. compounded,” he used to say,
“will devour the world.” So he always backed the tortoise,
Interest, against the hare, Speculation. The subject of
interest occupied Mr. Taylor’s mind at all times. They
that wondered what were his thoughts, while he sat so per-
severingly meditating, with a faint smile often on his face,
would have been surprised to know that he was then exer-
cising himself in mental arithmetic—solving problems in
interest. He was full of such illustrations of the power
of interest as that statement, now going the rounds of the
newspapers, that the sum originally paid to the Indians for
Manhattan Island, compounded, would buy the city of New
York and the whole State to boot.

Exclusive dealing with money is said to harden the heart,
making it insensible to the suffering of others. Doubtless
it does have this effect as to one form of suffering—suffer-
ing from want of money—from mere familiarity with that
ailment. But it does not follow that it makes the heart
insensible to suffering in other forms. Mr. Jack Taylor
had, from long commerce with borrowers, grown callous to
their distresses, but he was by no means hardened to other
forms of suffering. The metal had not entered his soul.
While he did not without a struggle give up money, even
in aid of the sick, yet in the time of the pestilence no man
was more constant than he in personal attendance upon the
afflicted. Though not so efficient as others in such service
as required active movement, he was always to be relied on
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for any sedentary service. To sit up with such as required
unremitting attention he had no superior. He was not
of a somnolent habit, nor ever so preoccupied as to be un-
conscious of what went on about him; but was easily
attracted by a call, and his patience and gentleness were
invincible. With a supply of tobacco, and an open window
where he might spit out at the fire-flies, he would sit
through the night without winking, “out-watching the

Bear.” And no base fear of contagion ever disturbed his
mind.



CHAPTER V

MAJOR THROCKMORTON

“Dr. Johnson: No, sir; there is nothing yet contrived by
Ean by which so much happiness is produced as by a good
vern.”

THE year 1825 opened with great commercial activity
and prosperity, and closed with disaster, all over the com-
mercial world. Nowhere was this disaster greater than at_
The Falls. The financial stress that had followed the peace
in 1815, though short-lived, was disastrous, but this was
still more destructive. Robert Thornton had come home
in the midst of the first, and the investments in town lots
then made by him had proved in the highest degree profit-
able. When in 1818 a branch of the Bank of the United
States was established at The Falls, and immediately after-
ward one hundred independent State Banks, with an aggre-
gate capital of eight millions of dollars, were chartered
by the Legislature, and the State filled with paper money,
there was an advance in the value of every kind of property.
In real estate at The Falls this advance was, in some in-
stances, more than three hundred per cent. Robert Thorn-
ton, having then conceived a project that would involve
the expenditure of a large sum of money, had sold the
greater part of his town property, and at the suggestion,
and through the address of his brother Dick, placed the
money in the United States Bank. In the following year,.
when all the hundred State Banks failed, and property of
every kind declined even below its former value, he was
one of the few that escaped loss, and was considered a
marvel of sagacity and foresight. He came also to be
considered a marvel of generosity and beneficence; for not
only did he refuse to take adzgntage of the general disaster
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to drive bargains, but often without interest, and some-
times without security, he gave to those in distress the
use of his money. With the spirit of a knight-errant he
sought out cases of oppression and distress, and in many
instances. interposed his strong arm between the usurer
and his prey; paying the usurious loan and substituting
himself as creditor, at lawful interest; enjoying in this
work the keenest sense of happiness, and winning golden
opinions from all sorts of men.

The project Thornton had conceived was in accordance
with the traditions of his English blood. As the French-
men at The Falls, true to their national traditions, had
built a fine ballroom, Thornton resolved to build a fine
tavern ; one that should be in harmony ‘with the advanced
civilization of the day, and give to the many strangers,
tourists and others that now visited The Falls, a just
notion of the refinement and culture of the community.
The tavern was built and furnished, and, no responsible
tenant offering, it was put in charge of a popular man
accustomed to the business, to be managed by him on
Thornton’s account. This had proved a losing business,
and now, in 1825, after the lapse of a few years, he found
this tavern, having consumed the greater part of his capi-
tal in the building and furnishing, likely to consume the
remainder in his proprietorship.

The financial panics of that day sorely perplexed the
people of The Falls. They had seen them in the past come
on at intervals, always without any intelligible warning,
like summer gusts. And now the only recognized prognos-
tics were the movements of the Branch Bank of the United
States. When this bank began to call in its credits, press-
ing its debtors and refusing to make new loans, everybody
apprehended a money crisis. One thing more they came
to know, that if there was money trouble in London, it
would soon reach them here with aggravated force; that
what was there, as a sailor would say, “a lively gale off the
land,” would become, when it reached America, a destruect-
ive hurricane blowing ashore, and in the interior a desolat-
ing tornado. MecIntyre and Dick Thornton, either by reason
of their constant foreign correspondence, or because of their
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constitutional caution, had gone safely through all these
storms, and were now safely moored to the land in this.

The prognostics of a financial storm had now for some
time been observed. The Branch Bank at The Falls had
long been quietly and steadily contracting its loans, and
throughout the South gathering up coin; sweeping away
even the “cut money”—triangular bits of silver made by
the shears of the coppersmiths for necessary change, and
sending these off to strengthen the mother bank at Phila-
delphia. It was soon manifest to the dullest financial
understanding at The Falls that a financial cyclone was
afoot. Property of every kind began rapidly to decline
in value, and soon no man in debt, no matter what might
be the extent of his possessions, was safe from bankruptey.
And here it is curicus to observe how in this case the
conduct of the people differed from that exhibited by them
in a former general calamity, when the hand of pestilence
was upon them. There was now none of the courage and
magnanimity then shown, but a wild panic and a cry of
“sauve qui peut”—the devil take the hindmost. Creditors
flew to the courts, and all the enginery of the law was re-
morselessly put in motion against the unfortunate debtors.
Why was the conduct of this community so different in
these cases? Is there in money some poisonous element,
having relation to the heart of man, which deadens all its
finer impulses, and rouses all its selfishness? And was
now the conduct of the people of this little town but an-
other illustration of that invineible maxim in trade, “Busi-
ness is business”?

In this financial crisis Robert Thornton was deeply in-
volved. For a time his well-known integrity, and his large
possessions in land and slaves, and his splendid tavern, with
costly furniture, gave confidence to creditors, and they
forbore to sue. But as the panic increased, some suits were
brought against him, and the affairs of the whole com-
munity seemed in the way of complete liquidation.

Thornton still had faith in the value of his property.
He thought the storm would soon blow over. Two friends,
Captain Shelby and Mr. Joe Sterrett, both possessed of
money, and free from business complications, offered the
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- use of their money to rescue his property, but he declined
to accept their generous offers, and resolved to bide the
issue alone. Mr. John Digby was involved in the general
disaster, and could give no help. Dick Thornton urged
his brother to let every town lot and the tavern go to pay
his debts, insisting that the storm had not reached its
height. But Thornton held his opinion, firmly convinced
that the tavern, if only a proper manager could be got,
would, in a reasonable time, pay all his debts. Possessed
of this opinion, he resolved to visit Major Throckmorton,
then proprietor of the Blue Lick Springs, and induce him
to take charge of it. That the reader may have relief from
the contemplation of these painful scenes of financial
trouble, some account of the Major, and of Thornton’s
visit to the Blue Licks on this mission, will now be given.

The reputation of Major Throckmorton as a host was
spread, not only over the State, but over the whole South,
from which quarter a great many people came, every year,
to spend the summer in Kentucky, the Blue Licks being
their favorite resort. The Major belonged to that class
of tavern-keepers, peculiar to Kentucky and Virginia, who
carried into their business all the grace and courtesy that
marked the fine gentlemen.of that day. He seemed more
like a grandee dispensing magnificent hospitality than the
keeper of a public house. In his social relations he was
on a footing of equality with the most distinguished people
of the State. Mr. Clay, Mr. Crittenden, Hon. Robert
Letcher and other distinguished gentlemen were at some
time during every summer the Major’s guests. A game
of whist made up of these three and the Major was an
everyday thing. They playved whist “with the aggrava-
tions,” as the phrase went: besides the interest excited by
the stake there being great personal rivalry as to skill in
the game, and lecturing and scolding went on pretty much
ad libitum :

“Sir, I protest, were Job himself at play,

He’d rave to.see you throw your cards away;

Not that I care a button—not a pin

For what I lose; but we had cards to win,

A saint in heaven would grieve to see such hand
Cut up by one who will not understand!”
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They could all scold in a high key except Mr. Letcher, who
had a fund of humor with which he parried all assaults,
and turned the laugh against his adversaries. Infinite
amusement was afforded the privileged few who were per-
mitted to look on at this game.

It was observable in the association of these gentlemen
at the whist table and elsewhere, that the Major, though
defective in education, having had but scant facilities for
instruetion in his youth, and having no pretensions to more
than ordinary mental endowments, was yet among these
men so highly distinguished for talents and public service,
so far as manner and carriage were concerned, the equal of
any of them. Indeed, it is not unlikely that to a casual
observer he would have appeared the finest gentleman of
them all. He had some grave foibles. He was as irascible
as Sir Anthony Absolute; but then he was as benevolent
as Uncle Toby, and never let the sun go down on his wrath.
In these heats he often made blunders that were almost
bulls, which always put his audience in good humor. Had
he been born in Ireland, it is likely that he would have
been as famous for bulls as Sir Boyle Roche. He was al-
most universally popular. Such a man Thornton believed
would be able to put his tavern on the footing to which
its location and its superior accommodations entitled it;
& journey in the fine October weather was a pleasant thing
in itself; and he at once put the project into execution.
Attended by old Tom Strother, his former body-servant,
well mounted, with portmantean, umbrellas, and great-
coats, he was soon upon the road, and, without any event
worth recording, reached at nightfall a tavern within a
few miles of the Blue Licks, whence, by an early start next
day, he might arrive at his destination by hreakfast time.

On the road next morning he overtook two horsemen
riding in the same direction. One was a large portly man,
mounted upon an Indian pony. He was of a ruddy com-
plexion, with yellow-red hair, worn long, hanging about
his neck, and covering his ears. He was clad substantially
in blue cloth, with brown leggings tied below the knee, a
drab beaver hat, sound but much sunburned, and a black
satin waistcoat, behind which showed a frill of ruffled
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lace, much rumpled and soiled. From a watch pocket in
his trousers hung a heavy gold chain, with a very large
bunch of seals. The other traveler was a well-dressed,
clean-shaven little man, mounted upon a handsome, blood-
like bay horse. Both had portmanteaus and the wusual
appointments of persons going a journey. As Thornton
came within ear-shot of them, he discovered that they were
discussing the political issues of the day, and were in the
midst of a hot dispute; the big man being an original
Jackson man, of the fiercest type, and the other a zealous
follower of Mr. Clay. The dispute grew warmer every
moment, the big man growing violent and abusive, while
the other, though maintaining his opinion, was still cour-
teous. At last the big man, pulling up his pony, proposed
to dismount and settle the matter by a fight. This the
little gentleman declined, saying: “No, sir; by no means.
I am not in the habit of settling political disputes by fisti-
cuffs. The road forks here, sir, and I bid you good-morn-
ing.” And then he turned away upon the right-hand road.

Thornton, not caring to join such a belligerent character
as the big man, put his horse into a gallop, and, followed
by old Tom, was soon out of sight of him. Keeping up a
pretty good gait, they arrived at the Blue Licks just as the
Major and his family and a single guest, Mr. Isham Talbot,
ex-United States Senator, were about to sit down to break-
fast. All other guests had flown away with the summer,
leaving the ex-Senator; who was in the habit of taking the:
waters there as long as good weather lasted. They had a
venison steak for breakfast, a party of hunters having gone
away, after a week of sport at the Licks, leaving their guns,
and promising soon to return, having provided the Major
with an abundant supply of venison.

After breakfast, while the gentlemen sat on the porch,
talking and smoking, in the October sun, a large man, the
belligerent whom Thornton had passed on the way, rode
up to the stile and dismounted. Hitching his pony to the
rack, and carrying his saddlebags on his arm, he walked
in. The Major advanced, offering him a chair, and asked;

“Will you have breakfast, sir?” p

“Yes, sir.”
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“Will you have your horse fed #

“No, sir.”

Then the Major went into the house to give orders for
the breakfast of the traveler, who was now looking about
him with a surly, dissatisfied air. By-and-by the Major
came back, and said: “Sir, breakfast will be ready in a
few minutes.”

The big man made no response, but continued to look
about in a surly way, and at last said: “Don’t you take the
newspapers here 7’ :

“Oh, yes,” replied the Major, and Mr. Talbot, who had
a ‘paper then in his hand, rose and courteously handed it
to the traveler. He took it without a word or a gesture of
acknowledgment, and swinging one of his legs over the
other, and turning himself on the chair so as to present
his back to Mr. Talbot, he began to read, and was soon
absorbed in the newspaper. A moment after, he wheeled
about on his seat, and flinging the paper far away from
him, cried out:

“Damn that paper! I don’t read that lying paper, that
Observer. You keep a house of public entertainment here,
don’t you ?”’

“Yes, sir,” responded the Major.

“Then why don’t you take papers on both sides? Ain’t
vou got the Argus?”

“Yes, sir; we take the Argus,” said the Major, his eyes
" shining like a copperhead’s, and mincing his words, and
speaking with very great precision, as he was apt to do
when his ‘wrath was rising ; “the boy has gone for the mail,
and I look for him back at any moment.”

Soon the boy came with the mail, and the Major handed
to the traveler Mr. Amos Kendall’s Argus of the Western
World, then the leading Jackson paper, and he was soon
ahsorbed in its columns. .

Meantime, who should ride up to the stile but the little
man with whom the big traveler had quarreled on the road!
He walked in, passing near his late antagonist, who, appear-
ing not to see him, continued intently reading the Argus,
his lips moving, as if spelling his way through it. Then
the Major made the usual inquiries of the new guest:
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“Will you have breakfast, sir?”

“Yes, sir; if you please.”

“Will you have your horse fed ?”

“Yes, if you please.”

'ﬁnd then the big man turned aside from the paper and
said:

“Have my horse fed, too.”

A moment after, breakfast was announced, and the big
traveler, followed by the Major, walked into the breakfast-
room, while the little man was washing his hands. The
Major was carving a venison steak, and the big man was
stirring his coffee, when the little traveler entered and
took a seat opposite his late antagonist. That gentleman
immediately bounced from the table, and pointing to the
guest opposite, said :

“T will not eat with that man. I won’t sit at the table
with him

“Why, gentlemen,” said the Major, “what is the matter ?”

“Well, sir,” said the big man, “I ordered my breakfast
first, and I tell you I won’t eat where that man is.”

The little man smiled, and rising, said:

“Major, you shall have no trouble on my account. Let
the gentleman eat; I will wait.”

“No, sir,” said the Major; “keep your seat, if you
please.” Then turning to the big man, he said: “Sir, I
don’t know either you or the gentleman to whom you object.
He scems to be a gentleman. Can you give me any reason
why you won’t breakfast at the same table with him ?”

“Well, sir, T won’t sit at the same table with him, and
that’s enough.”

“No, sir, it is not enough. We are not in the habit of
setting a separate table for each guest, and if you won’t
eat your breakfast with this gentleman, or give some good
reason why you should not do so, you cannot sit at my table
at all.”

“What, sir! Do you keep a public house. and refuse to
accommodate travelers ?”

“Yes, sir; when travelers don’t behave like gentlemen
T refuse to entertain them at my house.”

The big traveler was now moving toward the door, the
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Major following, and keeping a vigilant eye upon him.
Flouncing out upon the porch, where Mr. Talbot was sit-
ting, he raised his voice to a high pitch, so that Thornton,
who had gone in to see the Major’s family, was attracted
to the scene. Having an audience seemed to excite the
big man still more, and he stormed about at a great rate.
The Major did not make any reply to his storming, but
walked to the bell rope, and sounded the hostler’s bell.

“Get this man’s horse,” he said, when the hostler came;
“that little Arkansas pony.”

“I let you know,” shouted the big man, “that I am not
from Arkansas, and my horse is no Arkansas pony, either !”
And then in a still louder key he called out, “I’ll let you
know that I am a gentleman !”

The Major had abstained from answering his declama-
tory speeches, well knowing how that inflames the temper,
though it be mere vociferation, with little meaning, like
the bellowing of bulls or the clamor of game cocks, but
now his blood was rising, and he answered :

“And Tl let you know that I am a gentleman !

“And T’ll let you know,” yelled the big man, “that I
am Colonel Wilson, of Woodville, Mississippi I

“And DI’ll let you know,” vociferated the Major, “that I
am Major Aris Throckmorton, of the Blue Licks!”

“And T’ll let you know,” screamed the big man, “that
I run for the State Senate in my deestrick last summer,
and that I was beat Four vores !”’

“And T’ll let you know,” shrieked the Major, “that I
ran for the State Senate in this district last summer, and
that I was beat FOUR HUNDRED VOTES !”

The Major enunciated this as if it were a “settler,” and
it seemed to settle and absolutely to overwhelm Colonel
Wilson. He recoiled a step, and stood silent, with his
mouth agape, completely dazed. His condition was further
aggravated by seeing ill-suppressed laughter on the face
of Mr. Talbot, and the Major eyeing him with an air of
triumph. But Colonel Wilson rallied after a time, and
drawing himself up to his full height, and expanding his
chest, threw back his coat so as to exhibit two pistols, which
he wore in a belt ahout his waist, and informed the Major
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and the audience generally that he knew his rights, and
knowing, dared maintain them, using expletives which it
would not be proper to put upon this page.

The moment the Major saw the handles of the pistols he
wheeled about, and went rapidly toward the office, where
four double-barreled guns had been left by the late hunt-
ing party. Seizing one of these he came forth, with both
barrels cocked, calling to the big man to come on with his
pistols. But Colonel Wilson made no further hostile dem-
onstrations. Then the Major said to him: “Get on that
Arkansas pony and leave here!”

The hostler was now coming with the pony (which moved
reluctantly), dragging him along by the bridle, his head
and neck in a horizontal line, grains of corn spilling from
his mouth. Colonel Wilson had no more to say, but walked
out to his horse, and mounting him, rode slowly away.

Everybody felt a sense of relief when he was gone. Two
negro men in the yard, and Sam the hostler, who had
brought out the pony, went away holding their faces and
shaking with suppressed laughter, until they got into the
stable lot, where they were heard yah-yahing and jabbering
at a great rate, celebrating the master’s victory.

Thornton took the gun from the Major’s hand, and open-
ing one of the pans, found no priming there; and trying
the other, found that also empty ; and sounding the barrels
- with a stick, discovered that the gun was not loaded.



CHAPTER VI

DIFFICULTIES

“This is the fool that lent out momney gratis.”

THorNTON failed to induce Major Throckmorton to take
charge of his tavern, and returned to The Falls to find the
sheriff with writs of execution in his hands against him for
large sums, more than he deemed he owed ; for, like many
men sanguine and loose in the management of their
finances, he had not kept an accurate list of his debts, dread-
ing at last to look the sum total in the face. His first
inclination was to interpose whatever means of delay the
law permitted, in the hope of better times, but on reflection
he resolved to let everything go, and be free from the an-
noyance of debt. Accordingly, all his property except his
slaves was sold, and his debts satisfied, McIntyre, for Dick
Thornton, buying his interest in Lastlands, and an interest
in an iron foundry. The first effect was great mortifica-
tion and distress of mind, but his hopeful temper soon '
rallied, and the sense of freedom, inspired by relief from
the burden of debt, filled him with positive happiness.

But there was yet in store for him further tribulation.
Three years before this, just as he was about to set out
for Virginia, whither he went to collect some money be-
longing to his wife, a claim had been sent from Philadel-
phia for carpeting and other furniture for his tavern, with
instructions to sue if not immediately paid. A writ was
served upon Thornton, and when he returned an execution
was in the hands of a deputy sheriff. This he satisfied
at once, taking the deputy’s receipt. Soon after this the
deputy died without, as it appears, having made any return
on the execution ; and now, asfter the lavse of three years,
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the writ was renewed, and to satisfy it the sheriff offered to
make a levy upon Thornton’s slaves, now the only property
that remained to him. Ould at once took charge of the
case, and, finding no return of the execution on the books,
and Thornton not being able to find his receipt, the mat-
ter gave them great uneasiness. Having searched dili-
gently, turning over all his papers more than once, and
taking up all his bank checks, which he had been in the
habit of making receipts, and not finding this receipt, the
sheriff meantime waiting with what seemed not only rea-
sonable but considerate forbearance, that officer levied on
the slaves, and they stood technically in his possession.
This occurred at a time when it chanced that all Thorn-
ton’s confidential friends were away. John Digby was
absent on business somewhere down the Mississippi River,
Captain Shelby and Joe Sterrett were away on a hunting
expedition down in the New Madrid region, McIntyre was
at Nashville, and Dick Thornton at New Orleans, whither
he had gone suddenly; all except Joe Sterrett and Colonel
Shelby drawn away by the stress of the financial crisis.
Ould was at home, but not being possessed of any real
estate he was incompetent as a surety on the required
bond. The sheriff still used forbearance, agreeing to await
the close of the day before taking the slaves, already tech-
nically in his possession, to the jail for safe-keeping.
Thornton thought it would be easy to find someone whom
he might with propriety ask to become his bondsman, there
being no likelihood that the slaves would run away, and
therefore little or no risk, and he set out to find such :a
person. He had tried several conventional friends, men
for whom he would at any time have been glad to render
a like service, but they had all refused, pleading their own
embarrassed condition. Then he met one other, notoriously
free from .all money complications, and always free in
expression of friendship for him, but he also refused, lest,
as he said, if he should not lose anything he might yet be
“annoyed” by the future proceedings on the bond. _ Then
Thornton resolved to ask mo further. But chaneing to
meet a young lawyer whom in many ways he had obliged
in the past, when he was needy, and who having married a
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young woman with some fortune was now considered a
solid man, he determined to solicit him. He felt less hesi-
tation in making this request because, besides many social
favors, he had obliged this young lawyer more than once
with loans of money, in one instance to the extent of sev-
eral hundred dollars. Accordingly, after having explained
his condition, he asked this gentleman if he would be will-
ing to become his bondsman. “Certainly I will,” he
answered, to Thornton’s gratification and relief. Nothing
could have been finer than the cordiality with which he
expressed himself as they walked over to the clerk’s office
to make the bond. But finding the clerk away from the
office, at dinner, and there being no other person there
competent to take the bond, they went away, having agreed
te meet again at an hour named, when the clerk should
have returned. Thornton was promptly at the office, but
found not his promised hondsman, but only a note from
him stating that he was unexpectedly called away by busi-
ness out of town, and would not be able to comply with
kis promise; treating the matter lightly by saying that
doubtless Thornton would easily find another bondsman.
It was a plain evasion suggested by sober second thought,
as Thornton believed, and he then resolved to make no
further solicitation. Ie went immediately to see his slaves
at home, explained to them their situation, that they were
to be taken into custody by the sheriff, and confined until
the return of Mr. McIntyre, who was now expected at any
time, and exhorted them to bear this painful trial with
patience.

At the close of the day the sheriff went to Thornton’s
house, where, except two old crones, superannuated cooks
of his father and grandfather, he took into possession all
the slaves, to be placed for safe-keeping in the jail. As
they went along, a melancholy band, men, women and chil-
dren, there were many people on the street. The sad faces
of the slaves, due as much to sympathy with their dis-
tressed master as to their own uncertain fate, excited the
sympathy of most of the throng of spectators. Yet—
meekly as Thornton had borne the factitious honors that
wealth and high social position had brought him, and
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generously as in the past he had succored others afflicted in
mind, body, or estate—there were now some who secretly
rejoiced at his fate, and others ready even to taunt him
with his misfortunes! Alas for human nature! Can it be
true, what the French philosopher says, “There is in the
misfortunes of our best friends always something that
gives us pleasure”? And is there a natural hatred of the
poor for the rich? However this may be, there were in the
throng that witnessed this sad procession some who ex-
pressed this unworthy feeling, almost in the very words

of Slater’s psalm, uttered in the nasal tone that best befits
them :
“The righteous shall his sorrow scan,
And laugh at him, and say, ‘Behold
‘What hath become of this here man
That on his riches was so bold.””

But as the procession moved away most of the people looked
after with sorrowful faces, while some were full of indig-
nation, and there were not wanting imprecations upon the
remorseless enginery of the law.

There was now no hope of relief until McIntyre should
return. As to the ultimate result of the controversy—
whether Thornton should be compelled to pay a second time
an execution already once satisfied—all hung wupon the
proverbial uncertainty of the law. The question was mooted
among the lawyers and among laymen alike, and Thorn-
ton’s spotless character was now a tower of strength. Com-
promise had been suggested by the lawyer on the plaintiff’s
side, which he had rejected with scorn. Ould breathed
only indignation and defiance. With the details of the
legal controversy which was soon afoot in the courts the
reader shall not be troubled. The lost receipt Thornton
had now come to think must have been carried off by some
thieves who, in a time of flood, had robbed Digby’s ware-
house, and, besides the plunder belonging there, had carried
off a tin box of Thornton’s containing only deeds and other
papers, but having a lock suggesting contents of value. He
had no remembrance of having put the receipt into this
box, though he paid the execution at Digby’s office and
took the deputy’s receipt there. Yet, as he said, he had



62 A Kentueky Chronicle

never before lost a paper, though he had often misplaced
them ; he was now confident that it had been put into this
box. After a visit to his slaves at the jail, where he found
them in better spirits than he expected, owing altogether
to the cheerful talk of a leader among them, Charles Fet-.
ter, he went home, in better spirits, to console his afflicted
household.

Next day at an early hour he was again at the jail, and
afterward went down to Dighy’s warehouse, where, going
into the former office of Dick Thornton, he lay down upon
a lounge to ruminate upon his troubles in solitude. After
the lapse of an hour or more he heard old Mr. Anderson,
Digby’s cashier, come up and take his accustomed seat by
the great door, that looked out upon the river. Soon after
came another person, who began at once to talk of Thorn-
ton’s misfortunes, and told Mr. Anderson that some negro
traders had gone in company with McCrae, the sheriff, to
the jail to inspect Thornton’s slaves, and for this purpose
had separated and privily examined them, men and women,
stripping them as was usual with slaves that were to be put
upon the block for public sale; that he, the informant,
had gone to the office of Ould to apprise him of this, but
not finding him, had come down to let Mr. Anderson know,
ete. And then this bearer of evil tidings went quickly
away. Thornton arose at once to follow him, but being
a little delayed putting on a part of his apparel, when he
got. upon the street the man was out of sight. He then
went at once to the office of Ould, and not finding him
there, went to the jail to inquire of the truth of what he
had heard. The jailer was away, but his deputy told
Thornton that he understood that McCrae had visited the
jail with two negro traders, and had examined privily some
slaves, but what slaves he did not know. Then Thornton,
impatient to know the truth, resolved to go at once to the
office of the sheriff, to confront McCrae and catechise him
as to the facts.

‘McCrae had come to The Falls at an early day. He
came in humble guise, representing himself as a man that
had lost his fortune, and was seeking in the new country
some means of livelihood. He was familiar with the pro-
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ceedings of courts of law, and soon, through the influence
of some of the board of magistrates, was made a constable.
When Robert Thornton saw him, he recognized him as a
defaulter in Virginia- for a large sum of money, which
he was believed to have still in possession. His offense was
not then technmically a crime, and as he kept his money
concealed, his creditors had no remedy. Informed of his
whereabouts, they had instituted suits at law against him,
but were baffled by his ingenuity. Afterward they em-
ployed Ould, who, by diligent and persistent efforts, quietly
made, got such knowledge of his affairs as enabled him to
force a settlement satisfactory to the creditors. This was
effected without further proceedings at law, in a private
conference, in which Ould convinced him that further re-
sistance was vain, and would only be attended by public
disgrace. Meantime, by the use of the money in usury
and negro dealng, he had made vast profits. He had also
for many years farmed the sheriffalty, though always in
the name of another, taking himself the place of a deputy,
and though called sheriff, this was his posture now. Hav-
ing, as he thought, condoned his offense, he now aspired
to consideration in the community, and as money, of which
he now made ostentatious display, smooths all paths, he
had in a considerable degree attained this. Finding him-
self, on one occasion when ke approached Thornton, treated.
with contempt by that gentleman, and anxious to conciliate
a man of such social influence, he had sent a gentleman
favorably known to Thornton to deprecate his hostility.
This gentleman had earnestly deplored Thornton’s ani-
mosity, representing McCrea as an active, influential and
wealthy member of the community. To all of which
Thornton had replied with two lines from Pope:

“A knave’s a knave to me, whate'er his state,
Alike my scorn if he succeed or fail.”

Thenceforth McCrae hated him as Haman hated Mordecai
sitting at the king’s gate.

McCrae was reputed to be a man of courage; not aggres-
give, and careful to keep the law on his side, but one that
would strike ; and in some contests, into which he had been
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drawn in the course of his official duty, was said to have
behaved with much spirit. He believed that misfortune
would break the spirit of any man, and when he saw from
the window Thornton approaching his office, he made sure
that his fortitude had given way, and that he was coming
to ask some concession or favor at his hands. But struck
by Thornton’s face as he entered the office door, he quickly
drew to himself a heavy lignum vitee ruler, and took in
hand his penknife that lay open on the table. Further,
this chronicler can give no clear relation of an encounter
which quickly followed between them, except that McCrae
was knocked down by a blow from Thornton’s fist, falling
against the wall and carrying down with him a large United
States map that hung there; that Ould then came hurriedly
into the room, and seeing McCrae’s deputy take a pistol
from the drawer of a desk, sprang upon him and wrested
the weapon from his hand; that McCrae, rising from the
floor, did not look to Thornton, but seeing Ould with the
pistol in hand, asked if he had come to aid an attempt
to assassinate him, for the discharge of his duty; that Ould
answered that the pistol was McCrae’s own, and had been
taken from the hands of his deputy, and then opening the
pan and emptying it of priming, and casting the pistol
contemptuously upon the floor, laid his hand on Thornton’s
arm and led him from the room.

This affair became at once a subject of talk for the
whole town, and many different versions of it were spread
abroad. To the office of Ould, whither Thornton and he
had gone, came many acquaintances to inquire about it,
each bringing a different version, but all agreeing that
McCrae and his deputy were industriously giving out their
own version, to Thornton’s discredit—that he had suddenly
and unexpectedly assaulted McCrae, for no other cause
than the discharge of an official duty. This greatly an-
noyed Thornton, and made him bitterly repent having
acted with such precipitation. He went at once in search
of the person who had related to Mr. Anderson the trans-
action at the jail, and finding him, learned that he had
heard the story from another, and this other from still
another, and so on ad nfinitum.
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“Hiram McQuilly told my unecle Billy
That old Mr, Patton had said
That Jimmy McFadden told Billy McHadden——"

1

Hopeless of finding a responsible voucher for the story,
Thornton went back to Ould’s office oppressed by the ap-
prehension that he had acted upon no better ground than
a popular rumor, and that he was now under an obligation
to make amends to a man whom he despised. “He shall
has(rle the customary satisfaction, if he desires that,” he
said.

“Bah !’ exclaimed Ould, “he will never dream of that.
He has always been ready enough with his fists, for he is
a big-boned, powerful fellow, but he has no stomach for a
deadly fight. I know him. I found him out while I was
after him for the money he embezzled in Virginia. He is
a craven at bottom.”

“Still,” said Thornton, “I must make him amends.”

“Well, don’t be in a hurry about it. We don’t kmow
yet how far he deserved all he got. I know that he has:been
in league with these negro traders, and long a partner in
their transactions. Tom Long will be here after a while,
and we shall then know how much truth there was in what
you heard at the warehouse. Then you can act advisedly.”
And soon Tom Long came, and reported the facts to be
as follows: MecCrae went to the jail with the negro trad-
ers. The negro traders asked: to be shown Thornton’s
slaves. This the jailer refused, saying that they were there
for safe-keeping only, and that their privacy should not
be disturbed except by order of their master. McCrae
said nothing pro or con. Then the negro traders asked to
be shown other slaves confined there and advertised for
sale, and accompanied by McCrae they Had privately exam-
ined these slaves, for that purpose separating them, and
that this was a common practice there with slaves in their
circumstances. - Hearing this statement, Thornton said at
once: “I have nothing except on my own account to re-
gret. By going with these men to the jail, and saying
niothing when they asked to be shown my slaves, he gave
countenance to this request, instead of interposing for their
protection, as it was his duty to do. But for the manly
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conduct of the old jailer they also might have been turned
over for inspection. I am going to let the matter stand
as it is.” To this Ould and Tom Long nodded emphatic
approval. Then Thornton broke out in- denunciation of
the negro traders, and of the practice of permitting them
to examine privily men and women, for this purpose strip-
ping them to the skin. To which Ould replied, that he
ought rather to denounce the system that made such things
possible and even proper; for so long as men and women
were bought and sold as merchandise, it would be wrong
to deny the buyer the means of knowing if the commodity
offered were sound and merchantable. Then Thornton,
unable to deny so reasonable a proposition, denounced in
turn the system of slavery, expressing the hope that soon
some solution might be found for this perplexing problem.
To which Ould heartily agreed.

This sentiment was then common in Kentucky. The
policy and the duty of emancipation were then freely and
openly discussed before large popular assemblies. Mr. Clay
was its open declared advocate. And Mr. Bascom, the most
eloquent divine of his day, drew immense audiences when
he spoke, as he often did, on this theme. It was but a
few years after this that Mr. Clay, while addressing a
popular assembly in Indiana, was handed from the audi-
ence a paper that proved to be a petition to him to eman-
cipate his slave Charles, then in attendance upon him. Mr.
Clay read aloud the petition, and said: “Gentlemen, here
is Charles, at your service. Take him aside and talk with
him. If he shall concur in this petition I will cheerfully
grant what you ask, on the spot.” Then turning about to
Charles, he said: “Charles, go with these gentlemen”;
resuming his speech, while Charles went aside with the
petitioners. The conference had no practical result.
Charles told them that he knew he might be free at any
time if he so desired, but that he did not wish to change
his relation to Mr. Clay; that he found great happiness in
serving him ; answering their arguments and suggestions
with a stately politeness and a manner not unlike that of
the great man himself. This filled the petitioners with
disgust and indignation, to which they gave expression



Difficulties (4

in terms like those of Mr. Canning’s Radical in his colloquy
with the “needy knife-grinder.”

Emancipation was at this time freely and openly dis-
cussed, not only by popular orators, but was canvassed
everywhere. At every family hearth it was a subject for
anxious consideration and discussion. The popular heart
and the public conscience had been deeply touched. Most
of the leading minds in the State agreed that slavery in
Kentucky was in a fair way of extinction. It is not to
be denied that the depression in all branches of industry,
especially in agriculture, in which slaves were chiefly em-
ployed, and their consequent decline in value, had much
to do with this. The same cause had brought about eman-
cipation in other States where slavery had prevailed, and
not even a Kentuckian will claim for his people immunity
from the dominating power of self-interest. It is enough
to know, that only some feasible plan of emancipation was
then wanting, and this becoming known to the Abolition-
ists, was a signal for those agitators to renew and embitter
their attacks. They rose in their demands. They would not
listen to any scheme of gradual emancipation. In a diec-
tatorial tone they demanded immediate emancipation. Then
Kentucky began to draw back. Her people were not used to
doing anything on compulsion. Many that were most zeal-
ous for emancipation resented this rude interference. Then
the law of 1833 which forbade the further bringing of
slaves into Kentucky, except in the case of the owner com-
ing there to abide, was repealed, and thereafter the parties
were arrayed in hostile lines, the fight went on all along
the lines, and Kentucky was permanently fixed within the
slave border. .

“Why introduce this subject here?” Only to give the
reader a complete view of the times this chronicler aims
to depict. He cherishes no spark of the resentments of
the past—not even against the Abolitionists. Nay, he
can now regard these as having been friends in disguise.
Slavery in the Great Republic has been extinguished for-
ever. Kentucky, in common with the whole South, thanks
God for this consummation, though reached through a sea
of blood and tears.
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As for the slaves, they are back in friendly relations
with their former masters, who can never forget their
fidelity in the war. They are fortunate in not having to
deal with strangers, who would never have understood
them, nor have been tolerant of their ways. For this chron-
icler’s own part, his old cook is in his kitchen, and all her
children that are living serve him for wages; all the better
for having been taught in the public schools; all happier
in this new relation, they for the sense of freedom, and he
for relief given his conscience.

“Would he stand by them now as in the days of slavery ?”
Oh, don’t talk !—you that know nothing of the old relation
of master and slave. “Woot fight?—Woo’t drink wup
eise] ?”

“Better not stir this exciting topic again?” That recalls
an incident. After the war the Kentucky soldiers came
home, and Federals and Confederates, except some malig-
nants—politicians—clasped hands, and all was peace and
amity. In the midst of this good feeling one man de-
manded of another two dollars and a half due him, and
was answered: “Great Scott! What kind of a man are
you, to come, while we are all harmonizing and trying to
homologate, stirring up strife by dunning me for two dol-
lars and a half!”

We don’t want to stir up strife, but we do want what
is due us—justice. We don’t want to go down to posterity
in your innumerable books as man-eaters; and we won’t,
if fruth be indeed omnipotent and public justice certain.
There!

You an old Abolitionist? Shake? Certainly—with all
my heart. Shake!

And now to our chronicle. Next day McIntyre came
home, and bond was given for the forthcoming of Thorn-
ton’s slaves, and they were released, and went home.



CHAPTER VII

THE REMOVAL TO LASTLANDS

“She maketh fine linen and selleth it, and delivereth girdles
to the merchants. She looketh well to the ways of her house-
hold and eateth not the bread of idleness.”

Ixn THE first hours of depression following Thornton’s
misfortune he had thought of going away from The Falls
into some new field, to begin there a new career among
strangers, to advertise himself as architect and technolo-
gist, and make his living by professional work. But this
his friends combated, insisting that for such work the
new countty afforded no sufficient field, urging him to go
with his slaves to Lastlands, and there engage in the work
for which his training abroad had best fitted him. His
sister Digby and her husband offered to give him all their
interest in Lastlands, and McIntyre informed him that
Dick Thornton, expecting him to take this course, had
authorized him to offer the free use of his interest there,
and further to furnish whatever money might be required
to put the house and plantation in complete order. But
swayed by his love of independence, made morbid by mis-
fortune, Thornton declined to accept these generous offers.
Yet, being now bound by the proceedings at law which had
laid hands on his slaves, and obliged to stand by these
faithful dependents, as well on his own account as theirs,
and having received a letter from his brother Dick at New
Orleans, announcing his contemplated departure for Eng-
land, and urging him to go to the country, he resolved,
for a time, at least, to betake himself with his slaves to
Lastlands. Somewhere he longed to go at once, away from
the community by which, in his morbid humor, he thought
he had heen ill-used.

69
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The fall from high estate or the simple decline from
wealth to poverty is not always distressing. To those who
have never possessed either wealth or high estate it seems
a grievous thing. But to those who have possessed both,
who know that neither wealth nor high station can of
themselves bring happiness, that this is not a purchasable
commodity, nor dependent upon social position, that it
cannot come at all from without, but springs only in the
heart, and, diffusing itself outwardly, “doth make the meat
it feeds on”—to these this decline often gives positive re-
lief. Some pain Thornton felt from a change observed
in the manner of people he met. His intimate friends
were not altered. They had never congratulated him upon
his accession to wealth, and they did not now pull a long
face over his loss, these things having no relation to their
friendship. To them, rich or poor, he was the same “Bob
Thornton.” He did not care for the coldness he met from
many. But he was sorely annoyed by those conventional
friends who saluted the broken gentleman with such sol-
emn and uncommon courtesy as advertised at once his
misfortunes and their own under-breeding. It was a posi-
tive pleasure to meet such as treated him just as before.

In the first flush of indignation at the rebuffs he had
met while seeking a bondsman for the relief of his slaves,
he had felt the bitterness of misanthropy in his heart, and
had made harsh speeches against mankind ; and these being
by some conventional friends, advertising their shallow
sympathy, reported to Ould, that gentleman said: “This
will do him no harm. These bitter feelings are natural,
and they are wholesome. They are moral tonics that brace
up the soul. This experience of the world will do him
good. There is no danger about the future of any of these
Thorntons. They have indomitable pluck and a noble
pride. They are of the true Antman breed, half celestial,
half terrestrial. When in full feather they are apt to soar
toward the empyrean and beat their wings to tfatters in
the thin ether there, and fall back to the ground. But
when they touch their mother earth they are invincible.
I know their history through many generations. Their ca-
teer is not unlike that of their mansions in the town,
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which, elbowed by trade in its encroachments, and aban-
doned for other quarters, fall into a purgatorial state.
First, recommended by their spaciousness and an odor of
gentility, these become best-class boarding-houses, thence
they lapse into second, thence into third-class, thence into
demolition; and then, after temporary obscuration, from
behind a veil of scaffolding and the fumes of lime and
dust and mortar, they come forth massive temples of Mam-
mon or splendid palaces of trade. Don’t waste your
sympathy on the Thorntons. They are bound to rise some-
how, and they will do it without asking mortal man to
give them help.”

Before this financial crash Thornton had been a happy
man. Even the loss of his property had not brought un-
happiness. He could say:

“Let lands and houses have what lords they will,
Let us be fixed and our own masters still.”

Only the seizure of his slaves had given him positive pain.’
Impulsive and sensitive, he had enjoyed all the innocent
pleasures of life unalloyed by vice, and, as yet, without
satiety. He had felt in an uncommon degree that highest
of all earthly pleasures: the sense of having done good to
his fellow-man. He had never before felt the need of
help from others, and as all men are ready to offer service
to those who do not need it, he had seen nothing of the
true face of the world. He had seen it only masked
and dressed as for a carnival. He did not know that to
every individual man it is a foe, biding its time:

“A foe close veiled in soft deceit,
Smiling, and smooth, and bland;
A foe that steals our inmost heart
With warm and kind embrace,
Till suddenly the maskings part
And show the foul, fierce face.”

Thornton’s wife had seemed as happy as he, but this
was only seeming ; for she was childless, and what wife was
ever happy without children? In all history or story is
there anything more piteous than that brief scene described
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by Pepys, of the childless queen of Charles the Second
in delirium during her last illness? “This morning about
five o’clock the physician feeling her pulse, thinking to
be better able to judge, she being asleep, waked her, and
the first word she said was, ‘How do the children? ” Poor
Queen! She had found in delirium what she most craved,
as the fevered sleeper finds in dreams the cold fountains.
Some noble women find solace in the care of the children
of others. The wife of Thornton found much of this in
the young orphan girl, Barbara Peyton, who was all-suffi-
cient to the husband. But nothing save offspring of her
own could fill the void in the heart of the wife. Many
mothers of her age, with bevies of children tugging at their
apron-strings, envied the careless lot of the gay Mrs. Thorn-
ton. They did not know that this gay life was but a vain
device to elude the one black care which sat at her board,
and waited on her everywhere, and wrung from her again
and again the heart-breaking cry of Rachel, “Give me
children or else I die!” But we must not linger on this
delicate sorrow.

Thornton soon went out to Lastlands, to ascertain what
would be needed to make it a comfortable home for his
household. Since the death of Reginald Thornton the
place had been left in charge of some slaves of Dick Thorn-
ton. Most of the older slavesx of his father had, at his
choice, been assigned to him, and, at his request, left at
Lastlands to make such crops as might be necessary for
their own support, with instructions to bring the surplus
to town for market and for the supply of the families of
Digby and Robert Thornton. For a time, at intervals,
a wagon was accustomed to bring in fowls, and melons, and
apples, and sweet potatoes, and an occasional supply of
bacon hams. But the intervals grew gradually longer, and
after a time the wagon brought only apples. Dick’s slaves
consulted their own ease, and gave no thought to anything
beyond their own necessities. Only one had been faithful
to the particular task assigned her, to open and air the
house at intervals, to make fires there in damp weather, to
sweep the fallen leaves from the verandas, and to look after
the peafowls and domesticated Canada geese. Thornton
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found the place in great disorder. Most of the beauty
evoked by the art of the landscape gardener is evanescent,
requiring constant care to defend it against the encroach-
ments of Nature, ever pushing her wild, restive forces
against his factitious ornamentation. With uncommon
power in the rich soil of Lastlands these forces had been
at work. The broad graveled roads were now overgrown
and hidden by weeds. The wide fields were covered by a
level growth of horse weeds and nettles as high as Thorn-
ton’s head as he rode by them on horseback. The fences
and gates were twisted and broken. Over the mansion, with
its closed shutters and smokeless chimneys, brooded silence
and solitude, intensifying the dismal air that always rests
upon the abandoned habitations of man. But this only
stimulated Thornton’s desire to take possession of it at
once.

When he scolded a little at the slaves for meglect they
made but poor excuses. Only old Rachel, whose task had
been to take care of the mansion, made a reasonable excuse
for those who could make none for themselves.

“’Tain’t good, Mars Robert, to leave niggers by der-
selves to take care of nothin’. Dey can’t take care of der-
selves. Dey’d all starve if it warn’t for me and Uncle
Adam. We got to tell ’em every day what dey got to do,
an’ den dey wouldn’t often do it. But coase dey couldn’t
keep dis place like it was in ole Marster’s time. You comin’
out here to live, Mars Robert? I heard you was.”

“Y%.,)

“De Lord be praised! You gwine to bring out all de
hands fum town?”

“Yes, everybody. We’ll soon put everything in order.”

“Bless de Lord! It looks like a ole wild prairie now,
but you gwine to make it shine ag’in, I know. Uncle Adam
an’ me cut de briers over ole Marster’s and ole Mistuss’s
graves, all de time. But all de other part of de buryin’
ground is growed up in sprouts an’ weeds. We couldn’t
keep it all cut, de hooks is so dull, an’ de grindstone is
broke ; an’ one hook’s broke.” f

“Well, never mind, Rachel, we’ll put everything in order
soon. There will be plenty of time this winter to get
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everything straight. You have done your part. I will
see that the others have enough to do when I come out to
live here.”

“Shall I get you some dinner, Mars Robert? I got
some beef, a nice little roast Mr. Vaughn gi’ me. I was
over thar yistiddy helpin’ em wid sausages an’ dey had
killed a beef. Dey put up sausages and salt beef in barrels,
an’ sends dat an’ de sausages down de river to sell. I got
plenty of sweet potatoes, too, an” Uncle Adam can ketch you
a fish—if he ain’t already got some.”

“No, no, Rachel! I met Mr. Vaughn as I came here,
and promised to dine with him.”

“Well, I could git you about as good a dinner as Mr.
Vaughn, but ’'m glad you’re goin’ to see him. He likes
all ole Marster’s family, an’ he’s been mighty good to us
all here, an’ gives us work often, an’ pays us. Some of the
women here used to go over dere to help, an’ some of ’em
knows how to spin an’ weave, an’ if you git spinnin’ wheels
an’ weaving machines, can make heap of stuff for clo’es
for de men an’ women—if you gits some sheep. Dey’s bet-
ter’n store goods; heap warmer, too. I got some of it now.
Dis frock I got on come from over dar.” :

“I’ve been thinking of that, and will try to take up with
many of Mr. Vaughn’s ways.”

That day Thornton dined with Mr. Vaughn. The old
farmer was very cordial, though he had given his invitation
with a modest and shy manner. He had known well Thorn-
ton’s father, but had seen little of the son. Devoted to
work all the year round, he kept out of the circle of the
neighborhood, and led almost the life of a recluse. But
his proximity to Lastlands had thrown him into the com-
pany of the elder Thornton, and the old Pennsylvania
farmer had been captivated by the Virginia planter. Of
Robert Thornton he had seen little, even in his boyhood
at Lastlands, and knew him now only as a fine gentleman
associated with the visitors to Lastlands from the town.
He felt a natural embarrassment in inviting him to his
plain house to dinner, and this had been a subject of dis-
cussion in his household. But it was a question soon set-
tled. To leave him to dine in the negro cabins at Lastlands
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would never do, and they would just do their duty, giving
the best the house afforded, and take the consequences.

The dinner was a novel and delightful scene to Thornton.
Three stalwart sons of the old farmer and one lad were
at the table, all dressed in substantial home-made cloth.
A young, fair-haired, blue-eyed daughter, the child of old
age, waited on the table. The viands were excellent. The
table napery was all of home-made flaxen fabric, and,
though not as white nor as fine as English or Irish linen,
had a substantial character in keeping with everything
around. Thornton’s appetite, always good, now sharpened
by the ride to Lastlands and by the fresh country air, was
ravenous, and he did ample justice to the savory country
dinner and to the dessert of the good housewife. His un-
conventional manner soon put his host at ease, and his
interest in the details of farming, now fairly awakened,
gave his experienced host ample material for talk in answer-
ing his various questions. Thornton had observed in all
the rooms except the dining-room, and on the large porch
in the rear of the house, the ceilings hung with clouds
of yarn, and on the floor of the long back porch piles of
woven stuff of flax and wool, and a group of spinning
wheels and weaving machines, manifestly set aside for this
occasion, all suggestive of the thrift and industry of the
household. But what he felt most concerned about were
the details of the farm. After dinner, on his asking the
old farmer to show him something of these, he was taken to
the barnyard.

The harvest of the year had been unusually large, and
Thornton found the barn full in all its compartments with
grain and hay and straw, and overflowing into the barn-
vard, where a space had been fenced off, within which
stood many thatched stacks, looking like quaint habitations,
all ranged on the north side to keep off the cold winds.
Spite of their formal array they had a certain picturesque
beauty like that of the teepees of the Indians. In the barn
he found the hay and straw in mows conveniently placed
near the stalls of the cows and the horses, and the byres
for fattening cattle in the English fashion. There were
loose stalls for sick animals, a large littered room for colts;
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and another for calves, where these were handled and made
gentle. In the second story, over the wagon-way, was a
novel corn-crib made altogether of open slats, from which
the shattered grain fell to the ground below, to be eaten
by pigs and fowls. Such economical expedients Thornton
had never seen.except in England, and asking where the
old farmer had learned them, he answered, “In Pennsyl-
vania.” Accustomed all his life to look for whatever was
hest of its kind to Philadelphia, a Philadelphia lawyer
being proverbially the sharpest-witted of all lawyers, know-
ing that to Philadelphia The Falls looked for whatever
was new in fashion, and remembering an old set of silver-
mounted harness of his father, preserved and still often
polished by old Tom Strother, upon which was wrought
in threads of silver the name of the makers, “Ogle & Wat-
son, Philadelphia,” he was yet surprised to find Pennsyl-
vania furnishing also models for such homely thrift as was
here displayed. If there occurred to his mind the trite
reflection, that this homely thrift is the basis of the mighty
fabric of wealth, and luxury, and vanity of the world, that
these are all dependent upon the toil of the agriculturist,
he did not repine at his choice of this calling, preferring
the independence it assures to anything promised by that
other life which he had weighed and found wanting.
Ruminating on what he had seen and heard at Vaughn’s,
Thornton went back to The Falls full of enthusiasm for
a life at Lastlands. He would not accept the generous
offers of his brother-in-law and sister, and take their inter-
est there as a gift, but he would live there and try, by
imitating the thrifty methods of old Vaughn, to save the
means of buying a part of Lastlands, and pass his life there,
realizing in some measure what had been the carnest desire
of his father. As for the interest of his brother Dick, he
knew he might command that, if he chose, by the asking,
and that only the use of it had been offered lest the abso-
lute ownership should stir him to some scheme by which
it would be lost. That night at his fireside in town he
related his experience at Lastlands, and described all he
had seen of the industry and thrift of Vaughn’s house-
hold, communicating his own enthusiasm to Barb'ara, and
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inspiring in his wife a desire to remove to the country,
thinking, as she said, that it might improve her health,
never of the best, and her spirits, of late sorely depressed.
The one stumbling block to his scheme had been the fear
that the change would not be agreeable to her, and this
removed, Thornton’s spirits rose, and he descanted at length
upon the happy lot of the Vaughns. There was not much
beauty there. Indeed, a few shade trees near the house,
and on the porches some climbing roses, brought from
Lastlands and set out at the instance of Thornton’s father,
were all that indicated any attempt at ornamentation. But
there was much of the beauty that comes of order and
neatness, and there was an air of abundance and substantial
wealth in cattle and horses and sheep, which gave to the
place an aspect in the highest degree respectable. He told
them of the details of the farming, and the methods of
old Mr. Vaughn. How he made it an inviolable rule to
make no outlay of money for supplies; that if anything
was needed some product of the farm was sent to market
to supply it. How at regular intervals whatever was ready
for market was sent in a wagon to The Falls for sale; how
in his hoyhood he had seen this wagon loaded with eotton
and woolen and flaxen fabrics, and fatted fowls, and butter,
and eggs, and beeswax, and tallow, on its way to town. .
How this was always now an occasion of great interest
in the household, each member of the family, even little
Pheebe, sending with the general cargo some special private
venture. How the old farmer then put on his best clothes
and his waterproof beaver hat, well known to all the shop
keepers at The Falls for many years past, and likely to
be known for many more, and early in the morning, taking"
in hand his long black leathern whip, well oiled against
this day, he mounted his stout wheel-horse and drove away,
the yellow and white dog Ring trotting beneath the wagon,
the whole family following to the big gate, where Phaebe
threw her slipper after them for good luck, and then watch-
ing the wagon till it was hidden by a turn in the road,
when the good mother, heaving a sigh, went back and set
going with unusual vigor the work of the household, the
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hum of the spinning-wheel and the clack of the weaver’s
shuttle making homely musie.

Thornton had been struck with the homely thrift under
the exclusive management of the good housewife, and made
of it a lively picture. Contrasting the life of the Vaughns
with his own gay and, as it now seemed to him, almost
purposeless career in the town, he had something of the
thought of Lear at the sight of Edgar in his blanket—all
other life was “sophisticated, this was the real thing.”
“You know,” he said, “it was the habit of our British an-
cestors, when misfortune overtook them, always to go to
the country. Ministers of state when out of favor at court,
and gentlemen when they lost fortune, always betook them-
selves to their country homes: the Earl of Chatham to
Claremont, Sir William Temple to Skene or Moor Park,
and unhappy Lord Bacon to Gorhambury.”

. “Yes, Uncle,” added Barbara, “and you know the Percys,
when they were poor, went to “The Hills.” ”

* “Yes, Barbara, and Lastlands shall be “The Hills’ to us.
We will all do our part there, and learn to live by work.
You shall have hens and keep us in eggs and chickens, and
you may learn to spin yarn, and to knit stockings. Mr.
Vaughn’s Pheebe is only a year or two older than you, and
she can spin, and looks as graceful at this work as a lady
at her harp. We shall have sheep, and spinning-wheels,
and weaving machines, and make everything we wear. And
we shall have cows and plenty of milk and butter, and
you and your Aunt shall drink all the cream you please,
and both grow as stout as your Aunt Dighy.”

Thornton’s idea of poverty was the poet’s idea, an idyllic
vision. How should he, who had never known what it is
to have a desire ungratified, form any conception of the
degrading cares and the mean shifts of this “real thing”?
In high spirits he now chaunted the song of Amiens:

“Under the greenwood tree,

‘Who loves to lie with me,

And turn his merry note

Unto the sweet bird’s throat.

Come hither, come hither, come hither,

Come hither, come hither, come hither. i
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No enemy
But winter and rough weather.”

And then the bitter mood recurring:

“Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky:
Thou dost not bite so nigh
As benefits forgot;
Though thou the waters warp,
Thy sting is not so sharp
As friend remembered not.
Heigh ho! Sing heigh ho! unto the green hoily:
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly.
Then, heigh ho the holly!
This life is most jolly!”

Soon the household was full of enthusiasm for the con-
templated removal, which passed by contagion from the
servants in waiting to the kitchen among the slaves.

Two of John Dighy’s sons, one in his fifteenth year and
the other three years younger, the first named after his
father but always called John D., and the other named
Horace, but always called Buttons, were present at this
family conference, and partook of the feeling so rife in the
household. They were members of a classical school in
the town, John D. a zealous student but a more zealous
sportsman, and Buttons rather an idle fellow with a pas-
sion for the theater and shows in general. John D. antici-
pated fine sport in fishing and shooting at Lastlands, and
Buttons thought he might forego the shows at times, and
enjoy the wildwoods there.

It was not long until many wagons stood before Thorn-
ton’s door, among them old Vaughn’s great farm wagon
with four stout horses, the yellow and white dog beneath it,
and the work of removal was begun. Three days afterward
more wagons were there to take away what remained. “Lit-
tle Dick” was getting the carriage in readiness, and old
Tom Strother was grooming Thornton’s horse and getting
all things in readiness for the journey. John D. rose early
that morning. He threw up the window to look out at the
sky, when Buttons broke into the room crying, “The
pigeons are flying!” and John D. saw the air filled with
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great masses of these birds. The sound of an occasional
shot was heard, and then a heavy fusillade in the direction
of the river. “They are shooting down at the bridge over
Beargrass,” said John D. “I hear the lumbering of Mr.
Ormsby’s old ‘Queen Anne.’ Mr. Sands is down there with
it. 'The town will be blue with pigeons’ feathers.”

“Aren’t you going down ?” said Buttons.

“No, I am going over to Unecle Rob’s, but they’ll all be
over here to breakfast. Aren’t you going over to help them
to get through packing ?”

“No, not now. I’'m going to take the dogs down to fetch
out the birds that fall in the water. I bet I get more birds
than some of the shooters.” And then Buttons hastened
away with a number of white water spaniels at his heels.

John D. and Buttons had been at Thornton’s house until
a late hour the night before, helping to pack the remaining
light movables that accumulate in a household, things of
little value but kept because they have been long in posses-
sion, and the boxes required to hold these trifles now made
almost a wagon load of themselves. John D. and Barbara
and Buttons had been very jovial while engaged in this
packing, and many a merry outcry had been made over
old forgotten things that were now turned up, and the
evening had been a very jolly one. But now that the hour
had come for leaving the old home, and the wagons were
at the door for the last time, and Barbara stood in the door-
way in her shawl and hood, her cat in her arms, and a tear
in her eye, ready long before the time, and eager to have
the parting over, the sight smote John D.s heart with
sorrow. People that passed along the street looked askance
at these final preparations for removal, many with a shadow
of feeling on their faces. Thornton’s public spirit and
active benevolence, and generosity, were known to all, and
there was now felt general compassion for his misfortunes.
It is an old saw that will bear repeating, that only when
we are-abont to lose, or have lost, our friends, do we know
their value, and there is no pang sharper than that which
often comes then, a sense as of having entertained angels
unawares.

The wagons soon rolled away with their burdens. At a
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later hour Mrs. Thornton and Barbara and John D. and
Buttons set out in the carriage, Thornton with old Tom
Strother accompanying them on horseback. The cavalcade
was no sooner in motion than the spirits of the young peo-
ple rose, and their merry cackle and laughter was incessant,
stimulated afresh by the snow which soon began to fall,
whitening the heavy capes on the great-coats of Thornton
and his old body-servant.



CHAPTER VIII

THE PIGEONS

“Onward they came, a dark, continuous cloud
Of congregated myriads numberless,
The rushing of whose wings was as the sound
Of some broad river headiong in its course.”

Tue FarLs was for many years a compact town. The
early habit of concentration against incursions of the In-
dians, continuing long after this danger was past, prevent-
ed it from assuming that form peculiar to new towns,
length without breadth. It had been laid out with five wide
streets running east and west, and twelve narrower streets
intersecting these at right angles, but the dwellings were
at an early day all within a narrow area. The business
center remained for a long time at the intersection of the
fourth of these cross-streets and the first of the wide streets
on the high plateau on which the town lay, called Main
street. There on the southeast corner stood a famous re-
tail store, above the door the sign of a spinning-wheel, the
headquarters of the country trade. Hither came all the
farmers of the surrounding country to buy or to barter,
exchanging country fabrics, woolen and cotton yarns, and
flaxen and woolen fabrics, knitted stockings and home-
made cloth, and country produets, honey and bees-wax and
ginseng, for printed calicoes and other “store goods.” Long
wooden racks for horses extended along two sides of the
intersecting streets, with blocks sawn into steps, for the
convenience of female equestrians. Directly opposite stood
the great wholesale auction house of Mr. Robert Ormsby,
whose periodical sales brought throngs of country mer-
chants from all quarters. Here was thus concentrated the

82
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bulk of the wholesale and retail trade of‘the town in dry-
goods; and as that portion of the street leading to the
river, ambitiously named Wall street, was for a long time
the only paved avenue to the wharf, here was to be seen
in all its forms the entire current of trade: slowly toiling
up the acclivity from the river, and diffusing itself through
the town, or pouring tumultuously down, and brawling
noisily over the paved wharf, and losing itself in the greater
stream of commerce which then flowed in upon the river.
Yet all the noise of this traffic did not drown the roar of
the water on the falls, whose deep monotone sounded above
its petty din.

As the town grew it elongated, stretching westward,
drawn thither by the strong current of trade with the towns
of Shippingport and Portland at the foot of the falls. As
the steamboats that plied to New Orleans could not, except
in times of high water, ascend to The Falls, this town was
for a great part of the year handicapped by a portage of
some miles, and the towns below were for the same time
practically at the head of navigation. Many people inclined
to believe that one of these places, or both united, would
at some future time become the chief seat of business about
the falls; and among the proprietors of lots in these towns
were some who would not have been willing to exchange
their property there for like possessions at The Falls. Two
brothers, Frenchmen, Jean and Louis Tarascon, were in
this category. They were the proprietors of large flouring
mills in Shippingport, and the owners of much land there
already laid off in lots, and were possessed with strong
faith in the future of that town. But after the canal was
projected and seemed likely to be made, Jean lost faith, and
resolved to sell all his property in lots. He was a bachelor,
a large, plethoric man of easy temper, while his brother
Louis was a married man, small in stature but possessed
of all the spirit and fire of the Gallic race, and habitually
dominated his milder brother. Louis had unshaken faith
in Shippingport, but failing to convince Jean that there
was no danger to their interests from the canal, or to con-
trol his conduct in this case, all Jean’s property in lots
was put up at auction, and the sale was attended by a vast
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crowd of people. Louis attended also, and proved himself:
equal to the emergency. Bidding with a high defiant po-
liteness over everybody, he bought in all the lots. M.
Russell, a mischievous young gentleman at The Falls, being
present, bid for one of these lots to such an extent and so
rapidly that Monsieur Tarascon got almost into a frenzy,
advancing often upon his own bid, and when Mr. Russell
bid two hundred and fifty dollars for this lot, not rated
by anybody at more than one hundred dollars, the little
French gentleman screamed out, “Five hondre dollaire!”
and when Mr. Russell gave up the contest, grinned at him
and triumphantly exclaimed, “Ah hah! Mussieu Spec-u-
la-teur ! ‘ 1Y,

Out of the rivalry of these towns sprang two hostile fac-
tions at The Falls, the “Uptown” and the “Downtown”
parties, which, like the Big-enders and Little-enders in
Laputa, for a long time divided the town. Only they that
possessed lots in both ends, those prudent people who al-
ways cast anchors to leeward and are apt to be found astride
of fences, kept out of this fight. Strange to say, many who
did not own property in either end, nor anywhere, were
among the fiercest combatants! The digging of the canal
at last terminated this quarrel, so far as it concerned the
iowns below the falls, relegating the fight to The Falls
alone, where it continued between the opposite ends of
that town an intestine war, waged with increased vigor, de-
moralizing the municipal government by injecting into its
council individual interests, which over-slaughed the in-
terests of the public. Meantime the town, pulled at oppo-
site ends by these parties, became in time a veritable “string
town,” of great length and little breadth.

But at the time we are now considering the town was
compact. The main business quarter was about the locality
indicated heretofore and was surrounded on all sides by
residences of great comfort and some elegance. Fashion
had not set up her court in any particular quarter, but in
all directions were  distributed the dwellings of the
wealthier citizens. Most of these were surrounded by ex-
tensive grounds, embracing often several acres, with fruit
and flower gardens, and handsome lawns and graveled
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walks, presenting an aspect of much beauty. But the
crowning glory of the town in this regard was in the gar-
dens that lay along the declivity to the river. Thrown into
terraces, and planted in fruits and flowers, these presented
to the view of the visitor coming by the river a delightful
prospect. Nowhere was to be seen anything more charm-
ing than these flowery parterres, in spring or early summer,
in bloom along the river front. There the little town, look-
ing out upon the wide expanse of the river and the falls,
was not unlike one of its beautiful maidens looking out
of her dunstable bonnet trimmed with roses.*

Upon the wharf, conspicuous by its isolation on a wide
area of stone pavement, stood a massive warehouse of four
stories. The first story, liable to be overflowed in. times of
flood, was built of heavy stone laid in hydraulic lime, with
a solid floor of concrete. The upper stories were of brick
and were all strengthened by solid hewn columns of wal-
nut placed at intervals in line, and the structure was but-
tressed and girdered like a castle. Across the side fronting
the river was a broad white band bearing in large letters
the legend, “John Digby, Commiission and Forwarding
Merchant.” In the dull season of low water this warehouse
‘was a place of resort for many people. Hither were ac-
customed to come as to headquarters, for information con-
cerning the river and the prospects of a rise, the magnates
of the fresh-water marine, the captains of the New Orleans

*Captain Basil Hall visited The Falls in 1827-8, and in his
book of travels in the United States thus speaks of it: “We
found excellent accommodations at the tavern, which was the
best-ordered one we had met in America, though the attend-
ants were all slaves. Nothing delighted us more at this beau-
tiful spot than the rich, fresh greensward—the honest grass—
upon which we could sit down with comfort. The trees also
about the town were incomparably finer than any we had seen
elsewhere. They were not only taller, but, having plenty of
space in which to spread out their branches, they had grown
up with singular beauty and effect. The various bends and
reaches, also, of the magnificent Ohio, just at this spot, covered
over with steamboats and rafts, and fringed with noble forests
and numberless gay villas, added greatly to the enchantment
of the scenery at this most interesting station of all the back-
“woods,” : i R0 :
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steamers, then idle, their crafts lying housed from the sun
and weather below the falls, awaiting the moving of the
waters. The only steamers then plying the river were small
vessels of light draught, carrying before their bluff bows
a great mass of curling water and foam, popularly named
the “boom,” firing always in advance of their arrival at
a landing, a small cannon from the lower deck; swelling
over the many keeled barges and flatboats, making the most
of a temporary importance.

To this warehouse came also at intervals the few old
pioneers remaining in the settlement, some of whom had
known Boone and fought and scouted against the Indians,
and marched with George Rogers Clark. They all wore a
strange air of abstraction, a look of invincible repose, sin-
gularly contrasting with their past stirring lives—a happy
expression like that seen often on the faces of the deaf.
And they were in one sense deaf, deaf to the clamor and
contention of the competing newcomers, which they re-
garded as men regard the contention and squabbles of chil-
dren. Isolated among the many new men with new meth-
ods and new purposes, they had kept aloof, yet in view of
the throng, and within earshot of the din of traffic, re-
garding it as something in which they were incapable of
taking a part, but which at last they welcomed for their
children’s sake. A foreign writer who never saw a pioneer,
but evolved one, after the German fashion, from his own
consciousness, thus describes him: “One who had to fell
impenetrable forests, and battle with innumerable wolves,
and did not forbear strong liquor and rioting, and even
theft; whom nevertheless the peaceful sower will follow,
and as he cuts the boundless harvest, bless.” Theft! for-
sooth. Why, they had not thrift, nor care enough for pelf,
to preserve their own hard-earned possessions in lands, but
most of them were stripped of all by cunning Jacobs.
Strong liquors they did often take in the settlements, mak-
ing easy the work of the spoiler. And “the reaper of the
boundless harvest bless!” Alack ! what cant is this! These
men bore themselves with rare dignity and modesty. Pos-
sessed of that fine carriage taught always by military train-
ing, but especially in that day, when the stately manner im-
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parted by the Baron Steuben still subsisted in rank and
file, these old soldiers were on all ceremonious occasions
noticeable figures. They were possessed also of strong re-
ligious feeling, and a wide charity which embraced even
the savage foe that had so often lurked in deadly ambush on
their path ; grounded not on dogmas, but on a simple faith
in the divine benevolent government of the world, born
of no human teaching, but instilled, in their far wander-
ings, by solitary communion with nature; whispered in the
aisles of the pathless woods or sounded in anthems of the
storm through their high arches; written on the face of the
great river flowing unruffled, resistless, and across the roll-
ing seas of verdant prairie, and everywhere over that wide
watered region where

“The long light shakes across the lakes,
And the wild cataract leaps in glory.”

One of these men lived to a late period, and is still well re-
membered by some. He passed his long, peaceful old age at
his home a few miles below the falls, on the bank of the
river, along which he had scouted and watched for the
canoes of marauding Indians; dispensing there the simple
hospitality of the primitive days. In youth he had been
noted for prowess, and as “the bravest are ever the tender-
est,” he was soft-hearted as a woman. An epitaph made
for him at his request, by Johnson, the rhymer of the wil-
derness, when they were boon companions, but not inscribed
on his tomb, nor, as this. chronicler believes, ever put in
print, may now be given:

“Here Johnny lies beneath this sod,
Good Lord, his sins excuse! 1 g
As he would do were he Lord God, el
And you were Johnny Hughes.”

The warehouse was also a general rendezvous, .in the dull
season of low water, for many of the friends and acquaint-
ances of the proprietor, and for his clients—for he was a
patron in the Roman sense and had many of these—and
there they were accustomed then to assemble daily to gossip
and to tell stories. The Falls had always a full comple-
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ment of gentlemen of leisure in that day, when public opin-
ion justified every man possessed of a competency in ab-
staining from all forms of labor. This opinion was ground-
ed in the minds of most of the old Virginians, and as for
the Frenchmen, it was a part of their philosophy of life.
Moreover, there were then many army officers attached to
a recruiting station there, and these made a part of this
agreeable coterie. Every fine day in the season of low
water, a goodly company was to be found in the second
story, sitting on splint-bottomed chairs provided there for
their comfort. The place of rendezvous was in itself de-
lightful. The fresh air from the river was inspiriting; the
view of the stream, a moving panorama, was always inter-
esting ; and the steady rhythm of the water on the falls dis-
posed the mind of a solitary idler there to pleasing con-
templation. At the wide door was the favorite seat for old
Mr. Anderson, the cashier, who often passed there his hours
of leisure, in solitary meditation.

The impression made upon strangers visiting The Falls
varied essentially with the season. To all that came in time
of high water the town appeared to be full of industry and
energy, and its people possessed of a mania for money get-
ting; while to those that came in the time of low water,
especially such as chanced to fall into this warehouse co-
terie, it seemed a place of luxury, and its people Sybarites
or Lotus-eaters.*

On a fine day in November when the Indian summer had
been protracted until almost the end of the month, at the
very time when Thornton was about to go to Lastlands to
live, there was an unusually large assembly at the ware-
house. It was a typical Indian summer day. A fresh

*Dr. McMurtrie, of Philadelphia, who published, in 1819,
an account of The Falls, unconsciously records these opposite
impressions. On one page he complains of the eagerness of
the people in pursuit of money, and on another gives the
following high-flown description of the society there: “There
is a circle, small indeed, within whose magic rounds abounds
every pleasure that wealth regulated by taste can bestow.
There the red-heel of Versailles may imagine himself in the
emporium of fashion and, while leading beauty through the
mazes of the dance, forget that he is in the wilds of America.”
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southerly wind was blowing; the river, a mile wide, was
curled all over with light waves, and shone and sparkled
like molten silver, while the bright sun tempered the air
into the most delicious of all weather. This and the re-
turn home of Captain Shelby and Mr. Joe Sterrett from
a hunting expedition to New Madrid, and the expectation
that they would be present and give an account of their
hunt, caused this unusual concourse. The talk of this ex-
pectant assembly was now chiefly of the weather and its
prognostics, especially of one of these, recognized as in-
dicating an impending change, the flight of the passenger
pigeons. Since daylight these birds had been coming, in
a continuous line a mile wide, from the northeast. This
was said to indicate that smow or cold rain would soon
come from that quarter. The coming of these birds in such
numbers, hardly conceivable by those who do not remember
that time, was always a matter of interest, attracting at-
tention as do storms or other atmospheric phenomena. Most
interesting indeed was their flight when moving across the
land in quest of food ; traversing the continent with celerity
beyond the reach of any contrivance of man! At first they
came in small bodies, feeding mainly on pokeberries and
the fruit of the gum, scouts spying out the land. Soon
larger detachments were seen, far apart, too far apart
for even telescopic vision, yet following day after day in
the same line, as if the route were traced in the air or
along the earth. Coming in increasing numbers and at
last congregated in such force as to become of grave con-
cern to the agriculturist, whose supply of nuts from the
beeches and oaks—the “mast” upon which he relies to sus-
tain his stock of pigs—was all swept away by these vora-
cious birds. In all the phases of their life they are inter-
esting, especially in their second appearance, when through
the forest, poised in mid-air, they feed upon the wild
grapes, fluttering suspended beneath the clusters, emitting
an cager cry, pate-pate. Afterward they swarmed along
the ground, covering acres in the untrodden beechwoods,
toseing the fallen leaves abroad, and rising with a sound
like thunder. But above all they impressed the mind when
at last congregated in numbers that defied computation;
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in their flight obscuring the sun, and requiring many
square miles of forest-land for their roosts or their nests.
At all times their movements were marked by peculiar
grace, comparable only to that of mists or the clouds,
movements so harmonious that, like the tiny insects that
make Eiffel towers in the winter air, though myriads in
number, they strike the mind as a unit; and men spoke
of “the pigeon” as they speak of “the people,” or “the
army,” with no thought of individuality, but only a vast
aggregate—“distinct as the billows, but one as the sea.”

They were now in great force, casting a perceptible shad-
ow over the river and the ground, and filling the air with
the continuous murmur of their wings. Suddenly there
was an intermission in their flight, and it seemed at an
end. But after a short interval there came what appeared
to be a vast rear-guard, whose flight was pitched at a lower
level. As these approached the river there was a movement
in their body that instantly arrested attention. The pigeons
were about to drink at the river. They slackened their
flight and began to lower their pitch, and when the head
of the column came over the “suck™ of the falls, where the
swiftness of the current preserves always on the water a
smooth glassy surface, they still further slackened their
flight, and half closing their wings descended nearly to
the surface of the water. Then a large mass in advance,
darkening as they came into still closer order, sprang up-
ward again, separating themselves from the main body, and
rolling abroad like a vast cloud of smoke, hovered sus-
pended above the river. Meanwhile, the main body descend-
ed, spreading themselves far and wide along the river. For
a mile or more the water was soon covered and hidden as
by a dense blue vapor. Then the hovering birds descended
and the vast multitude was fluttering above the water, as-
cending and descending within a space of ten feet above
the surface, in seeming inextricable confusion. Suddenly
the whole mass lifted like a mist, and rising and expanding
as they fell again into open order, and extending beyond
the shores on either side until they reached the height from
which they had descended, when in a vast level sheet they
sped again upon their course.



The Pigeons T 91

There was a shout of admiration from the spectators in
the warehouse, and a still louder shout from the many
people on the wharf, who had witnessed the evolutions of
the birds and gave them a parting cheer. It was thought
that in the seeming confusion many birds must have been
jostled into the water. But Lieutenant Galt, who had
watched them through a glass, and had several times ex-
claimed, ‘“What marvelous drill!” being asked if he saw
any birds on the water, answered, “No, not one. I don’t be-
lieve there was even a wet foot among them all. They drank
against the eurrent, each taking but a single gulp.”

Then Mr. Joe Sterrett came in and was received with
acclamations and handshaking, and was hardly settled in
his seat before he was called on for an account of his bear
hunt.

“I have a busy day before me,” said Mr. John Digby,
the proprietor, “but I must hear the story of two such
Nimrods as you and Captain Shelby among the bears. Tom
Long, pull up some of those bales of oakum, there are not
chairs enough.”



CHAPTER IX

THE BEAR HUNT

“The blood more stirs
To rouse the lion than to start a hare.”

© “TEE CaprAIN and I had an invitation to visit P. at
his plantation near New Madrid, and went, there on the
steamer Vesuvins. The Captain said that he was done
with hunting the harmless, innocent deer. He longed to
‘seek the black bear in his home in the wilderness. ‘He’s a
foe,” said he, ‘worthy of any hunter’s steel. There is some
excitement in hunting him, because if hard pressed, he
sometimes hunts you. The deer are helpless. They can
run away if they see you in time, but that is their only
means of escape. When T was out last fall with Floyd and
the Club, I got sick of deer-hunting. I hated to see a
man come in with red hands, the sure sign that another
innocent had died, when we had already twenty hanging
on the poles. I saw one of our men shoot a doe fawn, on
the ridge that overlooks Knob Creek, and it slid down the
hill to the water’s edge, bleating all the way in a piteous
tone that went to my heart. I don’t think, though I may
change my mind, but I don’t think that I shall ever shoot
another deer; certamlv never a doe fawn. But a bear!
Why, I could “drive a knife or send a bullet to his heart and
never feel a qualm.

“T had none of the Captain’s sentimental feeling for the
deer, but I had an appetite as keen as his for the bears.
We had long been preparing for this hunt. The Captain
had his large double-barreled shotgun overhauled, the
frizen hardened and the touch-hole bushed, and new flints
put in. We had molded bullets of all sizes, and tried them
at various distances, with d: ﬁerent charges of powder, put-
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ting in such heavy loads that our arms were black and.
blue from the recoil. At last we settled upon what we
thought a’ just medium which was still a pretty heavy
charge, the Captain not being willing to trust any ordinary
charge in shooting a bear. He had contrived a cartridge
made of the smooth oily paper from the inside of a box of
spermaceti candles, which seemed to answer the purpose of
holding the shot together for some distance. He had great
confidence in this after some trials at an oak-slab down
at the saw-pit, and told me triumphantly, that he could
blow a hole as big as a window pane through a bear at
forty yards. :

“All the way down the river he was reconnoitering the
shores, and when we got into the wild district near the
mouth of the Ohio, he brought out his spy-glass and seru-
tinized the tangled brakes- there, in hopes of sighting a
bear. ‘Joe,” he would say, ‘that’s wild-looking ground! It
looks as if it might yield at least one bear to the acre.’ In
due time we reached P.s landing.- The boat had some
freight for him, and had rung her bell to give notice of this
as we rounded the bend, and we found two negroes with a
wagon awaiting its coming. Into this we mounted and set
out for P.’s house. The Captain asked the negroes many
questions about the bears. There were plenty of them, they
said, and told us of a hog having been, a few nights before,
killed in the pen there by bears. At this the Captain gave
me a significant look, and said ‘Right in the pen!

“‘Yas, sir, right in the pen’ .

“Did the bear leave any sign by which you could judge
of his size—any tracks?’

“<Yas, sir; plenty of signs an’ tracks. He was a big one
sho’, an’ T believe there was more’n one of ’em.”

“The Captain did not ask any other questions. He had
heard enough, and settled himself in his seat with the air
of a man who saw within reach what he had been longing
for half his life. He had reached the promised land. Soon
after this we were at the house, where P. welcomed us with
a hospitable shout. .

“After supper we had cob pipes and talk for an hour or
longer, when P. proposed to invite some of his neighbors to
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join us in a hunt. But to this the Captain demurred, say-
ing that he would prefer for a few days quiet still-hunting,
until we should get somewhat acquainted with the country.
At an early hour he complained of being sleepy, and we
were shown to our rooms, where we found two comfortable
beds and all our traps. ‘Now, Joe,’ said he, when he had
closed the door, speaking in an undertone, ‘I don’t want
P. to bring in these neighboring bear hunters; they will
bring dogs and run the game all away. I want to take
home the skin of a bear of my own killing, and have it
tanned and trimmed and keep it as a trophy and memento
for my grandchildren, as John Digby does the skin of that
bi% panther he killed on Blue River.” Soon after we made
a ﬁsi(:i inspection of our arms and equipments, and went
to bed.

“Next morning at breakfast the Captain said little about
bear-hunting, assuming a strange indifference. He had told
me before going down from our room, that it would not
do to show too much eagerness or P. would take us for a
couple of greenhorns; which, as far as bear-hunting was
concerned, we certainly were. To some suggestions of P.
on the subject he replied that we intended to take a little
hunt in the direction of the river, not especially after bears,
but prepared for anything that might turn up. He smoked
a pipe after breakfast, walking carelessly up and down the
veranda. P.s horse had been standing hitched near the
door since an early hour, and we knew that he was going
away for some hours, on necessary business, and pretty soon
after, having excused himself for the second time, bidding
us make ourselves at home until we should meet at dinner,
he mounted and rode away.

“No sooner was P. out of sight than the Captain began
to prepare for a hunt. We had put on our hunting-clothes
in the morning. Mine consisted of an ordinary woolen
jacket with plenty of good pockets, a pair of strong tow-
linen breeches and heavy boots. The Captain’s dress was
like mine, except that he had two extra pockets in the
jacket, which held a pair of short big-bored pistols intended
for close quarters. My armament consisted of a double-
barrel shotgun of medium size, loaded with the accepted
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charge of powder and balls, a pistol, and a butcher knife.
The Captain, in addition to his large shotgun and the pis-
tols mentioned, had another pair of rifled pistols of large
bore, which hung in a belt about his waist, and an unusual-
ly large hunting-knife, double-edged and ground as sharp
as a razor. Then he brought out another which he had dis-
covered somewhere about P.’s premises, rough but having a
fine edge and temper, and weighing three or four pounds,
which he insisted I should carry. To this I objected and he
insisted, and we had a dispute over it. But I was resolved
not to carry any more weight, and at last finding me ob-
stinate, he buckled it on himself. He wore a light foxskin
cap, and now reminded me of Robinson Crusoe when he
went out to make his first attack on the savages.

“We set out in the direction indicated by one of the ne-
groes (with whom the Captain had had a confidential talk),
as a quarter in which bears were most likely to be found,
and we were soon in a very wild region. We now walked
with great caution, our guns at full cock, expecting at any
moment to come upon a bear. The cracking of a dry stick
breaking under our feet more than once brought us into a
fighting attitude. Our course was devious, determined by
the character of the ground. In some places the cane was
so thick and matted as to be impassable, while at others
the ground was free from obstruction. We came at last
to a point from which we saw ahead of us the light of an
opening, which we took to be a clearing. But it proved to
be a wide open expanse, without trees, except one lone
cypress which grew a short distance from the edge where
we stood. It was evidently a tract of low ground covered,
except in dry times, by water. The wild growth of weeds
and aquatic plants, now dry and of a second mourning
color, was of great height, and stood thick on the ground,
stretching away on a dead level, in a sinuous course, a mile
or more, until it was lost in the woods. This dismal pros-
pect was heightened by a faint odor of carrion in the air,
and the rising out of the weeds of a troop of turkey buz-
zards, which settled lazily upon the solitary eypress. The
depressing landscape quickly told upon the Captain’s sus-
ceptibility. ‘Joe, he said, ‘this is a gloomy country. The
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general dead flat is bad enough, but that view and this lone
cypress with its load, and the death smell in the air, give
me the blues. Let’s go back and look up a livelier region.”

“Retracing our steps, we had nearly reached the open
ground within view of P.s house, and had dismissed the
lively apprehension with which we had set out, and were
now apprehensive only that we should find no bears at all,
when we saw an open lane cut square through the cane-
brake in the direction of the river, the ground bearing old
marks of wheels and sleds, indicating that once it had been
used for a road. Down along this lane we now went, more,
I believe, because of the easy walking than anything else,
indifferent about bears, though any number of them might
lurk in the jungles that lay along its sides. We had gone
about half a mile along this roadway when I saw, in a low
tree, a quarter of a mile away, two black objects. ‘Stop,
Captain’ I said. ‘What are those black things in that
tree?” Instantly he pulled out his spyglass and put it on
them. ‘By blood ! he said, in an impressive whisper, still
holding the glass to his eye, ‘they are cub bears!” Then he
took down the glass and began to reconnoiter the ground.
Then he put up the glass again. Then he said, ‘Now, Joe,
if we slip along on the left hand and keep that box alder
between us and them, we can make a rush from that and
get under the tree before they can come down. We’ll catch
’em both and take ’em home for pets! We did do exactly
what he suggested, and got right under them before we
were discovered. The little bears didn’t seem disturbed
by seeing us below, but sat quietly on the limbs, looking
down at us. ‘Now, Joe,” whispered the Captain, ‘if you will
slip off your boots and climb up after them, I’ll keep watch
below and catch ’em if they come down.’

' “At the word I took off my boots, and laying aside all
my arms and accouterments, climbed to the first limbs of
the tree. This startled the cubs a little, and they moved
farther out toward the end of the limbs. ‘Stop, Joe! cried
the Captain. “Wait till I get off my things,’ and he quickly
disencumbered himself, as I had done. Then I advanced
along the limb upon which the nearer of the cubs rested,
the Captain moving around below, keeping under the cub,
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his hands stretched out ready to catch it when shaken from
the tree. But it did not wait to be shaken. It made a lit-
tle cry, ‘coot-coot,” and dropped from the tree, and in spite
of the Captain’s efforts to catch it, scampered away into
the canebrake. Then I went back to the trunk of the
tree, thinking to reach the limb upon which the other cub
sat. But at that moment there was a crash in the cane,
the Captain stooped to the ground, looked under the cane,
and rose running! I leaped from the tree and followed. I
was a noted runner at school; hardly anybody could beat
me. I didn’t know whether I could outrun a bear, but I
had no doubt about being able to outrun the Captain. But
I was mistaken in my man. I couldn’t gain an inch on
him. A faster or a smoother racer I have never seen. His
shoulders worked like clockwork. I looked at his gray
locks streaming behind, and said to myself, ‘Is it possible
I can’t outrun this old man? and then I put on the steam,
but it was no use. Then I glanced behind and saw that
the bear was not following. I saw her rise on her hind feet,
and look about on all sides, and then run back. Then I
called out as loudly as I could, ‘O Captain ! but this only
made him run faster. He had now gained upon me con-
siderably, and as I didn’t like to be left behind alone, lest
another bear, perhaps the old ‘he,” should pop out of the
jungle, I once more put on the steam and gained a little
on him. At last, seeing the light of the clearing, where
we had entered, he slackened his pace and then stopped.
Throwing himself against a sapling, and hooking his arm
over one of the low limbs, he stood looking back at me.
Coming up I took a similar position against another sap-
ling, and we stood facing each other. We had run at the
top of our speed more than half a mile. Neither, could
speak. Our mouths were wide open, both emitting a sound
like the honking of a wild goose; but neither could articu-
late. We exchanged frequent speaking glances, but were
incapable of any utterance but ‘honk—honk—honk.’” I
can’t tell how long we remained in this condition. It
seemed as if we should never get back our voices. I felt
a-sharp pain in my chest, as if from a heavy blow. Some-
thing seemed to have collapsed within there; and there was
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‘a taste of salt in my mouth, as if from blood. I could not
believe but that I was bleeding from the lungs, until I
had several times wiped my mouth with my shirt sleeve and
found no blood. When I thought I could articulate, I said,
‘Captain—don’t you—honk—honk—think—we better go—
honk—honk—back after the things?’

“He shook his head emphatically. ‘No, sir! I bedamfu-
catch—honk—honk—honk—me—honk—honk—back there
—honk—’"thout—I—go—on—a—honk—honk—horse !’

“0Of course, in due time we got back our wind and our
voices. ‘Now, Joe,’ said the Captain, seating himself on
a log, and mopping his face with a red silk handkerchief,
and running his fingers through his hair, which was as
wet as if he had been dipped in the river—in fact, there
was not a dry stitch on either of us—‘now, Joe, this is a
devilish bad business. I’ll tell you what we have got to
do. There are two horses in the stable that P. has set
aside for our especial use, a little bay pony and a large
gray horse. You can’t miss finding them. Now, you just
slip over there without letting anybody see you, if you
can help it, and bring the horses here, and we will ride back
and get our guns and things.’

“T ‘slipped over,” as he suggested, and got the horses;
and we rode back into the enemy’s country. We found our

ns and accouterments lying under the tree just as we
had left them. The enemy had departed and made no
‘sign. The Captain was the first to dismount. He grasped
his gun and turned to me. ‘Get down, Joe, and get your
things together while I stand guard. I reckon you think
‘me a blanked coward, but I should now just like to see
the biggest bear in the wilderness come forth. If I don’t
stand right herée and have it out with him my name isn’t

_Jim Shelby.’

“I got my arms and accouterments together, and then
I stood guard while he recovered his, and then we rode
away, the Captain continuing to talk. ‘Joe,’ said he, ‘we
did not behave like heroes, that’s certain. But then you
know that many great heroes have made a bad showing in
their first battles. There’s Frederick the Great, he ran
clean out of his first fight.
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“‘ ‘Yes,” said I, ‘and you remember that the Roman sol-
diers ran like scared dogs when they first saw the elephants
of Pyrrhus.’

“‘To be sure they did,” said the Captain, ‘and this is
our first encounter with bears. But, Joe, we’ve got to do
something to set us'up again in our own esteem.’ And
then, as we neared the opening, he said: ‘Joe, we must
keep this thing a dead secret. It will never do to let P.
know it. We should never hear the last of it.’

“Of course, I promised.

“.‘Well now, hold on,” he said, pulling up his horse, ‘and
let us talk it over awhile. P. will know that something
out of the way has happened if you give him the least hint.
So don’t let him see you grinning to yourself while you
are fixing this thing up, with all sorts of additions and
embellishments, to make a good story for the company at
Digby’s warehouse. P. knows you like a book, and if he
sees you at that he will never rest till he pumps it all out
of you’

“‘Don’t you be uneasy about me,” said I; ‘if you do noth-
ing to rouse suspicion you may depend upon it I will not.’

“The Captain, I forgot to say, was riding the pony. He
had chosen him because, in case we should again encounter
the bear, the back of the little horse would be the post of
-danger; the Captain’s long legs being within easy reach
of the ground. This was the first step toward setting him-
self up in his own esteem. As he sat upon the little horse
I could not help admiring his fine physique. He showed
to manifest advantage mounted upon the pony. To some
persons his length of limb might be an objection, but to
me, considering only the running points of the man who
had beaten me in a race for life, this was a positive beauty.
He saw my admiring scrutiny, and was evidently pleased
with it. Feeling inclined now to joke a little, I said, ‘Cap-
‘tain, that little pony sets off your figure to great advantage.
I think it would be a good hint to painters and sculptors
‘of equestrian figures to see you now. You have not got
the form commonly given to ancient heroes, but you have
splendid racing points.’ SURES

“You ought to have seen the look he gave me as'he
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said, “There you go, now! By blood! I bet fifty dollars
that in less than twenty-four hours P, will know the whole
story, and we shall be the laughing-stock of the whole
plantation—negroes and all.

“Pretty soon we were back at the house, when we quickly
put off all our dreadful array of arms and seated ourselves
on the veranda to rest, and to solace ourselves with pipes.
Not long after, P. came home. He hailed at once to know
if we had been out, and what luck we had had. ‘Well,’
said the Captain, in haste to indicate our line of action,
we took a little round, down beyond the clearing toward the
river, but we didn’t kill anything’

“‘Didn’t see any bears, hey? suppressing a grin,

“‘No—that is, we saw a couple of cubs, but they scam-
pered away into the cane, and we didn’t see them again.!

“‘A couple of cubs! Why, the old she must have been
near at hand. Did you see nothing of her ¥’

“‘No, I didn’t see her,’ said the Captain.

“P.s interest was excited by the news of the old she
and cubs, so near at hand, and I don’t know what might
have been the result of further questioning, but the arrival
of a fourth party, Mr. Luke, a neighbor, broke off the col-
loquy, and soon after we were called to dinner.

- “After dinner P. invited us to walk out in front of his
house that he might explain some improvements contem-
plated there, and we walked about listening to him. He
had cleared away the greater part of the native forest, leav-
ing groups at intervals, and some lone trees, chiefly pecans.
We had to follow him for some time to see all he had to
show us, and I observed that the Captain was lagging
behind, and I knew was fatigued. At last he sat down
under a pecan tree, resting himself upon the trunk of a
fallen tree that lay close to the pecan. Then he reclined
against one of the forks that sloped upward from the lap,
and covered his face with his red silk handkerchief and fell
asleep.

“T}) pon the pecan tree was a large fox-squirrel which had
dined there, and now wanted to come down. He would
come down pretty near to where the Captain lay, and then
fly back up the tree, and turn his head downward and
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wriggle his tail, and bark. Then he would slide down
again, and the same thing would be repeated. This had
gone on for some time, when a new idea seemed to occur
to the squirrel. He went down on the side of the tree
opposite that on which the Captain lay, and might have
reached the ground without coming in view of the terrible
object there, but when near the ground, curiosity overcame
his fear, and cautiously moving around, he got sight of
the red handkerchief, and heard a frightful roaring be-
neath it, and then a convulsive snort, which threw him
into such a spasm of fright, that he fell off by the Captain’s
Lead, uttering his usual cry of alarm, ‘rrick, skirrick,’
in a shrill key, and rustling among the dry leaves and
branches in such a way as startled the Captain from his
slumber. He snatched the handkerchief from his face,
sprang to his feet, and dashed off at full speed toward
the house. Meantime, P. was calling out to me, ‘Took
yonder! Look yonder! What is the matter with Captain
Shelby ?” and continued this until the Captain reached the
house.

“I have already attempted to describe the Captain’s style
of running. It was the same now, but in this little ‘spurt’
he exhibited a ‘burst of speed’ beyond anything he had
shown in the morning.

“It was not long till P. began to suspect that something
had occurred in our hunt which we were keeping back.
His questions became at last so pointed that the Captain
suspected me of having told him the history of our ad-
venture. The fact was that one of the negroes had seen
me, in my shirt sleeves, and without my hat or boots, go
into the stable and then mount the gray horse and ride
away hurriedly, leading the pony. This, and the manner
of the Captain, led P. to suspect that something out of the
way had happened. A night or two after, when the Captain
and I were in our room, he opened the subject by saying,
‘By blood, Joe! I can’t carry this cursed secret about with
me any longer! I know you didn’t betray the thing to
P.; you have said o0, and I know you to be incapable of
an untruth or equivocation. But he knows it, or he suspects
it, and I can’t bear keeping it any longer. It begets in
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me a sense of guilt I can’t endure. I'm going to confess!
Yes, I’ll tell him all about it to-morrow morning at break-
fast. Then I shall feel easy.’

“‘Captain,’ said I, ‘hadn’t you better let me tell the
story? I had a better opportunity to observe things, being
up'in the tree.”

_“‘No, sir; no, sir; I'll be plagued if you shall. T shall
give a plain, unvarnished statement of the facts.’

““You’ll just make a clean breast of it and be happy ¥’

““Yes, sir; that’s just it. I feel happy alrcady for hav-
ing made up my mind to do this. You may tell your part
of the adventure, if you choose, but be careful not to take
any liberties with mine.’

“‘Well, Captain,’ I said, ‘since we are about to get into
the confessional, I want to confess to you. I did not see
the bear in the cane, it was too close for that, but I heard
enough to be satisfied that she was coming, and when I saw
you break away, I followed as fast as I could. I didn’t
think I could outrun a bear; at least, I thought that ques-
tionable ; but I had no doubt of being able to outrun you,
and in the excitement of the moment I made up my mind
to do this. In fact, I believe that if the road had been a
narrow one, with room for only one person, I would have
run over you to get out of reach of that bear! It has made
me miserable, thinking how mean and selfish this was?!"

“He was listening to this with a strange expression of
interest, and when I concluded my confession he walked
up to me with glistening eyes, and said: - ‘Joe, give me
your hand! I was meaner than you! You know when
you called out to me, “O Captain !”?’

<« (Yes.)

“Well, by blood! I thought the bear had you, and I
didn’t stop. I believe I ran a little faster. I don’t think
I could have stopped if my grandfather had been in her
clutches. Now, how ineffably mean that was in me! I
can’t understand it! Why, I would stand by you this min-
ute, in any fight, against any enemy, with any weapon
ever invenfed for the destruction of man or beast, while I
have a leg to stand on?
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“‘I know you would, Captain, and I hope you think I
would stand by you in the same way.’

“‘To be sure I believe it. I know you would’ And
then, after a pause, he said: ‘I’'m mighty glad you told
me of your feelings. My mean conduct has been worrying
me, but I feel better now. Well, let’s go to bed. In the
morning I shall tell P. all about our race and, as you zay,
be happy.’

“Next morning, at the table, the Captain made a full
confession, telling the story of our race in a very simple,
amusing manner, making P. laugh hgartily. That day at
dinner, P. alluded several times to our race, as he called
it. At supper he brought it up again. He has no tact, and
not much humor, and his jokes and fun are of a rather
coarse fiber, and I could see that he was making himself.
very disagreeable to the Captain. It was hitting a man
that was down. P. didn’t see this, and next day, when we
had Mr. Luke again at dinner, he launched out into a full
account of the affair, embracing a description of the ‘race
course,” as he called the scene of our exploit. I saw a
storm gathering on the Captain’s brow, while P. went on
unconscious of it, looking only at Luke, and himself chok-
ing with laughter. The Captain then fixed his eyes upon
P., pushing away his plate and removing his chair a little
way from the table. P. caught his eye and began to stam-
mer, and soon came to a dead stop. There was that in the
face of the old gentleman which no man could look on with
indifference. Then the Captain arose, and in a stately
way went out of the room. It was some time before P. re-
covered from the shock, when he stammered to me apologies
and regrets. I said nothing. I felt indignant at his rude-
ness, and was not sorry to have him punished a little, but
I had no idea that the Captain would give him such a spec-
tacle of the Jupiter Tonans as he did.

“After we went out of the house P. walked with me
apart and renewed his protestations, and expressed the
keenest compunction for his thoughtless conduct. ‘Oh,
rever mind,” I said, ‘only be more careful in future. You
see the Captain is too good—too noble, and too old, to be
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treated in that irreverent way. I joke him all the time, but
I am his spoiled boy, and he rather likes it from me.’

“‘Why, he astonished me?

“‘So I perceived ; he surprised me also a little.’

“‘I always thought him the kindest, best-natured man
about.’

“So he is, but he won’t be made a butt of.’

“After a while I went up to our room, where I found
the Captain walking the floor, a picture of woe. “Joe,” he
said, ‘am I a cross man?

“‘No,” I replied, ‘you are not a cross man, but an ami-
able man—a long way above the average.’

““T have been forty years subduing a bad temper,” he
said, ‘and here now I break out on this good, hospitable
fellow, P., in his own house, where he is powerless to strike
back! I shall never forgive myself. What has come over
me that T can’t take a joke, but must fly off in a passion?
Dear, dear! I shall never forgive myself! Where is he?
I want to go right away and ask his pardon. Waugh,
waugh! I am awfully down in tone. I run away and
leave my friend in danger, and insult my host for a little
harmless pleasantry. I would go home to-morrow if I
had this thing settled with P. to my satisfaction. I will
ask his pardon, and beg him to forgive me. I suppose that
is all T can do. But I shall never forgive myself, never!
Just to think 2 :

“ ‘Well, now,” I said, interrupting him, ‘I think you take
too much blame to yourself. P. was much to blame for
making you a subject of ridicule in the presence of a
stranger, and perhaps you were somewhat foo serious in
your resentment. If you offer him an apology for your
part, it will be a fair settlement. He is full of compunc-
tion.’

I should like to do it in the presence of Mr. Luke.
Is he still here?

““No, said I, ‘he has gone away; but that doesn’t mat-
ter. A word from you to P. will be enough.’ .

“After this talk the Captain’s excitement slowly sim-
mered down, and when P. came home they met in front
of the house, and the Captain made him a speech which
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set all right. I did not hear what he said, but, from the
window I plainly saw the water in P.’s honest, stupid eyes.

“We stayed a week longer. P. soon let us know that
while there were plenty of bears in the country, they were
not to be killed by ‘still-hunting” Then the neighbors
came together with their dogs, and we had many splendid
chases, and killed a number of bears. P. kept near the
Captain, and with that big knife about which we had dis-
puted, cut away interfering vines, and made a clear path
for him. But the sport was too fierce and too fatiguing
for the Captain. After seeing a hard fight with a bear
that had been shot but not mortally hurt, that made havoe
with some of the dogs, and at last, covered with blood and
foam, was killed by a thrust through the heart with a sword
cane, he would not go out again. Sitting in our room that
night, he told me that hereafter he would forego every kind
of sport that involved the death or torture of any creature.
He pitied even the marauding bears. I told him that I
believed he would next be willing to join Burns in his
sympathetic address to Old Nick, and I repeated to him
the lines:

“‘But fare you weel, auld Nickie-ben;
O wad ye tak a thought and men,
Ye aiblins might—I dinna ken—
Still hae a stake;
I’m wae to think upo’ yon den,
Even for your sake!’

“At this he gave a little laugh, and nursed his knee, and
fell into serious meditation. He wouldn’t come down here
with me. ‘Go down, Joe, and tell them how I beat you
running,” he said. ‘Do your best. Henceforth I am a
retired sportsman. My record I leave to the care of my
friends, and to the mercy of my enemies, if I have any.’

“He found at home a great pile of the newspapers with
which Mr. Ould has always supplied him, and he is now
busy reading himself up with the news of the day. He
was at them early this morning. In one he made a dls-,
covery which he announced to me with great glee. ‘Joe,
said he, ‘T have found out what was the matter with us on
a certain occasion in our bear hunt. Here it is in one word,
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in this newspaper. I have often met with the word before,
used particularly in relation to military affairs—soldiers.
I looked for it in Bailey, and in Johnson, and in Sheridan,
but couldn’t find it in any of these dictionaries. But the
meaning has now dawned on me. It is the word “demoral-
ize.” Joe, we were demoralized” And then he laughed
heartily. Then he added: ‘And here is another new phrase
in the same paper. A man has run away with his employ-
er’s money, and this transaction is here announced as a
“financial irregularity.” Thus you see, by one word, we
are taken out of the category of cowardice, and by one
phrase this rogue out of that of stealing. “Verily,” as
Master Shallow says, “good phrases were ever, and always
will be commendable.” > He was in great glee. Of course,
I answered, ‘I know not the phrase, but I will maintain
the “word” to be a soldier-like word, a word of good speed
—a winged word, that gives swiftness to the heels.’”

“He wanted a bear skin, did he, to match my panther
skin?” said Mr. John Dighy. “Well, he shall have it. I
have a fine one, with all the claws and the face on it,
dressed by the Delaware Indians, and I will send it to him
for a Christmas gift. :

It may be worth while to say that Mr. John Digby did
send this bear skin to Captain Shelby, and that it is still
preserved in the family of onme of his descendants. A
visitor to this family may now see it, and hear its history,
which runs to the effect that the bear was killed by their
ancestor, Captain James Shelby, in a hand-to-claw engage-
ment in the forest.



CHAPTER X

MIGRATORY BIRDS

“The north wind blows, winter is nigh;
Far upward in the clouded sky .
I hear the murmuring wings and cry
Of countless birds.” ]

Joun D. and Buttons returned from Lastlands in time
for breakfast and for school on Monday morning. Two
days in the country, while the theater was about to be
opened in town, was enough for Buttons. In summer, when
the theater should be closed, and the circus away on its
circuit through the country, he might go there again, but
“no more at present” for him. Nor did John D. give a
cheerful account of Lastlands. The household was busy
all the time, arranging the furniture in the house; the
fishing season was over (though old Adam still caught
some “buffaloes”), and Uncle Rob kept in force an old
rule of the grandfather forbidding shooting within half
a mile of the house. There were many ducks there, but
the ripple was their chief place of resort, and this was
within the prescribed limif. There were plenty of pigeons
in the great woods, and many squirrels, but there were
no guns at Lastlands, except a rifle and an old musket
belonging to his grandfather’s herdsman, Kirby, now re-
turned there, and these were too heavy. At no time, he
believed, was sport to be had at Lastlands comparable to
that afforded by the falls. )

John D., as has been stated, was an ardent sportsman.
He had his special crony for this diversion, Master William
Bradstreet (“Old B.,” John D. called him), a stout, big-
nosed youth, the son of a sad-eyed widow who had come
to The Falls years before and set up a store for the sale
of domestic goods, but of whose history little was ever
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known. “Old B.” was the younger of her two sons, both
of whom went to the same classical school with John D.
In the fall, while the river was low, and the islands of the
falls accessible by wading, these lads spent most of their
holidays there. The diversity of sport afforded, and the
variety of scenery, and especially the many forms in which
water, that most beautiful element, is exhibited on the
falls, and that Crusoe feature, the islands, made this
region attractive above all others to the young sportsmen.
Every variety of fishes known to the Ohio valley was there
found in abundance: bass and pike-perch (the salmon of
the Ohio), and rock-bass, and bachelor, or silver-perch, a
favorite pan-fish, common to all the streams, but nowhere
80 beautiful as in the clear water of the Ohio. There, free
from the dark spots with which it is flecked in the mill
ponds and small streams, it shines like polished metal, and
seems a veritable silver perch. There were also great blue
catfish, which, resistless, often swept away all their tackle.

The shooting was also excellent on the falls. The pas-
senger pigeons were not the only birds that visited this
region in great force. No others came in such prodigious
numbers, but in the fall of the year, when the migratory
birds make their flight from north to south, many of
these, pausing to rest, were to be found in all suitable feed-
ing grounds. At night the upper air was filled with them.
This was plainly revealed when the town was first lighted
by oil lamps fixed on the tops of cedar posts along the side-
walks. It chanced to be a cloudy night, the wind por-
tending a storm, and the birds in the air above were greatly
perplexed by this illumination. Coming from the far
wilderness of the Northwest, from the then Ultima Thule,
the Lake of the Woods, and that farther region then little
known, but, as we now know, dotted all over with crystal
lakes; over the forests and prairies of Wisconsin and Illi-
nois and Indian Territory; seeing in their long flight no
trace of man, save the sparse teepees of Indians and the
scattered settlements of frontiersmen ; when this town, The
Falls (great affair as it was to its inhabitants), was to
these aerial voyagers only a bald patch in the forest, unno-
ticed by day, and unseen at night—they had passed over
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it in silent flight. But when this illumination of the streets
was made, when these “fringes of lamplight, stretching
upward many fathoms into the ancient reign of night,”
came in view, they gave voice to surprise, and perhaps
alarm, by loud and continuous clamor. The streets were
full of people viewing the new lights, and they hearkened
with wonder to the sounds that came from the upper air:
the resonant honk of wild geese, the harsh croon of
the sandhill crane (like a giant gritting his teeth), the
loud wild notes of curlews, the clear wavering whistle of
winter yellowlegs, and the piping and peeping of innumer-
able birds unrecognized, filled the clouded firmament. The
eyes of the people were turned to the sky, but nothing
could be seen of the throngs which seemed to circle about,
bewildered by the strange lights. Suddenly upon the new
tin roof of a warehouse there fell with a loud thump some
object from the upper air, quickly followed by the well-
known quack of a mallard duck flying away in the dark-
ness. Then all knew that the bird, mistaking the shining
tin for water, had thrown herself upon it. Most of these
birds have their habitat far away along the seaboard of
the South, and their presence about the falls was due
solely to stress of weather; alighting to lie by, as ships
at sea, until the storm should pass away. On every tem-
pestuous night they were rained down in countless numbers,
and during the whole of the season of migration the north-
west winds literally “creaked with the weight of birds.”
But fishing was the chief sport of these lads. They did
indeed pursue the plovers, and winter yellowlegs, and the
various tribes of small delicate-footed waders, but this was
a mere accessory to the main sport, fishing. They were
but poorly equipped for shooting. John D. had a rifle,
but that was impracticable for the falls. Their only avail-
able gun was an ancient firearm belonging to Bradstreet,
an ancestral piece brought from Massachusetts, an arm that,
like its owners, seemed to have known better days and to
have undergone serious metamorphoses. It was now a
composite weapon. The barrel seemed to have belonged
to what must have been in its day a fine gun. It was
inlaid with gold, and bore in golden letters the legend,
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“London,” and the name of the maker, well-nigh worn
away, and now illegible. The barrel was probably all that
was left of the original London gun. The stock was plainly
of domestic manufacture. The touchhole, from long use,
was so enlarged that upon every discharge a stream of
fire issued from it, by which, on one occasion, when John
D. fired it, and Bradstreet stood by within range of the
touchhole, his eyebrows and roach were badly singed.

Armed with this weapon, and with an abundant supply
of provisions and fishing tackle, John D. and Bradstreet
were pretty sure every Saturday, during the low water, to
'go on an expedition to the falls. Bond, another friend
and classmate of John D., and his literary crony, once
joined them, but not being a born sportsman, he soon
grew tired of the islands, and slipping on the ooze, and
getting a ducking, went back home before the day was half
over. But John D. and “Old B.,” though they often slipped
on the ooze and got ducked, never grew weary of the falls.
If the sport failed, as in the early fall it sometimes did,
when their expedition was premature, and the fish refused
to bite, and the game was scarce, they delighted to explore
the islands in all their recesses—gathering the flocky grass,
soft as down, that grew in the sandy alluvial, and making
‘beds of this; and speculating upon the specimens of grain,
Indian corn and oats, sown by chance, and sprouting there
‘in the barren sand only to show a brief fruitless life; and
wondering over the various fossil remains, brain-coral, and
chain-coral, and encrinites, visible everywhere in these an-
cient rocks.

These lads had peculiar facilities for access to the islands,
afforded by Hare (a tenant of John D.’s father), a dealer
in boats, whose shop was near the Basin, and who gladly
gave them the usé of his skiffs to cross to Corn Island,
whence they waded across the wide, shallow channel to
Goose Island. Often their sport was continued till a late
hour, and night came before they quitted the falls. Then
the hearts of the mothers at home grew anxious. John
D.’s mother was sure on these occasions to pace the floor,
sending often to the kitchen, where the young sportsman
always went first with the spoil, to know if he had come;
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then, as the hour grew later, going to the rear windows,
which looked out upon the river, to see there only the
darkness that brooded over the water, and to hear what
seemed to her apprehensive heart a hungry and ominous
roar from the falls, swelling yet louder as the night ad-
vanced. Then the father would say: “You have no reason
for anxiety. There is no uncommon danger on the falls
in low water. He is as safe there as here on the streets.
We must not try to keep him from the ordinary perils of
life. It won’t do to tie boys to your apron string. He
stays late because the birds come to the island at night-
fall. When Buttons has another year we shall have to let
him go over with John D.” And then the lad would come,
and the mother’s heart would be at ease until the next like
occasion, when the same maternal woes would be renewed.

Buttons, it may be well to state, had long desired to join
his brother ‘and Bradstreet in their expeditions. Through
his father’s glass he had often viewed the falls, when Goose
Island, far away among the tossing waves, had seemed
to him

“Like some enchanted far-off isle
In some tumultuous sea.”

But going there once, and slipping on the ooze, and get-
"ting ducked as Bond had been, he had no desire to go again,
preferring thereafter the “sweet security of the streets.”

When the river rose and Goose Island was no longer
accessible by wading, these lads laid aside their fishing
tackle and betook themselves heartily to their books. Then
Bond became the especial crony of John D., while Brad-
street suffered a partial eclipse, their companionship con-
fined to an occasional foray in the woods with the old fusil
and the rifle. Thus these lads had their busy season and
their season of leisure, as their elders had, all dependent
upon the rising of the river, as Egypt upon the rising of
the Nile. i

Of Bond and John D. the relations were in one respect
so peculiar that it becomes proper to state them here.
Though classmates, intimates, cronies, friends, they were
accustomed, almost as often as once a month, to fight!
Bond was the better Greek scholar, while John D., though
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inferior in size, was stronger and more active than Bond.
John D. harhored no jealousy of Bond’s Greek scholarship,
while Bond did harbor the liveliest jealousy of John D.’s
strength and agility. Often Bond challenged him to trials,
which, begun in sport, warmed into serious battles. These
occurred so often that a fight between these cronies came
to be looked upon as one of the stated diversions of the
school. Yet they caused no permanent estrangement. John
D. always got the best of these affairs, but would never
push his advantage, and Bond, seeing this, would give in,
and often after a fight they quitted the field together, arm-
in-arm.

The society of The Falls did not lack the civilizing influ-
ence of religion. There had been a period in its history
when in this regard its condition was deplorable; when
playing-cards brought extravagant prices, while Bibles were
hardly salable at any figure; when the booksellers, in order
to get off their overstock of Bibles, required every purchaser
of a dozen packs of cards to buy also a Bible. But this
unhappy state had long passed away. There were now
organizations of Methodists, Baptists, Presbyterians, Roman
Catholics and Episcopalians, with substantial church build-
ings and fairly full congregations, and a great deal of
religious zeal. But religious zeal, with all its good influ-
ence in every society, is mot without its ill effects. No
partisan is so blind as a partisan in religion, and no enmity
is so fierce and bitter as religious enmity. These are trite
truths, and need not be enforced by any reference to the
wars made and the blood spilled because of a difference in
religious faith. The Falls was not without its sacred ani-
mosities. While there were no overt quarrels between the
members of the several denominations, there was a plain
line of demarkation between them, especially those that
adhered to the Church of England and the Calvinists. The
adherents of the Roman Church, the weakest in point of
wealth and numbers, were so modest and unobtrusive, both
priests and peoplé, that they drew little attention, though
regarded then as little bétter than idolators. An occasional
blast from the other pulpits was all that was thought neces-
sary as to them. Whatever pulpit wars arose were between
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the Calvinists and “the Church,” as the Episcopalians
distinctively called their organization.

In the discussions among laymen Mr. Ould was at all
times a staunch champion of “the Church,” thoroughly
informed of its history and its literature, and able to do
battle in its behalf against all comers. He had made also
special studies of its distinguished prelates, collecting with
care the events and transactions of their lives; corréspond-
ing to this end with recognized authorities at home and
abroad, and collating information until he had formed a
complete conception of each subject of.study. In the gen-
eral convention of the Church where he was often promi-
nent in the discussion of important questions, he surprised
the learned clericals by his intimate knowledge of the great.
lights of the Church in the past, and by the force and
aptness with which he cited their conduct or quoted their
opinions. Above them all—above even Jeremy Taylor and
Hales—stood in the estimation of Mr. Ould, Robert Leigh-
ton, Archbishop of Glasgow. As MclIntyre made a military
hobby of Alexander the Great, so Mr. Ould made a clerical
hobby of Archbishop Leighton. Liberal himself, and toler-
ant of all honest differences of opinion, he delighted to
quote the opinion of those prelates in the support of private
judgment, and to show their wide charity. Perhaps some
veteran churchman still living may remember with what
force in a convention he related of Leighton, that a friend
calling to see him, and finding him away from home,
learned that he had gone to the country to visit a sick
Presbyterian minister, riding a horse borrowed of a Roman
priest. “This spirit of tolerance, and this respect for the
right of private judgment,” he would say, when on this
topie, “with the strong voice conceded to the laity in its
councils, have kept the Church in close and intimate con-
nection with its people, and abreast with every advance
in knowledge, and have preserved it from that sullen isola-
tion from man in the ordinary relations of life—in his
business, his family, and his innocent pleasures—which
is apt to grow up in religious associations; and have made
within its fold the worship of God indeed perfect freedom.”

But while Mr. Robert Ould was a zealous and able lay
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champion of the Church, there were not wanting some that
violently assailed it, both clericals and laymen. Puritan-
ism, surviving in Calvinism, was here, as of old, its fierce
and implacable foe; that did not give it credit even for
“Protestantism,” but confounding it with the Church of
Rome, applied to both the same opprobrious cant names.
Sermons in which the Church was directly assailed were
not unusual, and a case of a convert from them to the
Church was sure to be followed by a furious onslaught.

“And pulpit drum ecclesiastic
Was beat with fist instead of a stick.”

This asperity between the churches (now happily worn
‘away) had an evil effect : separating the community in their
social relations, interfering by factitious incompatibilities
with the tenderest relations of life, and even entering the
schools, and becoming there a cause of alienation and quar-
rels among the boys. It was now the direct cause of a
quarrel and fight between John D. and his conventional foe,
Bond. Hitherto theirs had been in a great degree per-
functory battles, half amicable trials of pluck and skill;
always provoked by Bond ; without malice, after which they
could shake hands and be friends, regarding each other
as Sir Philip Sidney regarded “that sweet enemy, France.”
‘But in the instance about to be related the ground of quar-
rel was of a grave character, and the fight a fierce one, in
which Bond was summarily beaten. It occurred in recess,
was unpremeditated, without seconds, the only witnesses
being some small boys, who, shocked by its ferocity, ran
with pale faces to spread the news through the school.

At the end of the recess Bond entered the schoolroom
with one eye closed and a face like a pudding; but he
walked as usual, with head erect, past the master to his
seat, the boys all sitting with wide eyes and ears erect.
The old master stared with wonder at Bond’s face, and
said : ,

“Why, Bond, what is the matter with your face?”

“P’ve had a fight with Digby,” he replied, in a clear
voice.

“Why, Digby,” said the master, turning to that youth,
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now very busy with his slate, “you must be a regular
bruiser.” _

And there the matter ended for the time.

Next day it was known in the school that on his way
home Bond had been jeered about his face by some boys
of a rival school; that a quarrel had ensued, and that on
the following Saturday Bond was engaged to fight one
of these boys in a pitched battle. This caused unusual
excitement, and furnished to the school matter for earnest
discussion and speculation during the week. Meantime,
Bond and John D. kept apart. This was observed by the
old master, who, though he had never in the past interfered
with the quarrels of these lads, yet, seeing them stand so
long apart, now resolved to bring them together. Accord-
ingly, he sent to each of them a note bidding him to come
to his room at nine o’clock on Saturday. But as Saturday
morning was the appointed time for Bond’s fight, neither
of them so much as thought of obeying this summons.

After the fight John D. went to the room of the old
master, who had then but just heard of this affair. Indif-
ferent as he had always seemed to the fighting among his
own boys, he was now greatly excited about this.

“You were out at the fight?” he eagerly asked John D.

“Yes, sir; I was there.”

“You and Bond had not made friends yesterday ?”

“No, sir.” \ !

“You wanted him to win, though?”

“Yes, sir; of course I did.”

“Who seconded Bond ?”

“1 did.”

“You? What do you mean? You had not made friends.”

“No, sir; not until the fight was about to begin.”

“Well, now, how did that come about? Tell me all about
it—come !’

“When I went on the ground Stewart was his second. I
went first among the boys of the other school, because I
wanted to get a good look at their man while they were get-
ting him ready. While standing there I saw Bond looking
at me with such a sorrowful face, that I thought he was
hurt at seeing me stand with the other side, and then I
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went back to his side. Then Stewart came to me and said
he wished I was Bond’s second. ‘But,” said he, ‘you don’t
speak.” ‘No,” I said, ‘but if I thought Bond wanted me I
should like to be his second.” Then Stewart went quickly
over to Bond, and came back and told me that Bond did
want me, and then I went to him and offered myself.”

“Ah! What did he say to that—hey #”

“He didn’t say anything. He only gripped my hand, but
I knew by that grip that he was going to win.” 4

The old master began now pacing back and forth in his
slippers, over the floor, whimpering or laughing in that
peculiar way of his, as much like crying as laughing. Sud-
denly turning to John D., and shaking his hand with the
palm toward him, he said: “No particulars now, no par-
ticulars, mind—but—was it a hard fight?”

“Yes, sir; a pretty hard fight.”

“But Bond won?”’

“Yes, sir.”

And then Bond, with a bandaged head, entered the room.

As the boys quietly clasped hands, and looked into each
other’s eyes, the old master glided into an adjoining room,
but quickly came back, saying in an angry voice: “Clear
out, now, you bad, fighting boys, and let me hear of no
more fighting, else I shall take a hand myself—away with
you! You are more trouble to me than all my money.”

And both boys laughing heartily, he hustled them out.

And now what does the reader suppose was the cause
of the fierce fight between these boys? Only this: Bond,
in speaking of the Church, had called it the “scarlet woman
of Babylon.” John D. was heartily laughed at by his father
and others for his Quixotism, but long after was heard to
say that he had never been so stung by any offensive words
as by that opprobrious name applied to “his mother’s
Church.”

The friendship of these lads was never again interrupted,
and one of the periodical incidents of the school, a fight
between Bond and John D., was at an end. Thenceforth
in the higher Greek class, made up of these two only, they
sat together, and together went through the ponderous col-
lection of Greek literature entitled Graca Majora: Bond
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distinguishing himself for uncommon accuracy in the gram-
mar, and John D. for what the old master called “a quick
perception of meaning, and a happy facility in translation.”
Side by side they recited their lessons, and often with arms
extended over each other, conned them; knit together by
the purest and warmest friendship, the friendship of youth,
happily compared to “Love, without his wings and arrows.”

But while thus associated in study, they were now seldom
joined in their amusements. The strict discipline in which
Bond had been trained forbade, as a part of the “world”
which it was a duty to give up, the idle diversions of fish-
ing and shooting, to which John D. was addicted. As for
the circus and the theater, these were a part of the enginery
of the Devil, his spring-traps and dead-falls. The fighting
had been readily condoned at home, it being easy to find
in Puritan history precedents for that, especially with a
“malignant,” as John D. was considered to be. Happy
John D., to have two such cronies, one for the school and
the study, and another for the wildwoods and the falls!
Both were very dear to him, but Bond was the dearer.



/ / CHAPTER XTI .

THE THEATER

“’Tis sweet to view, at half-past five or six,
Our long wax candies, with short cotton wicks,
Touched by the lamplighter’s Promethean art,
Start into light, and make the lighter start.”

A FoxDNESss for shows, natural to all mankind, was early
evinced by the people of The Falls, and had been quick-
ened and cultivated, as has been stated, by private theatri-
cals. In 1818, when the old weather-beaten theater had
been torn away to give place to a new building of larger
dimensions, the interval had been filled by the reorganiza-
tion of the private theatrical corps. At the time of which
we now speak, this new theater had been again closed for
repairs, and the only diversion afforded the public was the
circus, or an occasional itinerant show. The Falls public
was impatiently awaiting the opening of the theater. The
dramatic corps of Mr. Drake, brought at an early day from
England, was made up mainly of members of his own
family. These were all good actors, and two of them, Mr.
A. Drake, a comedian, and his wife, a tragic actress, were
highly distinguished in their day. The management of
this theater was in all respects upon the most liberal scale.
Not only in such bright accessories as chandeliers and wax
candles was it abreast with the great metropolitan thea-
ters, but in some respects in advance of these. In the
comedy, or after-piece, which then always followed the
tragedy, if there was occasion to put upon the stage a table
and eatables for a convivial scene, it was never-attempted
by wooden joints or wooden fowls, or colored water resemb-
ling wine, or other simulacra, to mock the audience and
the actors by the bare semblance of a feast, but real joints
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or real fowls and real wine were set forth; the egg-dressing
plainly visible on the cold fowl, and the popping of real
corks and the gurgle of real wine audible through' the
house. This honest treatment of the drama improved both
the scene and the acting. But the effect upon the audi-
ence was not in all respects a happy one. People, when
sitting up beyond their usual hour for bed, get hungry,
and to see then other people feasting is sure to whet their
hunger. This was a harvest time for the theater refectory.
It was noticeable that always, after one of these scenes, the
demand for cakes and comfits was very great among the
younger portion of the audience, and among the ladies, and
the house was odorous of orange-peeling. But to the
rougher sex, which constituted always the larger part of
the audience, the sight of this stage wassail imparted such
a rasping appetite as was not to be appeased by cakes and
comfits. These and the oranges were rejected by them in
a huff, and they impatiently sat out the after-piece, and
then rushed out and away to the popular cookshop of the
town, in quest of a more solid repast. There were not
wanting persons of a suspicious temper to assert that these
appetizing scenes were contrived between the theatrical
management and the wily publican of the cookshop, and
that the liberal stage repasts were gratuitously furnished
by him, with a view to the profit thus indirectly derived.
This chronicler knows nothing as to the truth of this, but
thinks that both theatrical managers and publicans may
find a valuable hint in the facts.

Mr. Drake had now announced that he would reopen,
with his fine company, “The Falls Theater.” The house
had been newly painted and decorated, and supplied with
new furniture and new scenery. Soon the night was -ap-
pointed for the reopening, and announced by placards in all
public places. The opening night came at last, when the
house was filled from pit to gallery. The old motto over
the proscenium, Veluti in Speculum, had been regilded, the
walls handsomely frescoed, the hangings and curtains and
the ornamental woodwork being of crimson and gold. On
each wing hung large chandeliers studded with wax can-
dles; others of smaller size being grouped along the circles
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of the first and second tiers of boxes. Lamplighters came
with slender ladders, upon which they mounted, and touch-
ing the wicks saturated with turpentine, the house was at
once in a blaze of light. Then as the orchestra strikes
up a patriotic air, the green baize curtain rolls up, revealing
a new and beautiful scene—“Pocahontas saving the life
of Captain Jochn Smith.” The house thunders with ap-
plause from pit to gallery, and radiates with the light of
hundreds of bright eyes and happy faces. Bright eyes are
also seen peeping from behind the scenes, and the people
are pleased to know that glad faces are there as well as
in front.

Mr. Drake’s theater was one of the fixed institutions of
the town, in which all took great pride. No company of
players ever received a heartier ovation. Two new players
had been added to the company, and the romantic dramas
then popular were put on the stage with new strength. The
public did not tire of their performances. In fact, there
grew up with the revival of the theater a dramatic mania,
threatening bad results. Two or three prominent young
business men, stage-struck, proposed to give up their places
in business and put on the sock or buskin; but were re-
strained by the remonstrances of their friends and the firm
dissuasion of the elder Drake. This mania spread in a mild
form in all directions; the actor’s vocation rose in public
esteem; people repeated the story of the great Napoleon
having taken lessons from Talma. John D.s old school-
master put his whole school, big and little, into one class
in elocution, a branch before ignored by him. ‘“Parts”
were assigned, and a day appointed for exercise by the whole
school in declamation.

The ample stores of material for practice in elocution,
furnished now, were then unknown at The Falls, and the
scholar was dependent for his part on the teacher. A few
hackneyed pieces, time out of mind the property of the
forward small boy, were ready at hand, but for boys of
fifteen, like John D. and Bradstreet, it was not ecasy to
provide suitable material. From many sources the old
master brought together a mass of elocutionary matter,
which he undertook to distribute among the scholars, ac-
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cording to age or apparent faculty for declamation. These
were read over to the school with a view to allow some
discretion in the scholar, but it was soon apparent that
this plan would be impracticable; for when the speeches
of Colonel Barre and the Earl of Chatham were read they
were wanted by all. So the master at last assigned, arbi-
trarily, to each boy his part. They that failed to get Colo-
nel Barre or the Earl of Chatham, contented themselves
with Patrick Henry, and that part of the Declaration of
Independence in which the enormities of King George are
enumerated. Anything pleased, if it only contained good
“digs” at the British. The hostile feeling engendered by
the war still subsisted. The popular heart had not con-
doned the burning of the books and archives at Washing-
ton by Admiral Cochrane, and that vile watchword at New
Orleans, “Beauty and Booty,” still made the blood to
curdle. _

The following Friday was appointed for declamation ;
meantime, the boys were exhorted to study and practice
their parts. Some were shy and could not be got to show
up in rehearsal, while others did not hesitate to get up
and “speak” whenever an audience could be had. Bond,
who had taken from Sallust Camsar’s speech in behalf of
Catiline, was eager at all times to speak. :

The day came at last for declamation. It was Friday,
and the master dismissed the school at an early hour in
the forenoon, enjoining every boy to be in his seat at three
o’clock . M., dressed in his best bib and tucker. Promptly
at that hour every boy, in holiday attire, was in his seat.
The master himself appeared, clean-shaven and dressed
in his best black suit, with buff vest and shining black
stock. The school was orderly to a degree never seen before
—all was silent expectation. The forward boys, who had
been rehearsing before audiences, were jubilant and im-
patient to mount the rostrum, while the shy ones sat with
pale faces, “swallowing their hearts.”

The master now walks forward, and taking a position
near the rostrum, calls out in loud, distinet tones, that
send a thrill through all the shy boys, “John Dunbar!”
In answer to this summons, the smallest boy in the school
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hurries to the platform. He pipes out in a shrill tone, like
a little bird, “Yow’ll scarce expect one of my age,” etc.,
going through the piece with a constantly accelerated pace,
which leaves him breathless at the end, and bows, and hur-
ries panting to his seat. Then others of the small fry come
on, and afterward boys of the age of John D. While some
of these last acquitted themselves respectably, others broke
down in confusion, and some in tears. These the good
master treated tenderly, promising great things for them
at another time. To the astonishment of all, John D. broke
down in confusion, and so did young Hogan, the Irishman,
who gave way under the pathos of Emmet’s dying speech:

“As an imperfect actor on the stage,
Who with his fear is put beside his part,
Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,
Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own heart.”

The name of the last boy on the roll is now reached, and
to close the performance the master calls, “Dudley Brad-
street!”” Dudley was the oldest boy in the school, being
in his eighteenth year. He was of a very delicate constitu-
tion, so delicate that he could not take part in the robust
sports of the school, but stood by always a pleased spec-
tator. He was thin almost to emaciation, and his cheeks
were colorless and withered. His long, brown hair, which
curled about his slim neck, the whiteness of his broad,
smooth forehead, and a certain marked delicacy about the
temples, gave him a feminine look. He was liked by all
the boys, particularly by John D., and others of the same
age, to whom he had endeared himself by introducing them
to romantic literature, lending them “The Three Span-
iards,” “Don Raphael,” “Rinaldo Rinaldini,” and other
red-hot romances, of which he had a great store. He walked
habitually with his head down and inclined to one side,
and often “went smiling to himself.” No expectation had
been excited in his behalf; the school was getting tired
of the exercise, and the erect attitude of attention was fast
giving way to listlessness and lounging, when, in answer
to his name, he walked promptly but slowly to the ros-
trum.
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He does not at once begin to speak. There is something
in his look as he calmly surveys the audience that fixes
the attention of every boy, and imposes silence as by a
spell. He is going to deliver the oration of Antony over
the dead body of Cwmsar, and he is already Antony. He
begins: .
“‘Friends, Romans, countrymen’ (in a tone of endearment)

‘lend me your ears!
I come to bury Cesar, not to praise him.””

There is that in his tone which makes every boy hold his
breath. How inadequate are all words to convey a clear
idea of the genuine actor or the genuine orator! Their
force, so sensibly felt, cannot be analyzed. It is as swift
and subtle as the electric current, and more inscrutable.
As the young actor (for he was a born actor) goes on, even
the old master looks at him with wide eyes, surprised and
moved by the boy’s dramatic power. He reaches, amid the
silent wonder of the school, this passage:

“‘You all did love him once, not without cause:

What cause withholds you, then, to mourn for him?

O Judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts,
And men have lost their reason!’”

And then with broken voice:
‘“‘Bear with me—
My heart is in the coffin there with Cwsar,
And I must pause till it come back to me.’”

He turns away, covers his face with his handkerchief, and
shakes as with a convulsion of grief. Many boys slyly wipe
away tears, and Hogan, who has been busily applying his
handkerchief, hows his head to his desk.

The speaker recovers himself, turns again to the audi-
ence, and continues. Further on he says:

“‘If you have tears to shed, prepare to shed them now.’"

(Hogan puts his handkerchief in order, folding it anew.)

“‘You all do know this mantle.””

(Here he whisks out from behind him a variegated piece
of stuff, full of holes, and dabbled with red paint.)
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. ‘“‘I remember,

The first time ever Casar put it on:

'Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent,

That day he overcame the Nervii.

Look!’ (pointing to a red spot) ‘in this place ran Cassius’
dagger through.

See’ (pointing out another spot) ‘what a rent the envious
Casca made! )

Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd;

And as he plucked his cursed steel away,

Mark how the blood of Casar follow’d it!’”

(Many of the boys are now beginning to look quite savage.)

“‘This was the most unkindest cut of all;
For when the noble Casar saw him stab,
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors’ arms,

Quite vanquished him; then burst his mighty heart.
* * * * * * * *

0, now you weep, and I perceive you feel
The dint of pity: these are gracious drops.’”

(Hogan responds freely, and there is a general thaw all
over the house.)

“‘Kind souls, what! weep you when you but behold
Our Czsar’s vesture wounded? Look ye here:
Here is himself, marred, as you see, by traitors!’”

At this point Hogan has both fists doubled, and he keeps
them doubled to the end of this fine oration, and there
iz throughout the school a general feeling in favor of insur-
rection and rebellion.

As the school broke up, the boys collected about Dudley,
and gazed at him with wonder and with a certain rever-
ence. His dramatic power was a revelation to them all.
They plied with questions John D.’s crony, “Old B.,” who
now shone with a reflected light. The master abstained from
criticism upon these first performances; but he grasped
Dudley’s hard as he came from the rostrum, and walked
away with him as he went home, talking earnestly, while
the boys stood grouped near the door and looked after
.them in silence. .

In the debating club afterward organized in that school,
the question, “Wag Brutus justifiable in killing ‘Ceesar?”
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was often put up for discussion, but was never debated, no
boy being found willing to maintain the affirmative.

Out of this dramatic mania, which soon rose to fever
heat in the school, grew many ridiculous incidents, some
of which, though thev may be thought below the dlgmty
of this ehromcle, the writer cannot forbear to relate.

The young Irishman, Hogan, who, with John D)., had
failed on the first declamation day, set to work manfully
to get another part; avoiding the pathetic and taking this
time the famous scene between Marmion and the Douglas
at Tantallon Castle, which he was known to be diligently
studying. One day after school, when the boys had all gone
home, except John D., who had been called back into the
schoolroom, to bear a note which the master was then writ-
ing, Hogan, thinking the coast clear, went into the gym-
nasium to have a private rehearsal. John D., coming out
from the master, heard him there, and, Walklng softly over
the sawdust and placing himself rlght behind him, waited
until he should reach the climax of his piece. When in
the very torrent and whirlwind of his passion he spoke
these lines: :

“‘Lord Angus, thou’rt defied!
And if thou sayest I am not peer
To any lord of Scotland here,

Lowland or highland, far or near,
Lord Angus, thou hast—'”

With a tragic “Ha!” John D. seized him. Instantly Hogan
was upon him, with flushed face and flashing eyes—Iike
a wildcat! They clinched and wrestled awhile, John D:
thinking it sport. But finding Hogan fighting in earnest,
and with great fury, he quickly began to do his best in
that way also. Fortunately, the old master, coming out
of the schoolroom at that time, heard them, and going
into the gymnasium, with a few sharp words stopped the
fray.

“yWhy, what is the matter here ?”” he said, as the two boys
stood up, ﬂushed and panting.

“Nothing, sir,” said Hogan, looking very foolish and
forcing a laugh, and then slipping away. But John D.s
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blood was up, and being of a temper that could not put
away wrath with the facility of the young Irishman, he
stood before the old master, still flushed with anger.

“What the deuce,” asked the master, “set you and Hogan
by the ears?” :

Then John D. told him the whole story, and was aston-
ished to see him convulsed with laughter ; rubbing his head,
and laughing in that peculiar whimpering way of his, with
more heartiness than the lad had ever seen him show
before. He seemed to understand the whole thing, and
to see a good joke in it, which John D., feeling his nose
swelling from a blow he had got, was not able to see. In
good time, however, he came to understand it, and made
a resolution never again to surprise a student of elocution
in a private trial.

“Old Bradstreet” was pretty nearly proof against the
dramatic mania, having been accustomed to declamation at
home, where Dudley often exercised himself in his favor-
ite study. Still he took, in a mild form, the prevailing dis-
order, and astonished John D. not a little, while returning
from a day’s sport with the old fusil, by his absurd conduct.
Having the weapon at full cock, he suddenly rushed some
steps in advance, and aiming at the sky, shrieked with
the best dramatic tone he could muster, and at the top of
his voice:

“‘I an itching palm!
You wronged yourself to write in such a case!’ ”"—

“Bang !” firing off his fusil. This performance he repeated
again and again, retiring each time to reload, until the
gun missed fire, when he desisted.

“Where did you get that?” said John D.

“I got it from Dudley. It is a piece for two people to
speak; one speaks and the other answers him, like they
do on the stage. It is a dialogue. Dudley tried it with me
to see if we couldn’t speak it next declamation day.”

“Are you going to speak it?”

“No; Dudley don’t like my way of doing it.”

“What don’t he like about your way of doing it?”

“QOh, I don’t know ; he ran out of the room while I was
speaking my part. He said I ought to read both parts, and
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I believe I got them sort of mixed. He hasn’t said any-
thing about it since.”

“Did you have the gun when you rehearsed with Dud-
ley ?”

“No; I put that in here; I thought it would be like
the gongs on the stage, and make the speech more awful.”

Soon after this they stopped to divide the spoils'of the
day, Bradstreet, as usual, endeavoring to give to John D.
the lion’s share. Then they parted, John D. muttering to
himself as he walked away homeward, “What a dear old
jackass Old B. is!”’



CHAPTER XII

A YOUNG IMPRESARIO

“If he may have his jest, he never cares
At whose expense.”

Burroxs was a steady patron of all shows that came to
The Falls; and if one of these remained so long as a week
he was sure to establish intimate relations with the “man-
agement,” and to render them good service. If it was a
menagerie, he could tell them of the butcher who could
supply on the best terms meat for the carnivorous animals,
and give like information as to food for the kangaroos
and monkeys, and other vegetarians. Did they want black
boys to ride, along with the big monkey, on the pony that
had been taught to kick up in the ring, and to buck and
to throw off the boys, Buttons could supply these. He
had two black boys at hand in his father’s household, not
mere perfunctory actors, but experts, ambitious youths,
who were never so happy as when in the arena. And then
his charges were so moderate! All he asked was to have
free run of the show and the privilege of passing in a few
friends. He was soon on familiar terms with all the per-
formers, calling them by their first names. The great
“Fire King,” who used to come into the ring dressed like
the devil, with horns and a cloven foot, and with a fork
eat live coals from a plate, to the horror of blacks and "
other superstitious people—he was simple “Jim Hart”
to Buttons.

Even at Drake’s theater he came at last to be in requisi-
tion. At first his offers of service were lightly regarded,
and declined, his youthfulness being against him. But
when they came to put on the stage a dramatization of Mr.
Cooper’s “Last of the Mohicans,” in which a black bear
was introduced, and that part was very badly enacted,
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Buttons made a clamorous appeal to the manager, and got
leave to bring a man who “could play the bear.” Accord-
ingly he brought Paris, one of his father’s slaves, a humor-
ous fellow and a wonderful mimic. One rehearsal not
only satisfied the manager, but excited him to enthusiasm,
as it did all the members of his company. After a few
rehearsals Paris, dressed in the skin of the animal, pre-
sented on the stage, in voice and action, such a veritable
black bear that there was a craze over the piece, and it had
an immense run. The only fault was made on the first
night, and never repeated, when the enthusiastic audience
threw upon the stage pieces of silver money, and the bear
set about picking these up.

This successful hit elevated Buttons at once to the rank
of an impresario. Mr. Rice, afterward famous as “Jim
Crow Rice,” was then a member of Mr. Drake’s company,
and acknowledged himself under heavy obligations to But-
tons for valuable help, and for models, while he was
studying negro manners and character, and gave him a
letter, which is now before this chronicler, accrediting him
to all managers of theaters and shows, and concluding with
this apposite quotation: “I beseech you, let his lack of
years be no impediment, to let him lack a reverend estima-
tion ; for I never knew so young a body with so old a head.
His trial shall better publish his commendation.”

Long after this youthful period of his life, when he had
come to be a grave man of business, Buttons felt a lively
interest in the career of his friend Rice. This actor, it
will be remembered, after his success at The Falls in his
negro character-song and dance, went to the North, where
he had great success, and thence to London, where he set
all the fashionable world to singing “Jim Crow.” There,
as at The Falls, the words of the song were seemingly
improvised, having new local hits every might. Of those
at The Falls the following doggerel lines, referring to the
paper war going on daily between the rival editors, Prentice
and Shadrach Penn, is an average specimen:

“Prentice, though a Yankee, yet shows his taste ain’t bad,
For every morning regular he breakfasts on Shad.”
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It is not without a sense of the unornamental character
of this doggerel that it is set down here. Yet it is not
without value for the commentary it affords upon the taste
for public amusements at home and abroad in that day,
when with such a meager repertory as this ribald song and
a grotesque dance the actor could attain both fame and
fortune. It marks also the beginning of the taste for negro
melodies which long prevailed in “society,” “where,” says
the satirist, “is always to be seen a sheeplike quality which
makes people run and crowd only because people have run
and crowded before.” To be in the secrets of this guild,
and to know where the running and crowding is to be, is to
be in the “swim,” while not to be there is to lose caste and
sink into obscurity. In many famous London parlors “Jim
Crow” was long a favorite; and a companion piece of mel-
ody, “Sich a gittin’ up stairs,” found a place in the best
polite letters, and now shares a chance for immortality
with “The Book of Snobs.”

So late as 1840 or thereabouts, after the time of the
Queen’s nuptials, it was known at The Falls that Buttons
and Russell had dined at the new tavern (now remembered
by many as the old Galt House) with a tall, “nobby,” for-
eign-looking stranger (afterward known to be Mr. Rice),
where they sat very late at table, and Buttons went home
in a merry mood, singing new verses of “Jim Crow”
describing the royal nuptials, of which an average specimen
is afforded in the following irreverent couplet:

“I stood beside Prince Albert, and our likenesses was sich,
The Archbishop of Canterbury couldn’t tell which was which.”

The zeal of Buttons as the friend and patron of showmen
extended even to the humblest of the fraternity. In the
early summer of this year, an old man, a native of some
part of Germany contiguous to France, whose broken Eng-
lish was complicated both by French and German, came
to The Falls with a panorama. It was a very humble
‘show, the whole outfit consisting of a hand-organ and some
views of French and Irish scenery. Most of these were
probably nothing more than portions of paperhangings, on
which were figured gay landscapes, and hunting scenes,
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and villas, such as were not uncommon on the walls of
houses sixty years ago. A survival, possibly, of “the Ger-
man hunting in waterwork,” which Falstaff recommended
to Mrs. Quickly in place of her “fly-bitten tapestries.”
During the exhibition the hand-organ played French or
Irish airs, according with. the several scenes.

For three nights, under the active patronage of Buttons,.
this little show had been received with reasonable favor,
when one night that irrepressible practical joker, Russell,
appeared there. When he entered, Paris, for whom Buttons
had. secured this “position,” was manipulating the organ,
playing a French national air, while some views of the city
of Paris were about to be shown. The scene opened with
a view of one of the monuments of Napoleon’s glory, and
the voice of the showman announced, “Ze ceety of Paree!
Dare you see ze plarse Vondome, unt ze collon erect by
Napoleon for commemorate dose victoree on Preusse unt
Austria, in eighteen honder unt five. Von honder unt
dirty fo fut of height, of brass—Plarse unt collon oof
Vondome!” _

At the conclusion of this announcement time was given
the audience to view the scene, when it was withdrawn and
a new one put on. Then the showman, leaving his post,
went into a closet near at hand, closing the door, and leav-
ing the key in the lock. Russell flew quickly and noiselessly
to the door of the closet, and, turning the key softly, locked
him in there. Then taking his place, he proceeded to inter-
pret to the audience the new scene. This was a rural scene,
representing a villa, or chateau, with a distant view of a
highly improved country, with bridges of stone spanning-
numerous streams, and gay parties of ladies and gentlemen,
in carriages and on horseback, careering there. In the fore-
ground were a lady and gentleman, in antiquated costumes,
a little boy running to meet them, and behind these, other
ladies and gentlemen, a number of children, and many
dogs. Near at hand on the left was a flock of sheep with
lambs frisking. Paris had changed the stops of the organ.
for the new piece, and, either blundering or purposely abet-
ting' Russell’s mischief, had turned on “Larry O’Gaff,”
and now rattled off a prelude with this lively air. Then
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Russell, from the showman’s stand, in a loud voice inter-
preted this scene to the audience:

“Dare you see ze chateau of Mal-Maison: ze favoreet
rezedance of Napoleon, ware ’e retire to get solarse fon ze
care of state—"

“Sacre nom !” was heard from the closet, and then a furi-
ous rattling at the door.

“Dare,” continued Russell, “you see ze sheeps unt ze
peoples, unt ze leetle boy was so glad to see his farder unt
his mudder—”

“Got in Himmel!” from the closet, and then, hissed
through the keyhole, “Lady unt jantleman, you doan’ see
no such ting!” And then, “A moi, Paree!—Ouvrez la
porte—"

“Dare,” proceeded Russell, “you see ze dogs of ze chase,
Rowlair, Jowlair, Bowlair, unt ze bobtail bitch viz nine
pups__”

“Donner unt blitzen! Gott tam!” was now shrieked
from the closet, and the cries became so frantic and the
kicking and rattling so loud, that Russell signaled Paris
to open the door.

The old showman came forth exhausted—overcome by
anger and chagrin and much vociferation and effort to get
{ree. He could find voice only to make proclamation in
a weak and tremulous way: “Lady and jantleman, ze eze-
bishun is conclude; all will be pay back ze money. Je ne
puis plus—ze show is conclude.” And then he sank into
a chair,

But Buttons came at once to his support. He did not
betray Russell, but he was full of indignation at his con-
duct. He could see nothing in it but a heartless interfer-
ence with an humble laborer in a legitimate and respectable
calling. Like his father, Buttons was a champion of the
weak and lowly, and always on the under dog in a fight.
And Russell, now made remorseful by the piteous aspect
of the old showman, came forward with a bold face, and
in a tone of indignation explained to the audience that
some designing malevolent person, most likely a rival from
Cincinnati, had interrupted the progress of the panorama,
but that after a short interval it would be resumed. Then
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he and Buttons induced the old showman to rest himself
awhile, and after a short interval he recovered his com-
posure, and the show went on to a satisfactory end.

Not only this, but Buttons stirred up all his family, and,
seconded by Russell, induced his father and the whole
Dighby family and connections to go to the next exhibition,
when there was an overflowing house. Then Russell began
to find it a good joke to send his friends there, and by pre-
posterous descriptions of the show, supplemented by a
paragraph which he procured to be inserted in the Adver-
tiser, stating that, “Under the unpretending title of a
panorama, one of the most interesting and beautiful exhi-
bitions that has ever come to The Falls may now be seen
in Wurtz’s warehouse for eighteen pence,” filled the house
every night for a week.

The old showman was very grateful to Buttons, and
anxious to manrifest this by a liberal donation; but “no-
blesse oblige”—and he would take nothing. At last, when
bidding him farewell, the old man put into his hand a
small wooden box, containing, as he said, a toy, which
Buttons did accept, and which, when opened at home, he
found to contain a beautiful little musical box which played
very neatly three German waltzes. . The old man also sent
a warm expression of gratitude to Russell, which, when
communicated to him, made that gay gentleman look quite
grave.



CHAPTER XIII

THE CAPTURE OF STOKES

“They said unto him, We are come down to bind thee, and
they bound him.” .

It wiLL not do to say that Thornton was not missed at
The Falls. He had long been the leader in all the gaiety
of the place, and “society” missed him sadly, missed the
gay dances at the tavern ; and the gentlemen that were fond
of good cheer missed the dinners and suppers given there,
as some uncharitably said, “to popularize his tavern.” They
were sorry for him, too, after a fashion, looking upon his
removal to the country as banishment to Siberia. But it is
the way of the world to bear with fortitude the misfor-
tunes of its friends, and no hearts were broken over Thorn-
ton. The winter had fairly set in, the theater was open,
and, spite of the money trouble—nay, all the more, as it
‘seemed, for this—the house was crowded every night, and
the gaiety of the public not a jot abated.

At the warehouse of Mr. John Dighy only the usual
change incident to the busy season was observable. The ad-
vent of this had broken up the rendezvous there, and its
idle members were distrihuted among other gossiping
places ; the great door in the second story before which they
had so often sat, where the old cashier had passed his leisure
hours in meditation, was now closed, its back turned with a
forbidding look to the river and the north wind. But within
all was “business.” In the counting-room a full complement
of clerks were at work, the proprietor there busy despatch-
ing messengers; his own horse “Steamboat” standing
saddled with two others in stalls on the lower story; drays,
with their black drivers, crowding about the doors, and
everything wearing the lively air of the busy season. There
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was now a full river, covered with crafts of all kinds. The
great New Orleans steamers were again in motion, and
came storming up with the strong current of the falls,
“burning tar,” their tall chimneys sending out clouds of
black smoke, their decks erowded with passengers, and piled
with oranges and pineapples and other tropical fruits ; their
black crews chanting with strident voices their port-song;
their “dandy captain,” the complement of a “bully” crew,
standing, a mass of blue cloth and gilt buttons, on the
upper deck, swelling in turn over the small up-river steam-
ers: just as those “big Indiamen” we used to read about,
that came “rolling down from St. Helena” upon our North
Atlantic coast—“the Burrampooter from Canton, one hun-
dred and ten days out, bound for Boston,” or “the Bashaw
from Bombay, with a monkey and paroquettes in the rig-
ging”—swelled over the little brigs “only from ILiverpool.”

The financial storm had done its worst. Many cases of
bankruptecy had occurred. But financial ailings do mnot
often kill, and though one haberdasher did for a time lose
his wits and insist on going into a nunnery, people in
general regarded the world as solid, and The Falls a good
town to live in. As for the worthy proprietor of the ware-
house, though he had paid large sums as surety, and, to
secure his credit, had mortgaged his whole estate to the
Bank of the United States, he yet bore himself bravely,
not only not cast down, but putting new strength into en-
terprises by which he hoped to recover his losses. He did
not worry those by whose default he had suffered loss.
Satisfied that they had not been guilty of bad faith, he
took care to let them know that their misfortune and his
loss made no change in his friendship ; encouraging them
in efforts to retrieve their fortunes, helping them with wise
counsel, and, in cases where the condition of their families
required it, with money from his own depleted purse. No
condition of affairs could make him despair. The magni-
tude of a task only stirred him to greater effort. And this
spirit he infused into all that were connected with him.
There was no change in his household, nor at the ware-
house, indicative of retrenchment. Petty economies he
despised. New enterprises, suggested by his fertile mind,
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now spurred to its full strength, were undertaken. People
wondered whence came his means and his credit, and while
they wondered he went on with his work. Toward the end
of the winter occurred an event of much interest to him,
and which promised to throw light on Thornton’s lost re-
ceipt. This will now be related.

Before the advent of steamboats, while only the old slow
methods of travel and transportation were known, there
were few professional criminals about The Falls. Petty
larceny was not uncommon, but housebreaking was un-
known. People were careless about fastening their doors,
and in the country they everywhere stood unlocked and
often wide open through the night. But with the new fa-
cilities for travel came a more enterprising and daring class
of rogues, and the robbery of stores became not unusual.
Yet the family hearth was still held sacred, and the felo-
nious entry of a dwelling remained for a long time un-
heard of. The steamboats, it was commonly said, had
brought in two classes of evildoers, housebreakers and the
Hanoverian or Norway rats.

On a dark night, more than a year before the time of
which we write, when the river had risen to a great height,
flooding all the water front of the town, and reaching al-
most into the second story of Digby’s warehouse, some
rogues had moored a boat alongside there, and breaking a
hole through the brick wall in the second story, entered
and carried off a large quantity of valuable merchandise.
They rifled also the drawer of the counting-room, carrying
away some money, and, as heretofore related, the tin box
belonging to Robert Thornton, containing only valuable
papers. All the detective agencies at Digby’s command,
with Tom Long at their head, had been then put instantly
to work, and in a short time strong circumstantial evidence
pointed to one Stokes as the criminal—a fellow of gigantic
size and who had been for some time living about The
Falls, and was regarded there as a “suspicious character.”
He had been last employed as a fisherman at Shippingport,
one of the little towns at the foot of the falls, from which
place he was reported to have fled under a charge of
theft. Now, though diligently hunted for a month or more,
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he was not discovered, and was supposed to have quitted
the country.

In the latter part of the month of March, in the middle
of the night, while a great storm of wind and rain, with
thunder and lightning, was at its height, John D. lay
awake in his chamber. Early in the night he had been
lulled to sleep by the steady rhythm of the falls, and had
now been awakened by the loud tumult of the storm. And
with what different sensations! A sensation now of awe
and vague dread. Not for the thunder and lightning; for
his was a temper that rather took delight in these. But
the wild caprices of the wind, now growling in hoarse bass,
now piping high and loud, like “a giant whistling for his
house-dog,” roused his imagination and filled his mind
with ghostly fancies.

In the midst of the storm was heard, upon the brazen
plate of the street door, loud knocking. Such a summons
in the middle of the night, amidst storm and darkness, is
apt to stir the firmest mind with apprehension ; and, when
the knocking was repeated, John D., not without tremor,
got up, and, half dressing himself, made his way to his
mother’s chamber. There his father was already up and
talking from an open window to some one in the street
below. After a moment he closed the window and, hastily
dressing himself, went down to the street door. Soon he
came back, and taking from a closet a pair of pistols, and
belting these about his waist, and putting on his greatcoat,
he told his wife that he was going out after the man
who had robbed his warehouse ; that Mrs. Rogan, the wife
of a grocery keeper near the river, was at the door, and had
reported that Stokes was then in her house, bargaining
with her husband for the sale of some goods he had brought
there; and that he would take with him “little Dick,” one
of the stoutest of Thornton’s slaves, then in his service, and
capture him.

Hearing this, John D. hastened back to his own room,
where, while hastily dressing himself, he heard his father’s
heavy tread going down the stairway. Putting on his great-
coat with ample capes, and seizing Bradstreet’s old fusil,
now luckily in his custody, well loaded for duck or plover,
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he followed after. Reaching the street, he saw, by the
light of the scattered oil lamps, far down the sidewalk, the
receding figures of his father and Mrs. Rogan and “little
Dick,” like formless blots, moving over the glimmering
wet pavement.” For a moment, in a flash of lightning that
blotted out all other lights, he saw them distinctly revealed,
and then in the dim light of the lamps, and the confusion
of cross and refracted lights and shadows, they became
formless blots as before. Hurrying after them, he was
but a short distance behind when they turned toward the
river. There all was darkness, save the glimmer of their
lantern, and all was silence save the sound of the falling
rain ‘and the low wash of the river, and above these the
deep but now muffled monotone of the falls. He had got
close behind them when they suddenly hid their lantern,
and trod lightly, stepping on their toes, and then halted in
front of Rogan’s house. The next moment a bright shaft
of light gleamed out upon the night, and quickly vanished
as a door was opened and closed with violence, and the
key turned in the lock, shutting out John D. in the dark-
niess and the rain. Drawing near the door he heard his
father’s voice within; and putting his ear to the keyhole
he heard, in his familiar imperative tone, these words, “No,
I won’t trust you an inch. Fasten his legs well—hobble
him so that he can’t run.” And then Rogan’s voice, “What
about these goods, Mr. Digby ?”

“Keep them just where they are; they are not mine.
They look like frippery from a milliner’s store. He has
been robbing some poor woman, I warrant. Bring him
-along. Rogan, come with us.”

The door was now opened, and Digby, turning about,
said, “Mrs. Rogan, you are not afraid to stay here with
Rogan away?”

“Troth, I’m mot. It is not in the blood of an O’Nale,
man nor woman, to be afeared of mortal man. I’d keep
this house again all the rogues in Christendom. Afeared !
No, no, Mr. Digby, I’ve a touch of yure own timper, good
luck to ye for a brave gintleman as ye are—won’t you take
a sup of something, just to keep out the wet this bad night?
Rogan, give me the key.” Here she held out her hand with
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an imperious gesture, and Rogan, with a look of reluctant
submission, gave her the key, while Digby answered, “No,
no, I’ll come back after we have seen this fellow locked up.”
Then the prisoner was marched off, and the door closed.

The captive was Stokes, a gigantic fellow, but without
ferocity, or even courage, as it seemed, for he was com-
pletely unmanned when confronted by Digby; and when
Rogan was summoned from behind his counter to tie him,
he submitted without a struggle. With Rogan and “little
Dick”:on either side, and Digby behind, and John D. with
the fusil bringing up the rear, he was marched to the jail,
and, after some delay there, and a private talk between
Digby and the jailer, was locked up. Then for the first
‘time Digby got a view of his son, with the firelock on his
shoulder, and chuckled at this edd reinforcement.

As they returned from the jail, Digby sent John D. and
“little Dick” home, while he accompanied Rogan back to
his store. Coming in front of the house they heard within
a strong female voice singing an Irish patriotic song, ac-
companied in the chorus by another voice, thin and quaver-
ing. Pausing to listen they heard these verses:

“‘Away now wid all your palaver and lies,
Can’t ye spake the good truth plain and civil?

Can’t ye say, “Cousin Pat, take this or take that,

Free trade or the road to the divil”?
CHORUS.

Can’t ye say, “Cousin Pat, take this or take that,
Free trade or the road to the dlvil’?

“ ‘Bighty thousand brave boys have contrived such a nolse
As will charrum the ears of gay France, sir;
And some e’en go further—Och! sure it’s no murther—
And say it will make a king dance, sir.
CHORUS.
And some e’en go further—Och! sure it’s no murther—
And say it will make a king dance, sir.

“‘0, were you not dull, when you tuk 'way our wull,
To lave us so much of the leather?
It ne’er entered your pate that a sheepskin well bate
Would rouse a whole nation together.
CHORUS.
It ne’er entered your pate that a sheepskin well bate
‘Would rouse a whole nation together,’”
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Here Rogan whispered to Digby, “The ould woman’s
been taking her tay while we’ve been gone, and she’s
brought in a neeghbor by a tap on the wall. She’ll be
purty hard on me now if I go in. I’ll just go by the alley-
way. She’ll be civil enough to you, I’'m thinking, and tell
you all she knows; and if not you can come down in the
morning, if you plase, Mr. Dighy.”

While Rogan went in by the alleyway, Digby entered
the house. He found the hostess sitting by the stove, upon
which a tea-kettle was now steaming, and a pleasant
warmth was radiated through the room. Near the hostess
sat a little old woman with a pink face, whom she intro-
duced as Mrs. Ryan, her neighbor, who saluted Dighy with
a low curtsey. Each held in her hand a smoking tumbler,
and an unmistakable odor of lemon and “poteen” pervaded
the room.

“Now, Mrs. Rogan,” said Digby, “I have come back to
accept your hospitable offer, and take something to keep
out the wet this bad night.”

“Just take a sate, Mr. Digby,” she replied, with a supe-
rior air. “But I’ll have ye to know that if ye’ve a mind to
take something, it must be the same I’'m now taking meself;
all on account of me nerves which has never been the same,
nor meself the same woman, since I came to this wild
country. At home I had always wine, poort, clart, or
nagus, -and me father’s cellar was always full o’ the best.
And T’ll have ye mind it’s an O’Nale you’re drinking wid,
Mr. Digby.”

At her request Mrs. Ryan then brewed a tumbler of
punch, and with another curtsey handed it to Digby, who
said :

“Here’s your health, Mrs. Ryan, and a long life to the
Rogans and the O’Neils and all honest people, and capture
to all rogues. Biddy, here’s to you.”

“Biddy’!” cried the hostess, looking indescribably in-
dignant and superior. “I’d have ye say Mistress Bridget
Rogan, if it’s to me yure spaking. Miss Bridget O’Nale
that was, Mistress Bridget Rogan that is And where’s
me hushand ?”

“Oh, Rogan will he here after a while.”
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“‘Rogan’!” she exclaimed, rising and putting down the
empty glass, and placing her arms akimbo; “I’ll have ye
to know it should be Mister Rogan in yure mouth; and if
ye talk of rogues I’m havin’ me doubts if there ain’t bigger
rogues left out than are put in the jail. A fine-lookin’
lad, a’most seven feet tall, and let himself be led off like a
horse wid a halter! O Lord! I’'m mighty ’shamed that I
let ye take him away—that I should be laiged wid inform-
ers, and give up a puir lad that had to hide and flee like
a stag from the hunters! O dear! O dear!”

Here her tears began to flow, and Digby, seeing how boot-
less would be further talk with the lady in this maudlin
state, put down the tumbler of punch and went home.

Next day it was known that Stokes had employed Ould
to defend him from the charge of robbery. Tom Long, at
Digby’s instance, had made further investigation of the
case, and both were then satisfied that sufficient evidence
might be obtained to conviect him. But Ould firmly as-
severated that he was innocent; that though circumstances
were against him, nothing amounting to proof could be
produced, and that all suspicious circumstances would be
casily and simply explained. Meantime, the prisoner lay
in jail, Tom Long continuing to prosecute the search for
proof against him, as eagerly as if his own reputation de-
pended upon a conviction. The case was twice continued
on motion of the commonwealth, and then, before the next
trial, in the latter part of the spring term of the court,
Stokes escaped from the jail.

He had been closely interrogated more than once by
Ould as to the tin box, and had steadily asserted his ig-
norance of this and of the robbery, and Ould believed him.
Thus vanished the hope that his capture might lead to
the recovery of Thornton’s lost receipt.

Ould was confident of success in Thornton’s case, upon
strictly technical ground. But Thornton, hopeful that the
lost receipt would turn up, and desirous of success upon
this unquestionable proof rather than upon the technical
presumptions of the law, Ould, who had often obtained a
continuance of the case before, now had it laid over to
the next fall term of the court, agreeing then to go on trial.



CHAPTER XIV

THE SCHOOLMASTER

“God of His goodness hath gifted several men for several
callings, that the necessity of Church and State in all’ condi-
tions may be provided for. And thus God molded some for
a schoolmaster’s life, undertaking it with desire and delight,
and discharging it with dexterity and success.”

—FULLER.

MEeaNTIME, at Lastlands, few incidents of interest had
occurred during Thornton’s first winter. He was kept busy.
putting the place in order, straightening the fences and
the swagging gates, supplying new rails, mending the roads,
and the many details involved in the repair of a plantation:
long untenanted. Spite of the busy season, Mr. John Digby
and: Russell and Stackpole and MeclIntyre paid him short
visits, and were gratified: by finding him busy and happy.
Intercourse with the neighbors was soon begun. After
the bustle incident to the removal was over, Phozbe Vaughn,
the young daughter of his neighbor, had come over to
visit Barbara. For a while she hung modestly about the
lawn in view of the house, when, seeing her, Barbara went
out with a smiling face and brought her in, and entertained
her by exhibiting all her treasures of trinkets and books
and other Christmas presents: but as Pheebe said she had:
“done playing with dolls,” she was not shown that splendid
yvoung lady, “Mary Ormsby.” They were so pleased with
each other that a messenger was sent to notify her mother,
and' Pheebe was kept to dinner, and was thereafter a con-
stant visitor at Lastlands.

Soon acquaintance was renewed with another neighbor,
the only tenant on the:Lastlands domain: This was Mr.
Davis; a Swiss, who many years before had taken from-
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Reginald Thornton, at a nominal rent and with a covenant
to leave the place in good order and set in fruit, a lease for
twenty years of thirty acres of land near the banks of
the Anser. This land was elevated above the general level
of the valley of the stream, and was of a light, sandy tex-
ture, suited to the special purpose of Mr. Davis. He was one
of the many foreigners that, like waifs, drifted out to the
frontier: men of culture and training in specialties that
would seem better suited to populous localities, and in the
midst of diversified industries, than to the sparse settle-
ments of a new planting region. Mr. Davis was especially
a vine grower. The grape was his hobby. For a time he
made wine, but not such wine as was palatable in Ken-
tucky, and his enterprise seemed likely to end in failure.
Then he had stored in his capacious cellars the crude juice
of the grape, for which he at last found a market in New
Orleans, whither he continued afterward to ship it.
. His household was a large one, consisting of three sons
and three daughters, his wife and his wife’s brother. They
| were by no means dependent upon the vine, which some-
times failed, but were possessed of various knowledge and
| skill in many handicrafts. With a forge and lathes and
tools of all kinds, they were workers in metal and in wood,
and could make or mend almost anything appertaining to
a plantation or to a household—from a wheelbarrow to a
wagon, or from a spinning-wheel to a weaving machine.
Besides, they kept many cows, and having unlimited pas-
turage allowed in the wide valley, they made cheese that
found always a ready sale in the neighborhood and at The
Falls. They made also fruit conserves in many forms,
apple and peach leather, and sugared dried peaches, which
were always in demand by the town confectioners. For a
time, the solid comfort in which Mr. Davis and. his con-
siderable household lived, upon thirty acres, was a puzzle
to many of his neighbors. Some of them having seen him
fusing metal with a blowpipe, there arose a suspicion. that.
he must be engaged in some unlawful business, and that
“The Knoll,” as his place was called, was a nest of coun-
terfeiters. But when the various industries there came to
be known, and besides what have been enumerated, that
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a market was also found for all the medicinal herbs, camo-
mile, thyme and sage, in his large garden extensively
grown, and for others gathered in the wildwoods, and all
dried and packed in bales, the mystery of the thrift of
the household was dispelled, as well as the unjust sus-
picion.

Mr. Davis was a highly accomplished man, a chemist, a
botanist, a musician ; robust in mind and body, buoyant in
spirits, honest, fearless, and benevolent. He had been long
a'close and valued friend of Reginald Thornton, who had
often during his long solitary winters at Lastlands visited
The Knoll, looking on with interest and pleasure while
the various industries went on, uninterrupted by his visit.
In summer he was accustomed to sit in the twilight and
evening on the veranda at the back of his house, to hear
the playing of the musicians at The Knoll, where Mr. Davis
and two of his sons, and his brother-in-law (a fine violon-
cello player), played quartettes, the sound borne distinctly
along the valley.

Another acquaintance was renewed this winter, fraught
with good to the Thornton household. One stormy night
in January, the wind blowing a gale from the northeast,
and the driving snow so thick and blinding that it seemed
hardly possible that any man would be able to find a way
through it, loud knocking was heard at the door. Thornton
chanced to be up, in dressing-gown and slippers, searching
for a banging shutter, and heard the knocking, otherwise
the untimely visitor might long have knocked in vain.
Going to the door, he found there Mrs. Scudamore, a lonely
widow living with her only son a mile away on the border
of the Lastlands domain. She was wrapped in a man’s
greatcoat, covered with snow. Showing her at once into
his wife’s chamber, Thornton quickly raked away the ashes
that covered the coals, and seating her by the hearth,
kindled a bright fire. She had come to tell him that her
boy Paul was suddenly taken ill; that she would not have
disturbed him at such a time, but the case was so serious
and alarming, that she could not forbear. Would it be
possible for Thornton to send for the doctor?

“Of course it will,” responded Thornton, and in the same
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breath his wife, who had seemed asleep. Then Thornton
summoned one of the maids that slept in the house, saying,
“Go tell Joshua to put the brown mare in the gig and bring
it to the door, and to put on his greatcoat. He must take
Mrs. Scudamore home, and then go at once for the doctor;
and fetch him to her house. I will give him a note at
the door.” Then, in answer to Thornton’s inquiry, the
mother described her son’s condition, his suffering and
fortitude, and his unwillingness to have anybody disturbed
at such a time on his account. And then she broke down
in sobs and tears, and wrung her hands, and cried, “My
poor Paul! My poor, poor boy!” which brought Mrs.
Thornton at once to her side.

Thornton wasted no time in sympathy, but set about

writing a note to the doctor which should insure his coming
promptly. Then the mother handed him a note which she
had written, and Thornton, finding it to present the case
effectively, took this. In a few minutes, wrapped in warm
garments, the widow was driven safe back to her son, and
then Joshua went rapidly after the doctor.
. When Joshua returned to Lastlands, Thornton and his
wife had got up, and were dressed, and getting into the
gig, drove over to the cabin of Mrs. Scudamore, bearing
a load of things, with wine and other restoratives. That
a widow should lose an only son seemed to Mrs. Thornton
the most grievous of all calamities. She remained all
night, watching with the unhappy mother and the doctor,
while Thornton went back home in the gig.

Next day, after breakfast, taking with him a man to
chop wood for the widow’s fireplaces, Thornton went again
to Mrs. Scudamore’s, where two of old Vaughn’s sons, axes
in hand, had already presented themselves for the same
purpose. In the course of the morning the doctor came
again, and after feeling Paul’s pulse, and scrutinizing his
eves, turned to the light, and looking at his tongue, pro-
nounced the crisis passed; and soon Paul was “out of
danger,” then “convalescent,” then “well.”

Mrs. Scudamore was the widow of a surveyor who, in
conjunction with a man of capital, had purchased in part-
nership large bodies of land in Kentucky, the one giving
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his labor and knowledge of the land, the other the capital.
While the surveyor was busy in the country the other had
fraudulently contrived to have all the conveyances made to
himself individually. On his way to Virginia, seeking
redress for this wrong, the surveyor had died, leaving his
widow in possession of the tract near Lastlands to which
she had no legal title, though now many years in undis-
puted possession. A fund of a few thousand dollars in the
stock of the Bank of the United States, and an old negro
man and his wife, constituted the widow’s whole estate.
From the dividends on the stock and the product of the
few acres that Paul and the old negroes could cultivate, she
had heretofore lived, husbanding the bank stock for Paul.
The neatness and simple beauty of her cottage log-cabin,
with its verandas in front and rear, covered with clematis
and climbing roses, and a garden with a strong paling, and
a pit for flowers, bespoke culture and refinement. Thorn-
ton’s father had once offered Mrs. Scudamore a home at
Lastlands, which she had declined, and soon Thomton and
his wife, attracted to both the widow and Paul, made her
the same offer. She again declined, explaining that she
could not give up her possession of the land without im-
pairing her right to hold it. But when Thornton afterward
talked to Ould about this, he was told that she might re-
tain possession by leasing it to another. Assured of this
she accepted Thornton’s offer, leasing the land to Thornton
himself, who soon after put in possession another tenant,
a near kinsman of Kirby, the old soldier who had been his
father’s herdsman and was now back at Lastlands, Kirby
guaranteeing that his kinsman would hold possession
against the devil incarnate, if that should become neces-
sary.

The acquaintance of Mrs. Scudamore with these neigh-
bors, the Vaughns and the Davises, was of long standing.
She spoke warmly in praise of all of them, and expressed
her gratitude for numberless acts of kindness to herself
and Paul, during their long lonely life in the, cottage.
Paul had made all the return in his power. He was good
at figures, having had from his mother excellent instruction
in this branch, and in simple surveying which she had
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learned from her hushand, whom she had long assisted in
his labor. With his father’s compass and chain Paul had
marked anew the corners of old Vaughn’s land, plotting it,
and finding more land within the metes and bounds than
was set down in his deed, a gratifying thing to the old
farmer, though common in old surveys. Paul had also
attended always on the eve of the periodical visits of the
great farm wagon to The Falls, when he made a “manifest”
of the cargo, all set out in an orderly manner on a sheet
of foolscap.

The accession of Paul and his mother to Lastlands, with
Pheebe close at hand, and the Dayvises still nearer, and the
household thus ‘“en rapport” with the neighbors, was an
agreeable thing to all. And now the old violoncello player
coming over one day with Mr. Davis, and finding that
Barbara had had some instruction on the piano, and had,
as he said, “goot talent,” he promised to bring her some
good music for the piano. Accordingly, he soon after gave
her a large collection of music by Mozart. Then he gave
her some instruction, bringing with him musical scales
which he exhorted her to practice constantly. “Doan’ play
dose song, Mees Barbara, und dose dance. Play all der
time scales und Mozart. Dose dance und dose song—is—
notting”—contemptuously snapping his fingers. And soon
finding how far inferior to Mozart were the songs and

“dances which, pandering to the false taste of the time,
music teachers at The Falls had been accustomed to give
their scholars for practice, and diligently practicing with
the occasional supervision of the old violoncello player, she
came to play Mozart well. Then he gave her some accom-
paniments to learn, and, when she came to play these well,
having brought over his ““’cello,” they practiced privately
together, and then entranced Thornton and his wife, and
drew the music-loving blacks about the great door, and
about all the doors set ajar, that their ears might lose none
of these delightful sounds.

Barbara was now of an age when it was proper that
something better than the meager and irregular instruction
she got at home should be afforded her, better indeed than
she had got in the schools at The Falls. This had been
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a subject of anxiety to Thornton, from the first moment
when he contemplated the removal to Lastlands. Deficient
himself in classical learning, then considered the basis of
all scholarship, but now superseded by the multiplication
table, he was solicitous that she should be instructed in
the ancient classics, as well as the common branches taught
in female schools. To send her away for this, was never
thought of. It was an ancient maxim of the Thorntons
that the best training of a young girl was to be had under
her mother’s wing, and it was an inexorable rule with
them never to send a daughter to a boarding-school. Think-
ing it likely that his neighbor Vaughn would be glad to
send to a good school Pheebe and his youngest son Hugh,
a lad of sixteen, and that Sterrett might come out to live,
and send his boy; and knowing that Mrs. Scudamore was
ambitious for Paul, and was anxious to afford him an op-
portunity to extend his knowledge of mathematics, and of
surveying, of which he knew only a little by rote, and hav-
ing consulted with Vaughn and Sterrett, and finding them
equally disposed to contribute to the maintenance of a
good select school, Thornton advertised for a schoolmaster
competent to teach the ancient classics and mathematics
and the ordinary English branches. This advertisement
brought a prompt reply from a Mr. John Wall at Shelby-
ville, who represented himself as a native of Dublin, Ire-
land, a graduate of Trinity College, with several years’
experience in teaching, chiefly the ancient classies and
mathematics and French, and for three years a resident on
the Continent. After a further exchange of letters, Mr.
Wall was invited to visit Lastlands, where he arrived one
rainy winter morning. He came on horseback, wearing
an immense cloth cloak, which covered himself and the
greater part of the stout pony on which he rode. Through
the window Thornton saw him as he approached the house,
and identifying him by the cloak, then peculiar to Irish-
men above a certain class, went out to meet him. Having
summoned a servant to take his horse, he brought Mr.
Wall into the house, and into the great unfinished drawing-
room, where Mrs. Thornton was sewing, Barbara practicing
her scales, half a dozen.young negro girls knitting, and
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two others mingling the hum of spinning-wheels with the
music. As the music ceased and Mrs. Thornton rose to
receive the stranger, he presented a very modest but well-
bred air and a blushing face. Mr. Wall was evidently a
very diffident person. After a short interval and the ex-
change of the usual commonplaces, Mrs. Thornton dis-
missed her working corps, whose eyes were all stretched
upon the stranger, and she and Barbara withdrew, leaving
Thornton. and Mr. Wall for a private conference.

Divested of his capacious cloak Mr. Wall presented a
very slight but well-formed figure, below medium height,
fair complexion with little color, light flaxen hair, clear
open blue eyes, irregular but agreeable features, the most
conspicuous of these being the mouth, which was large, ex-
posing at all times, except when in absolute repose, rows
of short, white, even teeth. The result of the conference,
which was soon over, was an agreement that Mr. Wall
should remain at Lastlands for a week or longer, see the
place and its environment, and then they would determine
between them whether an engagement for a year would be
mutually agreeable. Then Mr. Wall was shown to a room
and Thornton joined Barbara and his wife, who were both
favorably impressed by his modesty and his general ap-
pearance. Soon Mrs. Scudamore joined them, and there
was an assembly of all the small Lastlands household in
conference. Great interest in the near prospect of having
a competent teacher in the house was felt and expressed by
all. But this conference, like those premature public meet-
ings we often see convoked by sentiment, without facts up-
on which to ground a resolution, was soon dissolved without
action ; Barbara going back to her piano, and the others
to their usual avocations.

The rain continuing, Mr. Wall and Thornton were kept
together all day within doors. Thornton found him to be
possessed of various knowledge, besides those branches spe-
cified in his advertisement. He was a botanist, with a
general knowledge of the natural sciences, and of natural
history. Tndeed, there seemed to be no field of knowledge
into which he had not entered, and what in that day was
considered important, having lived several years on the
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Continent, he was supposed in French to have acquired the
true Parisian accent. Such seemed the extent of his at-
tainments, that Thornton could not forbear the suspicion
that he professed too much. But he had not paraded his
acquirements. They had been drawn out naturally by
Thornton, leading the conversation into various fields, with
a view to test his general intelligence. The only ac-
complishment which he could be said to have made known
without being prompted by Thornton, was one lying out
of the usual path of scholars, eryptography, and the art of
deciphering hieroglyphic writing. And this, though the
least valuable of all, was the one upon which alone he did
seem to plume hlmself taking out from his pocket-book
and exhibiting a prmted slip, cut from an Irish newspaper,
stating the fact that Mr. John Wall had deciphered one
of the ancient Irish charters, and complimenting him
upon his skill in that subtle art.

At dinner, and at the tea-table, all eyes were naturally
observant of him. He could not but be conscious of this,
and of being on probation, and his natural diffidence ag-
gravated by this made him silent, blushing, and awkward.
One thing more was plain to all, he was a great tea drinker.
But in the course of the long evening, which he passed in
the midst of the family circle, he was drawn into talk by
Thornton’s unconventional ways, and the tact of Mus.
Thornton, and at the end had grown in favor with all, the
ladies being for him unanimously. Thornton had no longer
any doubt of the reality of his atainments ; but that a man
with such various solid acquirements should seek a place
so far away from the centers of learning, and be content
to take, at a moderate salary, the place of a teacher of chil-
dren in a country house, seemed to be inexplicable, and
invested Mr. Wall with something of mystery. Neverthe-
less, next day he engaged him, and he was soon after in-
stalled as teacher at Lastlands, There was no mystery in
the case; Mr. Wall was all he claimed to be, and more. He
was a scholar, without ambition, save for others. Full of
knowledge, it was his delight to impart this to the young.
To this he continued for years to devote himself, a noble
_missionary at Lastlands, In this lay all the happm%s of
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his life. No purer or livelier sense of delight ever illumined
a mortal face than shone in his, when he saw in the coun-
tenance of the scholar the responsive light that announced
the ready comprehension of what he taught.

His first step in teaching was to organize the whole little
band of scholars in a class in Natural History. After a
few general lectures before the blackboard, in which were
explained the various divisions of the animal kingdom, il-
lustrated by outlines showing their structure, from the
simple worm up to the complex form of man, they were
taken into the open air, where the common living things
about the plantation were studied by actual observation.
The birds soon became absorbing objects of study, their
various forms and coloring and plumage; and they were
promised new subjects in the spring, when other birds that
pass their winters in the South should return to their sum-
mer home, and when all of them, their habits, their songs,
and their nesting would be delightful to observe. Only the
popular names of these birds were used in these early les-
sons, the technicalities being all reserved for a later day,
when curiosity should stir the scholars to a desire for more
particular knowledge. It was not long until Barbara and
the other zealous scholars knew well all the birds about
Lastlands, their habits, and their characteristic traits; and
they were promised a new field, when spring and summer
ghould open to their observation the various inhabitants of
the branch and the Anser. One day in every week was de-
voted to this outdoor study, and this day proved always a
delightful holiday.

Birds had long been to Barbara objects of great interest
and eager observation. It had been a custom at Lastlands,
in Reginald Thornton’s day, in winter, to spread food for
them near a window of the breakfast-room, and this was
still observed. Sitting still by the window, with food
placed on the sill, Barbara got a close view of these birds,
often looking, as she said, “right into their eyes”; and in
her rambles she had made intimate acquaintance with
many. One cold day, late in the afternoon, she asked Mr.
Wall where the little sap-suckers slept in winter, and when
he answered, “In holes in the dead limbs of trees,” she
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shook her head negatively, and said, “Come and let me
show you.” And then she led him out to a rail fence, and
peering along it, at last mounted upon the top rail, and
passing her hand along the leaning stake, drew out from
a hole in the underside a little sap-sucker, and put it into
his hand. And then, having returned the bird to its bed,
she found another and another, satisfying Mr. Wall as to
the fact, and delighting him with this proof of her nice
observation. He did not claim to be a professional ornithol-
ogist, and he promised himself now the acquisition of much
particular knowledge of birds, in studying them with such
an accurate and zealous observer as Barbara. With Wil-
son’s American Ornithology and Bewick’s British Birds as
text-books, both master and seholar became in time ac-
complished ornithologists.



CHAPTER XV

OULD AND BARBARA

“The birds sit chittering in the thorn:
A’ day they fare but sparely.”

Ox A Saturday in the latter part of February, when
the ground was white with snow, and a leaden sky
promised more, Mr. Ould had gone to Lastlands. He went
in behalf of Joe Sterrett, of whom he bore intelligence that
greatly pained Thornton. Sterrett’s success with his great
horse Ormus had infatuated him with racing. He had in-
curred great expense in fitting up training stables and a
track at Oakleigh, and expended large sums in brood mares,
contemplating breeding and racing on an extended scale.
The association of the turf had proved damaging to him
in many ways, but worst of all in bringing him into a habit
of drink. He was now in debt, all his ready money gone,
his racing stable mortgaged, and an execution in the hands
of the sheriff for sixteen hundred dollars, to satisfy which
a levy had just been made on four of his slaves at Oakleigh,
which were to be sold. Ould desired Thornton to buy these
and hold them for redemption by Sterrett, if desired.

“But I have no money,” said Thornton.

“I know that, but you can easily have it, by taking from
MeIntyre money left with him for your use by Dick, all
of which is at your discretion. You have not been willing,
I know, except for purposes in the interest of the Lastlands
property, to use this, because of McIntyre’s constant talk
about econemy, and putting on the airs of a custodian. He
has offended your pride. I understand it all, and I have
not blamed you for this self-denial in behalf of personal
independence. But you will sacrifice this for such a friend
as Sterrett, Captain Shelby is ill. He does not know of
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this matter. He is already distressed on account of Ster-
rett’s bad habits, and though he would quickly discharge
the debt, a knowledge of this would add greatly to his dis-
comfort. Sterrett will not take the money as a loan. You
once refused to accept his aid in that way, and nothing
would now induce him to become a borrower from you. But
he will be glad if you will attend the sale, and buy the
slaves, and thus save them from the uncertain fate of slaves
sold from the block. He dreads that the negro traders may
come and buy them, and he is especially apprehensive that
McCrae may contrive that they shall do so, as a matter of
spite, hating Sterrett as one of your particular friends.”

Thornton got up and walked the floor some moments
with a clouded face. Turning suddenly to Ould he said,
“Of course for this purpose I will get the money from Me-
Intyre. You are right about my feeling in this case, but
I would make any sacrifice of pride or of mere sentiment—
any proper sacrifice—in such a case as this. I will give you
an order on Mclntyre for whatever sum may be necessary.”
This was accordingly done, allowing a good margin for
the contingencies of a sale at auction, and the subject was
dismissed.

The friends had not had a chat for many months, and
now held a long private talk in the snug library. Thornton
found himeelf asking a thousand questions about his friends
and ignoring his foes, about people to whom he was in-
different, showing uncommon interest in the town, which
he had not visited since his removal, and which he had
bitterly forsworn. At last, laughing, he said, “My talk is
like Master Shallow’s, Bob, all questions. There is a strange
inconsistency in my thoughts. My life here is so regular
and busy that time goes by imperceptibly. There is but
a narrow gap between my life here and in town, yet when
I look back it seems a long way off ; and still I feel as if
all things must be standing there just as I left them. Your
announcement of the death of the old watchman startled
me as an extraordinary event, and I find myself moralizing
upon it much in Master Shallow’s way: ‘And old Double’s
dead !’ ” :

“Time is a mystery,” replied Ould, “and travels, as the
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great poet tells us, at different paces with different persons
in diverse circumstances. From your questions, you like to
hear of the town as you like to look from the window of
this snug room at the snow-storm, congratulating yourself
that you are out of it.”

“Since you interpret me so charitably I will go on with
my inquiries. With whom does Sterrett consort—who are
his cronies ?’

“Now that the race horses are in winter quarters, his
cronies are idle drinking men. Funnel is his especial fa-
vorite. They meet with the regularity of the clock, and
drink, and smoke, and dree over the same threadbare top-
ics: cigars, and the different brands of wine and brandy,
receipts for punch and salads and made dishes, and such
rubbish.”

“Yes, I know. I was of that company once. I can hear
Funnel now saying, ‘I know a brandy!” with such unction
as another would say, ‘I know a bank whereon the wild
thyme blows.” ”

“Isn’t it astonishing,” said Ould, “to see into how small
a compass the thoughts of a cultivated, capable man like
Sterrett may be contracted by idleness and drink? Moving
in a microscopical arena and imagining himself to be en-
joying the delights of social intercourse and—friendship !
But it is not for me to talk; for I am a sinner too, a con-
scious sinner. But I never seek companionship in drink.
I sin alone. If I take to companions then they are sure to
be clean out of my ordinary associates. In the first stage
I am in such a sublimated state that I want no associate,
and avoid all humanity. In the next I go among the gam-
blers. Then if I could find a band of savages I would con-
sort with them. At last I am stranded in a slough, with
monkeys, and rats, and lizards, and toads, and terrible non-
descripts, all as real to me as the chairs and books in this
room. And there lies a-mystery physiological or psycho-
logical, for which I can find no solution, but only make
cbscure and terrible conjectures. But enough of this.”
And here he rose and walked about the room.

“Bob Ould,” said Thornton, earnestly, “did you ever
make a serigus resolution to qult drink forever?”
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. “Often,” said Ould, turning about suddenly. “Have
quit it forever, as I thought. But it comes back to me,—
don’t say I go back to it,—it comes back to me, not in the
ordinary forms of temptation that revive the appetite in
most men; for mine is not a sensual nor a social craving:
it comes to me in solitude, suddenly, in a wild tempest
that sweeps me away. Come, let us take a walk.”

“But it is snowing.”

“You don’t mind that?”

“No, but you?”

“I like it above all things, sometimes, and this is one
of the times.”

Thornton complied, and putting on their heavy great-
coats with ample capes, they walked away through the fall-
ing snow, down to the Anser, now flowing full, and black
between its snowy banks, and along it to the footbridge,
where they stopped to observe some wildfowl, a flock of
crested megansers, fishing and disporting in the cold
stream. Thence they went across the water, and up the
gradual, long acclivity to the great woods, where they found
1o living thing abroad, and after half an hour of aimless
walking, retraced their steps, and throwing off their heavy
coats in the hall, and exchanging their boots for slippers,
Ould, now in high glee, called Barbara to come and play
Mozart, while he stretched himself with half-closed eyes
upon a lounge to listen. Barbara played for some time,
and then, suddenly looking at the clock, bounded from her
seat, and spite of Ould’s protest, went away saying, “I
must feed my hens and the birds.” These last were al-
ready fluttering about the windows.

Then Mrs. Thornton came into the room with her knit-
ting, and they fell to talking about music. Readers will
remember that this was a day of false sentiment: when, as
the great rough ecritic says, all literature lay sprawling and
puking in Wertherism and Byromnism, which infected every-
thing. In a state of tender dissolution and thaw, the beaux
hung over the belles while they sang maudlin, sentimental
songs at the piano: “We met, ’twas in a crowd, and I
thought he would shun me”—or according to Russell’s in-
terpolation, “thought he would shoot me,”
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“Oh, no, we never mention him, his name is never
heard”—ete. The ideal lover was a cadaverous man with
a high forehead, looking as if the “iron had entered into his
soul,” or a gentle melancholy invalid, with a soft voice and
a general “lute and flute fantastic tenderness.” Even Me-
Intyre, robust as he was, when a Virginia belle paid a visit .
to The Falls, and caught him in her imeshes, fell into the
prevailing mood, and used to stand by her at the piano and
sing duets ; she piping in her soft voice,

“If there be one spark, oh, fan it to a fla-m-e,

while he responded through his nose, as through a trumpet,

“Give her more pit-ee, or me less pai-n-n-e”’;

All which, looking back upon it now, seems most absurd.

Ould puzzled himself to know why music should give so
much pleasure to him, who could not turn any tune, even
the simplest—not even “Hail Columbia” or “The Star
Spangled Banner.” “I cannot tell how it is,” he said,
“they say I have no ear, yet I love Barbara’s music. I
believe that Russell and Stackpole are in a conspiracy to
depreciate me, on this score, because I don’t like the senti-
mental ballads they sing—‘O leave the gay and festive
scene,” and all snch stuff. Barbara’s music is full of charm-
ing caprices, and leads me through a variety of delightful
moods into a world of enchantment. I make my own li-
bretto,—I believe you call it that,—and I fancy myself, for
the time, both musician and poet. I cannot analyze this
influence; it is too subtle, and eludes the grasp, as those
gauzy dreams do that come between sleeping and waking.
But that rubbish of Russell’s, and his favorite song!”
Here, in a monotonous chant, he recited these verses of a
song then in fashion:

“‘0, leave the gay and festive scene,
The halls, the halls of dazzling light,
And roam with me through forests green,
Beneath the moon’s pale light.
I'll tell thee how the maiden wept
When her true knight was slain,
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And how her broken spirit slept,
And never woke again.
I'll tell thee how the steed drew nigh,
And left his lord afar—
But if my tale should make thee sigh,
I'll strike the light gultar.””
Here he rose from the lounge with a roar of laughter, cry-
ing out, “Can anything be more absurd ?”

But Mrs. Thornton did not agree with him. That good
lady was fond of sentimental songs, and the vague touches
of chivalry and romance in this had made it a favorite
with her. “I think,” she said, “that is a beautiful song;
and Mr. Russell sings it with so much feeling.”

“He, the humbug!” said Ould; “Whv, he’s laughing all
the time in his sleeve, at its nonsense

“But, Mr. Ould, all love songs are nonsensical, if you
scan them too closely, as all love scenes and love speeches
are—for the most part. But it is enough for young people
if they only suggest love and romance, and have a good air.
These cover all the faults of the poetry. How comes it that
you remember this so well, if it is so poor a song?”

“That’s another puzzle, but I suppose it is only one more
instance of the ingrained perversity of man, that he is sure
to think most of what he tries to shut out from his mind.
Themistocles, you know, prayed in vain for a faculty of
forgetting. The air is indeed a good one, as songs go, but
what is the air of any of these songs? A few bars sung
over and over to a dozen verses. But I know, Mrs. Thorn-
ton, that I am only depreciating myself by differing with
you in this. Thornton, don’t sit there laughing, but come
to my rescue. What do you say?”

“Mr. Ould, I have nothing to say. Mrs. Thornton knows
the youthful heart, for which these songs were written, bet-
ter than you or I; and she tells you that they answer their
purpose. I am not going to get into this controversy. I
know too well the strength and the—constancy of your ad-
versary. Besides, I am committed long ago to all her opin-
ions on this subject, not only by word of mouth but by overt
acts, and I am bound to stand with her. What do you say
to this bit of love and chivalry?” And then Thornton sang
with great spirit:
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“*‘0, give me back my Arab steed,
My shield and falchion bright,
That I may to the battle speed,
And save him in the fight.”"”

“The wise man says,” replied Ould, “ ‘Speak to a man
according to his idols.” But I have only to say, that I hope
some day to see a better quality of songs; when, instead of
the iteration of a few. bars, we shall have in the ballad a
musical theme wrought out within a small compass, as in
short poems a poetical theme is wrought out, complete and
full in expression. These will be the real gems of music, as
short poems are now the real gems of poetry, and the union
of these may make the ideal song of the future.”

“I shall be glad to see that day,” said Thornton, “but I
am not hopeful about it. Russell will be out some day
this week, and will be sure to bring the latest song, so we
shall see if there has been any advance. Have you heard
him sing ‘Wake, dearest, wake,” and ‘Again united’?”

“No,” said Ould, grinning, “and if he comes out while I
am here and you let him sing it, I shall consider it a breach
of hospitality. But I am going to look up Barbara and
bring her back to play more of Mozart, and drive off all
that rubbish.” Then he went away out of doors.

And here this chronicler cannot forbear to avail himself
of the opportunity to express his full sympathy with Mr.
Ould. Not to criticise these sentimental love songs, which
have had their day, but to lament that they have been suc-
ceeded by worse songs, by maudlin lamentations over old
arm-chairs and old well buckets, and superannuated things
in general; and these in turn by doleful ditties that recall
the inevitable distressful incidents of life, “The Vacant
Chair” ; “The Empty Cradle,” ete. ; where, though the title
suggests all that can be said, the inexorable minstrel yet
goes on anatomizing our sorrows for us, “piling up the
agony,” taking a mean advantage—as if a man meeting a
Swiss exile, not content with reminding him of William
Tell and Chamounix, should get him into a corner, and sing
to him the Ranz des Vaches.

Barbara was found by Mr. Ould, after a little search, on
the south side of the house, where was laid down a platform
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of boards, from which the snow was kept carefully swept,
and upon which, at fixed hours every day, food for the
birds, scraps and erumbs from the table, and Indian corn,
and the screenings of wheat, were punctually spread. Bar-
bara had learned from old Kirby how important it is to all
domesticated animals to have their food punctually served,
and she was always strictly observant of this lesson, in feed-
ing her hens, and now also the birds. Punctuality was
strictly observed in all the affairs of Lastlands, and 1t was
the absolute reverence in which the practice was held by
her that had sent Barbara away from the piano against
Ould’s protest, as she now explained to him.

A great throng of birds of many varieties were gathered
about the board as Ould approached, when they all took
flight. Thére were blue-jays; and cardinal grosbeaks, and
many varieties of woodpeckers and their congeners the sap-
suckers, and sparrows, and spry little wrens with short
hoisted tails, and goldfinches, now in sober winter plumage,
and snow-birds with pale indefinite coloring and apathetic
northern manners. The smaller birds soon recovered from
their fright, and, not without some shyness at the coming
of a stranger, returned to the food, while the cardinals and
the blue-jays held aloof, like social lions at a soiree, ‘“hov-
ering distinguished.”

Mr. Ould having read Wilson’s Ornithology, and know-
ing Audubon personally, felt that he might claim some
knowledge of birds, and began to discourse upon those be-
fore him. “Those blue-jays,” said he, “are birds of very bad
character. Like their kinsmen, the crows, they are rogues
and plunderers. They invade the nests of other birds, and
destroy the eggs and the young and the nests. If I were
in authority at Lastlands, I would have them all killed.”

“I know their wicked ways,” said Barbara; and then she
told how Mrs. Thornton while at Lastlands in the time of
Reginald Thornton, sitting under the “Bible tree” (a shady
beech, where in summer she had taught the little blacks
their Scripture lessons), saw something dropped from the
branches above which proved to be the wreck of a dove’s
nest, and, to her horror, fragments of the limbs of young
birds murdered and devoured by marauding jays. “I told
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Uncle Rob about them,” she added, “but he said that if the
jays were driven away or killed we should get no raspber-
ries nor cherries nor currants, for the many catbirds that
would swarm about the place. He says the jays are made
to keep down the catbirds and other small birds. It seems
hard for the poor small birds though, doesn’t it, Mr.
Ould ?”

Ould was mightily tempted here to launch into wide
waters, and discourse of that inexorable law by which, in
the economy of nature, the various creatures of the earth
are constrained to live by devouring one another. But he
instinctively recoiled from presenting to the mind of Bar-
bara the grim picture of “Nature red in tooth and claw,”
or of suggesting that awful and inscrutable question, “What
is the purpose of all the pain with which the world is
filled 7> And so he kept silent, assenting by a nod, and
looking with new interest into the young girl’s sweet face
and wonderful eyes.

Then she pointed out to him the woodpeckers and sap-
suckers, and called his attention to the fact that these are
all bow-legged. To which Ould replied that this conforma-
tion was favorable to their habit of climbing about the
limbs of trees, and made further observations upon the
chisel form of their beaks, by which they puncture the bark
of trees, and upon their barbed tongues with which they
draw out the worms that lie hid there; keeping up as well
as he could his credit as ornithologist. At last she pointed
cut the goldfinches. ‘“Goldfinches!” exclaimed Ould. “Oh,
no, those are not goldfinches. Goldfinches are bright yel-
low and black. They are all away in the South now.”

But she adhered to her statement, explaining that they
were now in winter feathers, but would come out in all
their glory in the spring; and showed so much real knowl-
edge that he forbore further pretensions as an ornithologist,
and having got a lesson where he expected to give one, he
led her back into the house. There he resumed the subject,
saying, “I believe with your help we may make a pretty
illustration of the calendar, representing the months by
birds and an appropriate scene. When you think of the
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winter, in summertime, don’t you think also of the birds
that belong to winter ?”

“Yes, even a picture of winter, in a book, puts me in
mind of the winter birds; and I don’t think a Christmas
picture good at all if it hasn’t got the cardinal, as you call
the redbird, in it.”

“Well, what bird shall represent January, and what shall
be the scene?”

“The snow-birds will do for that, with snow on the shrub-
bery weighing it down.”

“What for February?”

“Qh, the bluebird sitting on a stake, or flying before you
from post to post, and whistling, ‘Don’t you see me? I’ve
come back’; and trying to make you notice him.”

Ould grinned with delight as he set this down. “And
for March ?”

“The blackbird for March, with his pretty song ‘cher-o-
ke-e-¢’; and for the scene, the burning of cornstalks and the
men ploughing for corn.”

“April?” After long consideration Barbara could name
no bird peculiar to April and it was passed by.

“Very well, for May ?”

“For May? The cock partridge on a stump or a rail,
with his loud ‘Bob White’ smacking from his lips.”

“And June?”

“June? June—oh, the swallows dipping over the water.”

“July ?J’

“The yellowhammers, with their broods, among the
stumps in the new clearing.”

“August? That’s the place for my goldfinches; isn’t it?”

“Well, yes—you may put them there; they are in the
lanes then, in the dust and the thistledown.”

“Yes, in the hot lane blazing with dust and thistledown.
And what for September ?”

“Oh, doves and stacks of hemp.”

“Yes, troops of turtledoves and stacks of hemp; and I
say for October, birds of all sorts flocking.” And she as-
sented.

“November? I say wildfowl, and wedges of geese on
the wing.”
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“For November ?” she said, meditating. “If you hadn’t
already put him down in May, I should like to have the
partridge with his brood here. You don’t often see him
then, but I love to hear his call at dusk, bringing together
his flock for the night. It has such a sweet, sad sound
then.”

“Oh, yes, I dare say,” said Ould, laughing. “His jolly
bachelor days are over then, and he sings a melancholy
song, with a wife and a flock of children about him.”

“I don’t think it melancholy, but only anxious; for we
don’t know but some of the children are missing. And
then it may be the mother that calls—yes, I am sure it
must be the mother. Anyhow, it seems in tune with the
season of the year and the time of the day. It always puts
me in mind of the men chopping at the woodpile down at
the quarter, and the black children gathering chips, and
the red firelight in the windows of the house and in the
cabin doors.”

“Yes, that’s all very pretty,” said Ould, with a delighted
face, “but we couldn’t get it all into a picture. No, I think
Bob White does better as a dandy beauw than as a family
man, and family cares are not poetical. And now for De-
cember ?”

“Oh, the redbird for December,—the cardinal as you call
h1m,-—w1th holly trees and berries, or Indian arrow with
its scarlet buttons.”

“Yes, my Lord Cardinal Grosbeak for December, and
that completes our calendar. And now I believe we might
mark, if not the hours, at least the watches of the night,
by the crowing of the cocks and the cry of owls.”

“Oh, don’t let us have any owls. They are hateful birds!
Before Uncle Rob had a house made for my hens, when
they slept in the trees, the owls carried them off. Such
a pitiful cry as the poor fowls made when the owls were
about, I never heard. One night they all flew down from
the trees and ran to the house, and into the lighted hall for
safety. Even Mr. Kirby hates the owls, and the yellow-
legged hawks, the kites. He says they are sneaks and
thieves. But the red-tailed hawk that catches his hens
sometimes is so handsome and so bold, and makes the
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other hawks stand off so, that he half likes him, as we do
-the good robber in the ‘Children in the Wood.””

Unused to young girls, and therefore with a daintier
sense of their sweet ways, Ould was much moved by this
prattle of Barbara. He looked at her with misty eyes, and
putting both hands upon her head with an air of benedie-
tion, said “Come, now, and play for me again.” And she
whirled about her seat at the piano and played, while he
reclined, courting once more the enchantment of Mozart.

The reader has, perhaps, had something too much of talk
about birds. Yet this chronicler cannot withhold, while
Mr. Ould is listening to Mozart, a word in behalf of the
owl. While the nightingale and the rook, and the lark,
and other foreign birds have been celebrated by our poets,
the owl, nowhere finer than in America, has not had justice
at their hands. Dwelling under the dominion of Hecate
and the night, and the influence of the stars, and associated
with the vague, unreal terrors of darkness, this bird would
seem a valuable accessory to poetry. Yet the poets use him
but seldom and for the most part only conventionally. Per-
haps because they do not know him; for poets are not all
naturalists, and some of them have made sad blunders in
dealing with the birds. Of the owls they seem to know but
one, a little mousing European bird which, with its ery,
“too-whit, too-whoo,” has become the conventional owl of
poetry. But there be owls and owls, as we that have dwelt
in the wilds well know. Has ever the reader, while walk-
ing alone through the woods at night, heard the ghostly
cry of the laughing owl? Or has he seen in the light of the
waning moon the great horned owl, with wings and tail
outspread in a circle, wheel over him in noiseless flight,
or heard his elfish scream? And if so, has he not wondered
that they make so poor a figure in poetry? Shakespeare
employs this last great bird at times, and one American
poet must have had him in mind while writing these lines:

“When twilight fades and evening falls
Alike on tree and tower,
And Silence, like a pensive maid,
‘Walks round each slumbering bower;
‘When fragrant flowrets fold their leaves,
And all is still in sleep,
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The horned owl on moonlit wing
Flies from his donjon keep.
And he cries aloud, ‘Too-whit—too-whoo,’
And the nightingale is still,
And the pattering step of the hurrying hare
Is hushed upon the hill;
And he crouches low in the dewy grass
As the lord of the night goes by,
Not with a loud and whirring wing,
But like a lady’s sigh.”
Surely there is here genuine poetry. But it is marred and
almost spoiled by conventionalities. In all our land there
is no nightingale, and there is no owl that cries “too-whit—
too-whoo.” Doubtless the poet had in mind the great horned
owl, for to none other can be fairly given that fine title
“lord of the night.” But no greater solecism can be com-
mitted than to put into his mouth such ornithological cant
as “too-whit—too-whoo.” He has his own ample vocabulary;
three distinct cries. First a piercing whine heard far away
through the night; second an elfish shriek, “waugh-ach,
waugh-ach, waugh-ach” (with which he often descends
within the light of the hunter’s campfire), frightful enough
to alarm a garrison; and last his normal ery, or song, with
which he salutes the waning night, “Boof—boof! Boof—
boof! (this last a tremolo), sounding afar like the tolling
of a great bell, sending a tremor through the woods. This
is the owl of Shakespeare when he has the buskin on; the
owl that screamed in the hour of Duncan’s murder; “the
fatal bellman which gives the stern’st good-night.”

Why will our American poets adhere to these convention-
alities? Why should the crow be less fit for poetry than
the rook? Why go abroad for the nightingale, while we
have at home the mocking-bird? And why, oh why, shall’a
little European, mousing owl speak for all the owls the
world over? Can it be that our poets, like Mr. Crummles
in the provincial theater, play only to the “London man-
ager”’?

It is this adherence to conventionalities, which comes of
writing from books instead of nature, that has given to
American poetry its second-hand complexion, and made it
for the most part but a pale reflex of the poetry of other
lands,



CHAPTER XVI

A MILITARY FUNERAL

“Is the God present, felt in my own heart, a thing which
Herr von Voltaire will dispute out of me, or dispute into me?
This is belief; all else is opinion—for which latter, whoso
will, let him worry and be worried.”

To THE busy household at Lastlands—Mrs. Thornton
busy with her corps of knitters and spinners, and Barbara
busy with her lessons and music—another winter had
passed rapidly away. Already in February, on the sunny
slopes of the pastures along the Anser, had appeared,
evoked by the winter sun, the bright green of the blue-
grass, beguiling the eye with a semblance of spring, while
that coy nymph was still far away; and in March, on the
little island in the stream, and in springy spots where only
willows grew, had been seen the earliest glint of her eye.
But toward the end of March frost and snows had inter-
vened, and she seemed to have fled back to the South. And
now with a sudden change to sunshine and soft southerly
winds, April seemed to spring right out of the frozen breast
of the dead winter. A week of continuous good weather
had made the pastures all green, the ground was warm to
the touch at midday, and the Anser was running clear
and brimming, when Mr. Ould and John D. and Buttons
made their appearance at Lastlands. Mr. Ould had come
for the change of scene, and John D. and Buttons to fish
for “suckers” in grounds already baited by old Adam. It
was Friday evening, and on Sunday they would go back
to town.

Next morning; while preparing for the sport, a ball of
sea-grass brought out by John D. to be put on a new reel,
was missing, and though diligently sought, could nowhere
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be found. It was discovered at last in the possession of
Barbara’s cat, who had carried it off, and after having
tossed it about to her heart’s content, had entangled herself
in the line, and in her efforts to get free had involved it
in a thousand knots and involutions. John D. having
long tried in vain to disentangle it, was about to solve the
problem with his knife, when Ould came upon the scene.
“Stop. What are you about?” he cried. “The line will be
spoiled if you cut it.” 3

“I can’t untangle it,” said John D.

“But you can, if you will have patience; give it to me.”
Then Mr. Ould took the line and after a time returned it
to him all wound smoothly in a ball. This simple lesson
in patience the young man never forgot.

When they returned from fishing, John D., seeing Bar-
bara on the lawn, with the cat on her arm, went toward
her to show his string of fish. As he drew near she wore
a serious face, and when he reached out to take her cat
she held it away on one arm, while with the other she
warded him off. “Did you want to kill my cat,” she said,
“because she tangled your line? Buttons says you did.”

“No, Barb, I wouldn’t hurt your cat nor anything that is
yours. I love your cat, and your hens, and your pigeons,
and everything that is yours, even your doll Mary Ormsby.
Buttons had no business to tell you of my foolish speech.
He knew I had no notion of hurting your cat.”

“Well,” said Buttons, who stood by, “you had no busi-
ness to say you were going to kill her, if you had no notion
of doing it. I like to see a fellow do a thing, when he says
he’s going to do it, like Bradstreet.”

“Bradstreet !” exclaimed John D. “What do you know
about Bradstreet?”

“I know enough about Bradstreet. I know when we were
coming with him from the woods that hot day, and were
going home with him to eat popcorn, and he saw a big
grasshopper fly up before him on the commons, and he said,
‘I'm going to kill that hopper, he went after it, and
chased it away across the commons, and across a ﬁeld and
out of sight, and we got tired of waiting for him there
and went to his house and waited in the kitchen: 2
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“Yes, I remember,” exclaimed John D., taking the story
out of the mouth of Buttons. “Oh, Barb, it was too funny!
Katy, the cook, wouldn’t put on the corn till he came, and
we waited a long time, and were thinking of giving him
up and going home, when he came bursting into the
kitchen, puffing and blowing, and out of breath, and stam-
mered out, ‘Katy—popcorn—grasshopper—killed him at
last? Bradstreet was a foolish fellow to keep such an
idle promise made to himself, as you are now, Mr. Buttons,
to praise him for it. A person can’t do a better thing
than to break such a promise, except never to make one.
0ld B. knows better than that now.”

Barbara was pleased by John D.’s disclaimer and its
wise, moral tone with which he concluded, and now let
him take her cat on his arm, when it began at once to
reach out for the fishes, its eyes glowing with fierce eager-
ness at the sight of them. Then John D., taking off a
fish, gave it to her, when she began to struggle violently
in his hands, and being set down upon the ground, quickly
bore the fish away into the shrubbery, her tail held straight
aloft, every hair erect, growling like a little tigress. Bar-
bara and John D. then walked away together, going by
the kitchen to leave the fish there, and thence into the
old garden, where they found the gardener and old Adam
dressing the beds of peonies and bleeding hearts -and the
long rows of old-fashioned hardy roses.

John D. and Ould, as well as Buttons, were surprised and
pleased at the increased liveliness imparted to Lastlands
by the accession of Mrs. Scudamore and Paul, and Mr.
Wall, and had listened with delight to the music by Bar-
bara and the old violoncello playver. They found their visit
only too short, and resolved that it should soon be re-
peated.

Barbara was fast growing in importance in the Lastlands
household. For a long time before the removal of Thornton
to the country he and his wife had well-nigh given up all
hope of offspring. The wife, had choice been given her,
would have had a son. Barbara was sufficient as a daugh-
ter, but a son would have filled full the measure of her
happiness. Having so long craved this blessing, she fell
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into an innocent cheat upon herself, putting upon Barbara
jackets and a cap and feather, and calling her “our young
prince.” And Thornton, falling in with this, had been
accustomed to take her, thus attired, to drive with him
in his gig, and to ride on horseback, and, providing her
with suitable apparel of flannel, had taught her to swim
and to dive like a duck. She brought this bathing attire
to Lastlands, where she had once promised herself in the
summer great pleasure in the clear pools of the Anser.
But she had put it away with other male attire. When that
princely merchant and “preux chevalier”—that Irish gen-
tleman, Mr. Robert Ormsby, brought to her from Phila-~
delphia a splendid doll, named in his honor Mary Ormsby
(now held.in due respect by all Lastlands, and, to the
delight of young Africa, still accustomed to make royal
processions through the quarter), when she had given all
her time, with the aid of her aunt (who still preserved
the doll of her own childhood), to dressing and adorning
that young lady of porcelain and kid, she had thrown oft
cap and feather and other male insignia, and repudiated
the name she bore in her character of “young prince,” and
put an end to it, as Rob Roy did to his assumed name,
when he said, “Campbell me no more, my name’s Mac-
Gregor.” But she did this with a speech as gentle and
feminine as Rob’s was robust and manly, but quite as
effective. Ever after she was known only by feminine
appellatives, which, like the name of Sir John Falstaff, "
varied with the persons by whom she was addressed. She
was “dear Barbara” to Thornton and his wife, “Barb”
to John D. and other intimates, “Eyes” (short for All-
eyes) to Buttons, “Miss Barbara” to the servants and to
old Kirby and the “hill people,” and “Miss Peyton” to all
the outside world.

She had long borne singular sway in the Thornton
household—not only through the love they bore her, but
by her intuitive sense of right and wrong. It was not
often that any grave occasion called for the exercise of
this fine faculty, and her judgment was employed chiefly
in deciding upon the grievances of the household servants,
or their quarrels, all of which she determined like an
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equity judge. But graver occasions did sometimes occur,
and Thornton had come insensibly to test all these that
were doubtful by an appeal to her. Strangers she did
not favorably impress. They looked into her great, steady
hazel-gray eyes (lustrous indeed, but so big), and at her
large mouth, full of glistening white teeth, but so large;
her black hair streaked with sunburned locks; her tall,
slender shape, in which a sculptor would have rejoiced to
find a model for a naiad or a sylph, stately withal, but
so slender; and at her usual unconventional garb, and set
her down as an unpromising ward and probable heir of
the house of Thornton. Moreover, though, from mere
force of habit and imitation, she could go through the
perfunctory salutations that welcome strangers, yet after
these she was apt to lapse into silence, or to reply in mono-
syllables to such commonplaces as strangers are accus-
tomed to address to young people. The hollowness of these
she intuitively felt, and having no skill in commonplaces
beyond the formal salutations learned by rote, she took
refuge in reserve. But at such times she bore no trace of
embarrassment, nor of the bored look which is apt then to
take possession of young people, nor of that melancholy
which often comes even upon mature people brought into
contact with “society,” and depressed by its continuous
empty, affected chatter. Only quiet repose possessed Bar-
bara then, which nothing could disturb, which, while it
repelled persistence in this factitious trifling, was resent-
fully interpreted as dullness. Thus the angel of the Thorn-
ton household—a cygnet wanting only time to unfold its
snowy plumes—was, in the eyes of the mob of acquaint-
ances, an idol of clay or an “ugly duck.”

At no time had Thornton’s household been accustomed
at home to any form of religious exercise; not even to the
perfunctory form of giving thanks or asking a blessing at
meals. Perhaps because it was perfunctory. In town he °
had held a pew in the church and had always made liberal
contribution to enterprises connected with it. His wife
and Barbara were regular attendants, and Barbara was a
member of the Bible-class. But Thornton seldom went
to church. Not, as Ould said, from any lack of religious
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feeling, but from a natural want of demonstrativeness, and
as to this, almost absolute reserve. “No man,” he said,
“has stronger feeling than he, and no man that I know
makes so little manifestation of it. As to reverence, he
shows this in a habit of ejaculatory prayer, the most genu-
ine of all prayer, coming right from the heart. Shake-
speare knew this. In all profane letters is there any prayer
like that ejaculatory ome of Ophelia for Hamlet in his
distracted state?—‘Help him, YE SWEET HEAVENS!? It is
both praise and prayer. Nay,

‘“‘Prayer is the burden of a sigh,
The falling of a tear,

The upward glancing of an eye,

‘When none but God is near.

No one intimate with Thornton can fail to know that he
is full of reverence. There are men incapable of mani-
festing all their feelings, and he is one of them. Let him
alone and he will come all right in time, and show the
faith that is in him.”

Mrs. Thornton and Barbara missed in the country the
religious services to which they had been accustomed in
town. The stillness of Sunday, unbroken by the sound of
church bells, was an emphatic reminder of these. Except
the stopping of the work:of the plantation, there was noth-
ing to indicate the holy day. Even in the conduct of the
wild denizens of the woods and the fields, the squirrels
and the birds, eagerly pursuing the business of their lives,
the search for food, unconscious of the day, there was
something that 1mpressed Barbara with the Godlessness
of country life. She had spoken of this to her aunt, and
they, with Mrs. Scudamore, had consulted bogether, and
concluded that the wife ought to speak to Thornton about
it, and suggest some form of household worship. Accord-
ingly, she did sound him upon the subject, by asking him
if he did not miss the church bells. “Miss them?” he
replied. “Yes indeed, and I am glad to miss their iron
clang. I lived too long close by two churches not to miss
them two sextons in rivalry trying to ring each other
out, while others, in different keys, all jangled out of tune,
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figured in to help the confusion.” This reply discouraged
the wife, and she said no more, but as Ould had advised,
let him alone.

What was it that led to the use of iron bells for sum-
moning people to the worship of God? Shakespeare says,
“the never merry clock.” May we not as well say, “the
ever doleful bell,” the “dreadful bell,” that can “fright
an isle from its propriety”; the signal in all ages and in
all countries of some dire calamity—the scenic premoni-
tion, on the stage, of some incident of terror; a grievous
annoyance to the sick, an engine of torture to such as have
disordered merves!

“In the silence of the night,
How we shiver with affright
At the melancholy menace of their tone!
For every sound that floats

From the rust within their throats
.Is a groan.”

Far different are the minster bells—sweet bells not
jangled out of tune, but in accord, and in harmony with
the feeling inspired by the holy day; “a music that can
never be forgotten; which the convert knows not how he
can forego.” Can it be that these rude, monotonous iron
bells are the survival of that heathenish age which taught
only by appeals to low motives; when terror was the main
engine of the proselyter ; when a God of love was unknown,
and men knew only a God of vengeance?

At this time, a few days after Mr. Ould and John D.
and Buttons went back to The Falls, died Captain Shelby;
a man of singular benevolence, beloved by all. To the last
he showed the same tenderness toward all creatures, even
such as are commonly reckoned as pests, permitting no
cat to enter his chamber, and saving on his plate crumbs
“for the little mice.” He was older than was generally
supposed, his even temper and natural liveliness of dispo-
sition having preserved in him the savor of youth. A great
concourse of people from The Falls and the surrounding
country, and “all Lastlands,” attended his burial at Oak-
leigh. As he had been a soldier of the Revolution, the
officer in command of the recruiting station at The Falls
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attended with a military escort, and paid the usual military
honors. From this funeral Barbara returned strangely
impressed by the ceremonial. All the way homeward she
sat silent, in solemn meditation. Arrived at Lastlands,
she went quickly into the house, when Thornton, impressed
and disturbed by her unusual demeanor, followed after,
and discovered her alone in the small parlor kneeling in
prayer. Quickly he drew back, unscen, now in his turn
stirred by unusual emotion at sight of the girl in soli-
tary prayer.

Next morning when the household was assembled for
breakfast, and about to sit down, Barbara, standing by
her chair, said, in such a tone as at once arrested Thorn-
ton’s attention: ‘“Uncle!” and as he looked at her, “why
don’t you give thanks before meals? Captain Shelby always
did it.”

Thornton, looking into her eyes, after a momentary
pause, answered, with manifest emotion, “I do not know
any proper form of words.”

“May I do it?”

“Certainly, dear Barbara.” Then she bowed her head
and gave thanks with such simple, tender grace as touched
all hearts and was borne by the servants in waiting to
the kitchen below, touching as well the emotional spirits
there. Thenceforth this ceremonial was never omitted at
Lastlands. '

Afterward, when Ould, visiting there, witnessed this
ceremony, supplemented by the previous reading of a chap-
ter from the Bible, and when he and Thornton were alone
together and Ould congratulated him upon the wholesome
change, he answered apologetically: “Well, Barbara wanted
it. In fact, I think it is a very good practice, if only for
discipline. It makes them all come promptly for break-
fast, which I was not able to enforce before.” At which
Ould smiled broadly, but did not pursue the subject further.

The incidents which seem to have led to this wholesome
practice in the household, the military funeral and the
sight of the young girl in solitary prayer, are both apt to
stir the heart with strong and peculiar emotion. Whoever
has scen the last only in the marble effigy of Pompolini
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must have felt what it is. The other is now more familiar,
Philosophers by “victorious analysis” will explain this emo-
tion in both cases. They will attribute it to contrast—
revulsion of feeling—reaction. In the case of the burial,
the military escort, its “warlike appointment,” its con-
strained, formal show of feeling, the led horse with
empty saddle, the furled banner, the reversed arms, the
muffled drum, are contrasted with the informal civie pro-
cession; the concourse of sorrowing friends, the free-flowing
grief of the bereft household. In the other case the care-
less levity associated with early youth is contrasted with
an act so solemn as speech addressed directly to God. They
may further explain that in both cases the emotion is
heightened by a sense of the beautiful, reminding us of
that saying of Lord Bacon, that all exquisite beauty arises
from some strangeness of proportion, and finding in these
contrasts that strangeness of proportion. Nay, if the in-
quiry be pushed further, they will assure wus that the
peculiar emotion in these cases has its origin in an element
no higher than that which wings the light arrows of wit,
and pricks us to laughter—the incongrous—the surprising
—the unexpected.

Having thus seen laid bare to view by victorious analy-
' sis, as by dissection, the secret springs of our emotion, shall
we conclude that man is only an automaton, and the hu-
man heart, with its thousand complex chords, but a passive
instrument, responsive as an Aolian harp to each extrava-
gant and erring wind that wanders by? No, by no means!
There is an easy answer to this sophistry. We know that
with a few simple elements are wrought all the wonderful
phenomena of life; that extremes meet; that even good
pushed to extremity becomes evil; that here in the realm
of metaphysics, as everywhere, Nature uses the same aus-
tere frugality, employing over again the same elements
wrought into newer and more complex and higher combina-
tions. But we need only to remind these philosophers of
that good analytical chemist, but bad husband, who an-
swered his weeping spouse, “Madam, tears are nothing to
me. I have analyzed them. They are composed of—parts
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of chloride of sodium—the rest water!” Perhaps we
should waste upon them the admonition of the poet:

‘“Hold thou thy good, define it well,
For fear divine Philosophy
Should push beyond her work and be
Procuress to the Lords of Hell.”

Alas! with all our pretentious “philosophy,” how little
do we know of ourselves! Of the soul, who will say that
he knows anything? Aud of the heart of which we talk
so glibly—not the technical heart of the anatomist, that
muscular pump with its weird automatic movement; this
we may all explore and partly comprehend—but of that
other mysterious entity, invisible, intangible, immaterial,
permeating humanity and constituting its very essence—
what do we know? We know that its chords stretch every-
where through and beyond the wide domain of human life,
up to the throne of God, and, alas! down to the gates of
hell. We know that it has a language everywhere intelli-
gible, one syllable of which shows all the world akin, and
that in this lies all the power of human speech and its
mighty effects: not in what men call eloquence, but in
feeling hot from the heart, whose phrase bears often such
an emphasis as seems indeed to “conjure the wandering
stars, and make them stand like wonder-wounded hearers.”
A word in season—in the crisis of a battle or a debate—
has decided the fate of nations. Nay, in default of words,
a passionate, inarticulate shriek from a simple man in
earnest to save British sailors from drowning in well in-
sured but unseaworthy ships, silenced even the opposing
mockery and jeers of a British House of Parliament, and
achieved this end, and should make the name of Plimsol
memorable forever.

We know further of this human heart that it is weak
in isolation ; that it has peculiar strength when two or more
are together for some good end; that in multitudes it
gathers increased reverberated power; that voiced by na-
tions, its utterance is answered by nations, as deep answer-
ing unto deep, overwhelming potentates and powers and
thrones and dynasties. For the rest, though we are told
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that the heart of man is desperately wicked, yet are we
taught also that out of it are the issues of life. Its vision
is beyond the ken of logic and all that the mind conceives
in the “mad pride of intellectuality.” Through it alone
we hold communion with things beyond this life on earth.
Through it we know that “God is love:”

“I found him not in world or sun,

Or eagle’s wing, or insect’s eye,
Nor through the questions men may try,

The petty cobwebs men have spun:

“If e’er, when faith had fall’n asleep,
I heard a voice, ‘Believe no more,’
And heard an ever-breaking shore

That tumbled in the godless deep—

“A warmth within the breast would melt
The freezing, reason’s colder part,
And, ike a man in wrath, the heart

Stood up and answer’d, ‘I have felt.””



CHAPTER XVII

MAJOR TINSLEY

“Sir, you are very welcome to our home.”

MucH of Thornton’s time had been passed in looking
over his father’s papers. He was surprised by the extent
of his scheme for making a complete country home, and by
the exactness with which he found his plans recorded and
explained. A general map, on parchment, showed a sub-
division of the Lastlands tract into three parcels. Of that
parcel containing the homestead there was a particular
subdivision into permanent pasture and arable lands, indi-
cation being made on the margin for a system of rotation
in the crops of these last, the contents of each exactly stated
in acres, poles and links, and the courses and distances of
the lines of fencing accurately measured by compass and
chain. All the wide valley through which the Anser wound,
with the slopes on either side, were indicated as perma-
nent pasture land. Clumps of young trees left there to
grow, hickories and walnuts, and pecans, and hackberries,
and box-elders, were all indicated. These had spread into
luxuriant growth, and the valley now presented a delightful
prospect. A large portion of the great wood on the north
was indicated by a line, underscored as land from which
“not a switch should be cut.”

Of the orchards and the fruit gardens were found maps
showing by numbered rows and an index where each variety
stood ; and in the same way was indicated even the shrub-
bery on the lawn.

Architectural work was shown in drawings of the unfin-
ished mansion and the cattle barn, and a site was indicated
for a herdsman’s cottage. Many quarries had been opened,
and dressed stones were scattered, at intervals, under the
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shade of trees, in many places. By the branch, near the
cattle barn, was a quarry, where in low water a fine layer
of stone lay exposed, from which had been taken material
for the barn and the abutments of a bridge over the branch,
and from the refuse of which had been made the wall about
the barnyard. Two kilns of bricks stood untouched, and
two large piles of sawn lumber, and many heavy hewn tim-
bers, all protected from the weather by coverings of boards;
and all were sound, except at the base of the lumber piles,
where dogs scratching in pursuit of hares had thrown
the earth upon the boards and caused decay. Everywhere
were marks of the providence of a man whose thoughts
were habitually on the future. Thornton was puzzled to
know for what particular purpose many of these things
had been provided; a reminder, and a wholesome check
upon his own inherited infirmity. The more he studied
his father’s plans, the greater interest he felt in them.
They revealed to him new and enlarged views of country:
life. Poring over these and his journal, he imbibed more
and more of the father’s taste, until, insensibly, the passion
of his life entered his own breast. He would make Last-
lands what his father designed it to be, and something
more. But this would require money. He had once made
money without taking thought about it. Now he would
think of it.

One morning in May, while he was overlooking the
ploughing of a field for hemp, a stranger rode into the
field. Stopping his horse for a moment to make inquiry
of one of the men, he then rode directly to where Thornton
sat on his horse. “Good-morning, Mr. Thornton,” he said ;
“I am Mr. Ralph” (Raiph, he called it) “Tinsley, and am
going to be your neighbor, as you know.”

“I am glad to see you, Mr. Tinsley,” replied Thornton,
extending his hand. “I have called several times at your
place, hoping to find you there, but failed.”

“Yes, so I learned. I have not been here since the build-
ing was begun. I employed a man to superintend the work,
because I am obliged, on account of the delicate health of
my wife, to be at home most of the time. Indeed, I am
here now for only a day, and must start back to-morrow.
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I have come only to thank you for your visits, and especially
for the excellent suggestions you made to my superintend-
ent about the building. He thinks you the best architect
Le ever met. And, from the suggestions you made, and the
glimpse I have had of your own house and farm buildings,
I think he must be in the right.”

“Well, come with me to the house, and stay to dinner
with us, and let me show you what I have done. The house
is the work of my father, and some of the best features
in the farm buildings have been borrowed from my neigh-
bor, Mr. Vaughn. Some of the ornamental plantations are
the designs of my wife. I can claim credit only for clear-
ing away the weeds, and straightening the fences and the
gates, and a general repairing of the walks and roadways.
The place was like a wilderness when I came here. In this
neighborhood much interest is now taken in the embellish-
ment of the farms and plantations, and its general appear-
ance has been very much improved. A little thought given
to the position and form of farm buildings adds much to
the general appearance of the place, as well as to the com-
fort and health of the animals sheltered by them. And a
little care about the ornamentation of the grounds adds
greatly to the pleasure and happiness of the household.
This neighborhood is attracting more attention since the
turnpike has come under good management and is kept
in good order. Captain Shelby talked of coming out to
live permanently at his place with his son-in-law, Mr.
Sterrett, and I look to see the society here increased by
other accessions from The Falls. I shall try to set a good
example, and hope to see it followed and improved upon by
all who may come.” .

“Well, I shall do my best. I shall be glad to avail my-
self of your taste and skill. I have been a combined planter
and trader for the greater part of my life, but I never took
much thought about ornamentation. I have lived most of
the time in a tobacco region, where everything gives place
to one absorbing crop—tobacco. The culture of this is
pretty thorough, but everything else is there neglected.
Tobacco requires so much manipulation, that there is
hardly time for any other work, and the farm buildings
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and the fences are apt to go to wrack and decay. In fact,
tobacco is a thirteen months’ crop at least, and the planter
finds the labor of every year lapping over the next follow-
ing, and he is thus always pushed, to the neglect of every-
thing but the one important staple. A tobacco region is
never a region of neat farming, and the horses and cows,
having little care, present but a sorry appearance. Hardly
any tobacco planter has even a meadow, buying hay for
his horses during the plowing season, and for the rest rely-
ing upon what little grass grows spontaneously, and npon
a scant supply of corn and fodder. Milk and butter are
generally scarce luxuries there in winter. I expect to keep
fine stock here, and will put most of my land in grass. I
want to have as little care and as much leisure as possible,
with just enough work to maintain an interest in the busi-
ness, and to keep me from absolute idleness. I have done
my share of work as a tobacco planter and a tobacco dealer,
and a trader in many forms—in land and live stock, and in
tobacco, and having now as-much worldly gear as I care
to have, I desire to pass the remnant of my days in a neigh-
borhood where social intercourse shall be the chief pleasure
of my life. I may make a venture now and then in tobacco,
in town, or in stock for grazing, here; but I shall never
again settle myself into any regular train of business—only
make an irregular sally, when I may think I see a good
opportunity. Whatever I may do, I have come here to
stay.” ‘

‘This talk went on as they rode toward the house, and
Thornton had a fair opportunity to observe the stranger.
He was a large man, of full figure, with an appearance
of great solidity and strength. His seat in the saddle was
easy and graceful, and the management of his horse, a
powerful roan, with black points, indicated long practice
as a rider. He wore a substantial suit of gray cloth, stout
beaver gloves, and carried a heavy leather whip, loaded at
the handle, which shone with the polish of long use. He
was clean-shaven, and his linen was unexceptionable. His
blond complexion and light hair sprinkled with gray, and
bright blue eyes that shone with both humor and sense,
gave his countenance a very animated and pleasing expres-
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sion. He was a man verging on sixty, whom no one could
see without thinking that he must have been very hand-
some in youth.

As they approached the house, the stranger’s eyes were
busy scanning the premises, taking note of everything—
the covered well, the ice house, the cisterns, the wood-
house, the sheltered hitching place for horses, and other
like conveniences made by Thornton. Dismounting near
the hitching shed, where old Tom came to take their horses,
they entered at the rear of the house Mrs. Thornton’s flower
garden. The ground, descending there by a regular de-
clivity, had been thrown into two large terraces “hext the
house, ‘and thence in smaller terraces fell aw ay to the Anser,
where an abrupt rock bank, with a low stone wall laid upon
it, made the boundary line. The beds had all been dug
and raked, and the borders trimmed and dressed, and
though there was but little bloom—only tulips and other
bulbous plants, and peonies and bleeding hearts—vet the
honeysuckles were full of tender leaves, and the clematis
was reaching upward, grasping the trellis with its delicate
fingers, and the garden was already full of beauty that
comes of cleanliness and order and promise. Extensive
beds of early roses were now in leaf and bud, forecasting
ample bloom, and the borders of close-shaven blue-glass
glistened as only blue-grass can glisten in Kentucky in
the month of May.

The stranger looked with surprise at this exhibition of
beauty, muttering: “And in the back yard!” And when
he walked upon the veranda, and saw, far away down the
valley, the Anser winding through the wide pastures, and
then looked beyond, up the broad ascending slope to the
great woods, now in their pale green livery, he gave expres-
sion to both surprise and delight. “Why > he exclaimed,
“this will be like fairyland in June.’

“This garden,” said Thornton, “was laid off by my
father, but the plantation of flowers is my wife’s work.
The roses and bulbs were brought from town, where she
had a fine collection, and many more have been added from
the garden of my neighbor, Mr. Davis.”

St spitares - b
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“But you had already a large garden which we passed
on the way here.”

“Yes; that is the vegetable garden—the kitchen garden—
made long ago by my father. We could not do without
that. It is underdrained and has been trenched and ma-
nured for many years, and is very productive, and furnishes
all our vegetables. It is an old-fashioned garden with some
small fruits and some espaliers, and contains a little of ev-
erything—camomile and sage, and all the medicinal plants
valued by the old women of the country. My father used
to supply them, and they still come for them. Like the
Indians, the old women keep always among them a medi-
cine bag.”

“Yes, and I would rather trust the old woman’s bag
than the pharmacopeia of the doctors.”

“We are apt to feel that way when in full health, but
when we get sick, we are pretty sure to send for the doc-
tor.”

“Yes,” said the Major, with a merry chuckle, “we do.
Still, I think the doctors profess too much, and that our
faith in them is a kind of superstition. I learned this
by living a long time out of reach of any doctor, having
to rely on the simples of the old woman’s bag, which I
found as effective as the medicine of the doctor, when he
was close at hand, and was called in for every finger ache.
Yet, as you say, we send for them. It is something like
the case in the old rhyme:

“ “The Devil was sick, the Devil a monk would be;
The Devil got well, the Devil a monk was he.””

“But the Devil’s ailing must have been a spiritual one,
and. I fear that the spiritual doctors are also overrated.
Both have fallen away in usefulness, from a desire to
dignify their callings 1n the eyes of the vulgar; the phy-
sicians by erecting into the ‘science of medicine’ what was
once called, with proper modesty and truth, ‘the healing
art’; and the spiritual doctors by erecting into the ‘science
of theology’ what was the simple ‘teaching of the Gospel’:
wandering away from this into the mazes and puzzles of
metaphysics.” Here the Major nodded assent, and the
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two gentlemen laughed with the air of illuminati. After-
ward when, after many discursions, their talk came back
to this theme, and Thornton said that he had been bap-
tized into the Church and that he could then repeat all
the religious lessons learned at his mother’s knee, and many
memorized from the prayer-book, the Major confessed to
a record precisely similar, and the two gentlemen laughed
again, this time with the air of two ‘men of mature age
interchanging confidences about peccadilloes of their youth.

It was the fashion in that day for gentlemen to be skep-
tical, and to speak lightly of the ‘“cloth,” and to put on
the airs of illuminati. Many of them had imbibed with
their political opinions hostility to the dogmas of religion,
and the French colony at The Falls having brought with
them much of the infidelity and irreverence of revolution-
ary France, this leaven was spread widely, though super-
ficially, among the cultivated classes. Both these gentlemen
had now expressed sentiments that were merely conven-
tional. For among these Virginia colonists, most of whom
had been reared in its fold, there was a strong feeling of
loyalty to the Church of England ; and when Thornton was
afterward giving Major Tinsley an account of the doings
in the neighborhood, and told him that they had designed
to put up a church building, for which his father had pro-
vided a site, and he himself had now furnished a plan and
estimates—“The Church of St. John in the Wilderness”—
and that it still lacked money, the Major said at once, “I
will give money toward it.”

“Only money for the steeple is lacking,” said Thornton.
“When the house is tenantable we shall have the service
read there by a lay reader. Some day we hope to have an
organized parish, a full congregation, and a rector. Come
in, and let me show you the drawing of our building.”

Then going into the library, Thornton exhibited the
drawing, showing a graceful church building with its stee-
ple, when the Major eagerly exclaimed: ‘“Put me down
for the steeple. I will pay for it myself. But pray let us
have all free pews. Let us somehow get into the funda-
mental law of the parish a provision against the selling
of pews. I never conld abide the practice of selling seats
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in the temple of God. It will make Pharisees if they be
not already in the Church. I have not been in many years
a church-goer, though bred in its fold, but my wife is a
strict churchwoman. We sent more than a hundred miles
for a parson to christen our daughter, and the Book of
Common Prayer has been read daily in our house. While
I was in the habit of going away, in the course of my busi-
ness, on long journeys to the South, and was often absent
for months, I was sure always to find a copy of this book
in my saddle-bags, and when the hours came at which they
were accustomed to read prayers at home, I often took it
out and read at the same time. It was a great satisfaction
to me to feel that, though so far apart, we were yet united
in prayer to God; and to know with what tender emphasis
they would read from the litany that petition in behalf of
‘all who travel by land or by water.” Yes, indeed,” looking
again at the drawing, “put me down for the steeple. Why,
you must know there is nothing that gives me more pleasure
than the sight of a church steeple. When I was a trader,
making long journeys with horses and mules to the South,
often returning alone with large sums of money, I suffered
grievous apprehension of being beset by the bands of law-
less men that then infested the intermediate country, and
often changed my route in coming back, lest they should
waylay me. But when I came into a strange settlement,
and saw there one of those steeples pointing to the sky,
it always put me in heart; for I knew then that the good
people ruled there. Yes,” looking again at the drawing,
“put me down for the steeple, and call on me whenever the
money is needed.”

Then, under Thornton’s guidance, Major Tinsley in-
spected the interior of the unfinished Lastlands mansion.
“Well,” he said, “this is a grand house; far above anything
I care about for myself, and I don’t intend to build for
my children. They may not like country life, and fine
houses in the country never bring a tithe of their cost when
sold. But I shall try to copy the many conveniences you
have here. I shall need one cistern, for instance, but with
water at your door, I can’t see what need you have for
three,”
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“We need them for the Jaundry. The Anser is muddy
at times, and its water is never soft and clear, like the
rain water.”

“To be sure! to be sure! And the ladies like to have
their laces and delicate stuffs washed and rinsed in soft,
clear water, and without a fleck on them. To be sure, this
ought to be always considered. My daughter always likes
rain water for that, but we kept only a large rain barrel.
I shall certainly have one or more cisterns.”

Major Tinsley not only dined at Lastlands, but passed
the night there. He was greatly pleased with the house-
hold, and charmed by Barbara, to whom he gave much
attention, taking marked interest in her prattle, which was
brought into unusual freedom by the genial manners of
the stranger. Both Thornton and his wife were struck
by his marked interest in Barbara, accompanied as it was
by a strange look of sadness. And they were struck as
well by the sympathetic response of Barbara, whose man-
ner was usually reserved with strangers.

The Major talked freely of his family, consisting of a
wife and two children, a young woman, and a son just
come to manhood. But he talked almost exclusively of
the daughter, relating many anecdotes of her childhood
and early youth, and she seemed plainly to be his favorite
child.

Next morning he went away home, promising to double
the force of workmen on his house, that he might at an
early day come to dwell in a neighborhood so congenial
to his taste,



CHAPTER XVIII o8

JOY AT LASTLANDS

‘“He maketh the barren woman to keep house and to be a
joyful mother of children.”—Ps. cxii: 8.

VERY unexpected circumstances soon changed the whole
current of Robert Thornton’s life, and put into his breast
new hope, and new and enlarged views of the future. “There
was no mistake—no doubt about it”—Mrs. Scudamore
said, “there is going to be an heir to the house of Thorn-
ton.” Mysterious messages went back and forth between
Digby’s house in town and Lastlands. Digby’s wife went
out there and stayed several days, and thereafter her visits
became very frequent. The two households were in a flut-
ter of anxious but pleasurable excitement. Thornton had
a new face. He did not give his usual attention to the
plantation. He seemed abstracted, and often left the
ground where important work was going on. Very soon
the cause of this became known to all, and the work was
none the worse for his absence.

He grew anxious, as time advanced, and would hardly
have his wife stir in the house, desiring her to turn over
to Mrs. Scudamore all household matters. But that good
lady knew better, and overruled him. “Don’t change your .
habits,” she said, “don’t take any unusual exercise, but
go straight on as before; only let us have a little more
amusement and diversion on foot than usual.”

When the eventful day was yet a month off, Mrs. Digby
went out to Lastlands. It had been long ago arranged
by the sisters that the “event,” as it had come to be called,
should occur in Digby’s house in town, where a physician
and experienced nurse could be had at a moment’s notice.
And so, after two days, the sisters were placed in Thorn-
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ton’s carriage, and with old Tom on the box, and “little
Dick” behind, it rolled away, freighted with love and hope
and tender solicitude. In town it was driven to Digby’s
house, where its precious burden was safely bestowed. In
a large, cheerful room, provided with every conceivable
comfort, and overlooking the most frequented promenade
of the little town, Thornton’s precious wife grew cheerful,
and awaited with reasonable equanimity the great event
of her life.

It was not long before Thornton was summoned to town.
He had left it more than a year before, shaking its dust
from his feet, with a resolution not to go again within
its limits, except under some imperious necessity. On the
way he could not help revolving in his mind all the un-
happy details of his misfortunes there. The bitter feeling
toward individuals by whom he thought he had been ill-
used, had died out, for he was incapable of nursing malevo-
lence, but he still bore, if not a “lodged hate,” yet a certain
loathing of the town, “the infernal town,” as he had called
it in his moments of heat. It would have puzzled him
to make specification of his grievances. Like all men of
public spirit, who have done the state some service, he
overrated the benefits he had conferred on the community,
and in the same degree exaggerated the ingratitude of the
public. In truth, he had been very highly valued by the
people of the town. Recognition of his public services had
been manifested by the board of trustees, who by resolution
had thanked him for the skill with which he had planned
and superintended the erection of certain public buildings;
and they had offered him pay for these services, which he
had refused to accept. Did he blame the community, that
vague entity which has no executive power, for not coming
to his aid and saving his property from sale? No, no; he
had nobody to blame but himself. He had incautiously, as
over-sanguine men are apt to do, gone into a losing busi-
ness, entailing debt, and the financial storm coming on,
found him in such deep water that no friend he had was
strong enough, without imminent peril to himself, to go to
his rescue. Digby was deeply involved in the general com-
mercial trouble and could not help him. Two friends,
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Captain Shelby and Joe Sterrett, had offered their credit
and every dollar they had, but he had declined to accept
their imprudent offers. Surely he was a fortunate man
to possess two such friends as these. And he was more a
man of the world than to count as friends all those who
had flattered or fawned upon him in the days of his pros-
perity, or to reckon in that category the many persons with
whom he had found himself closely associated, and with
whom the common social law required him to exchange
“the small sweet courtesies of life.” Did he blame his
creditors for a want of forbearance? It would have been
better for him if they had used less forbearance, and had
forced him to an earlier settlement. Then a lesson in pru-
dence might have been taught him, and a catastrophe
averted. But, in another sense, it was better for him as
it happened. He had been removed from associations that.
were fast leading to vice, and placed in a new field, and
had acquired there new energy and vigor. He had learned
“the sweet uses of adversity.” He had been taught that
wholesome lesson that happiness does not lie along “the
primrose path of dalliance,” and that it is not purchasable
with money. His brother Dick had correctly diagnosed his
case, when he said that what Bob lacked was a plan of
life—one that would be worthy enough to fill his whole
mind and wide enough to last all his days. Without this
a man only drifts like a seaweed along the ocean of life,
borne hither and thither by wind and wave, with no better
fate in store than to be stranded in some sunshiny cove,
and there grow like “the fat weed that roots itself in ease
on Lethe’s wharf.”

These reflections occupied Thornton’s mind as he rode
to town. He passed by his former home, now occupied
by strangers, not only without any feeling of regret, but
with a sense of aversion, as to a memento of his past pur-
poseless life. When he reached Digby’s house he had set-
tled into a philosophic mood, dismissed his resentment,
and made up his mind to make the most of the world as he
found it, and not make himself unhappy because it was
not what he would like it to be. His anxiety about his
wife soon expelled all other thoughts. While she, as we
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have seen, was in a reasonable state of equanimity, he was
restless in the extreme, running about from one recognized
authority to another, and getting encouragement from them
all. To Digby, who had had quite a large experience in
this field, hls conduct seemed in the highest degree ridicu-
lous.

One night, about eleven o’clock, the crisis came on.
Thornton was roused and despatched for the doctor. He
went straight to the theater, where nearly all the physi-
cians of that day were then most likely to be found. At
the door he inquires of Overstreet, the doorkeeper, and
learns that the doctor is in the house, and he hurries in.
As he enters, the after-piece is concluding, and a roar of
laughter from pit to gallery, in response to some sally of
Mr. Alex. Drake, the great comedian, salutes him. Pre-
occupied as he is, how untimely seems this burst of merri-
ment! He finds the doctor, and takes him out, still shak-
ing with merriment, and they hurry away; the doctor, as
they stride along, speaking only to ask a few leading ques-
tions. At the door of Digby’s house they meet Madame
Luba, the French nurse, who had been summoned by an-
other messenger. The doctor and she are old friends. They
exchange compliments and go into the house together, and
hasten up the stairway. Thornton closes the door, and is
about to follow them, when he is arrested by old Rose,
who, with the stiff formality of a drill sergeant, shows him
into the parlor below, and invites him to take a seat there,
and then hurries away.

There was something in the manner of that old servant
of his father that excited a feeling of surprise and appre-
hension. He sits alone in the great parlor, by the fire,
a single sperm candle burning on the table, meditating,
and vainly endeavoring to comprehend the situation. Then
he takes a book and tries to read, but finds himself incap-
able of fixing his attention upon the page. Then he walks
softly up and down the room. By and by he hears a door
open above, and somebody descends the back stairway. He
hastens out, and a moment after meets the old servant
Rose hurrym«r from the kitchen. To his question about
matters he gets no answer; the old woman only scowls and
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hurries up the stairway. Afterward, old Mrs. Haly, who
is a neighbor of Digby, and is attending as a volunteer on
this occasion, passes through the hall and is intercepted
by him. She answers him only by an impatient gesture of
the elbow, and a frown like that on the face of old Rose.

“What can it mean?” he soliloquizes. “They look at
me as if T had committed some crime”; and a vague sense
of guilt creeps over him. He goes back to the parlor and
resumes his seat by the table. The wick of the candle is
now clubbed, and sheds but a dim light. The fire is low,
and burns with a flickering blaze, casting long shadows
that leap and dance in a ghostly way upon the wall. In
the polished brass globes of the andirons he sees his own
visage, horribly distorted. He is much depressed. Now
the front door opens, a heavy step passes the parlor door
and goes to the rear of the main hall. He hears the voices
of two persons talking there in subdued tones. Now there
are footsteps going up the back stairway, and afterward
the heavy tread heard before comes slowly along the hall
and stops before the parlor door. Then the door opens
and the portly form of Digby enters.

“Well, Bob,” he says, “have you been all alone here this
long while? I had to go on an errand that could not be
entrusted to an ordinary messenger, or I should have been
here to keep you company and to comfort you.” Then
he takes the snuffers from the tray, snuffs the candle, and
lights another standing there.

“John, for Heaven’s sake tell me something about my
dear wife!”

“Your dear wife is just as well as can be expected”—
and then seeing Thornton get up from his chair at this
hackneyed answer, and observing the intense expression of
his face, Dighy quickly added, “She is safe, and doing
just as well as possible. Sit down and compose yourself.
There is no ground for apprehension.”

“John, you don’t know how I have suffered here, alone,
with no means of hearing from the poor darling! I saw
old Rose on her way from the kitchen, and asked her after
my wife, and do you know she scowled at me as if I were
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some guilty wretch, and went away without answering me.
So did old Mrs. Haly, whom I intercepted afterward.”

“Why, of course; that’s the way they always do, espe-
cially in a first case like this. You might as well go on
deck at night, in a storm at sea, and expect the sailors to
talk to you about the situation there. They would soon
tell you to go below, out of the way of those whose business
it is to work the ship.”

“But why do they scowl at me?”

“I don’t know exactly. It puzzled me a good deal when
I was served in the same way. They always do it.”

“You say they served you that way?”

“Yes; they serve any man so: the Tsar of Russia, the
Khan of Tartary, the Imam of Muscat—the Devil himself,
if he has any domestic establishment! They make a man
feel at a fearful discount, to speak commercially.”

“Indeed, I feel at a fearful discount morally—as if these
people had found out something wrong about me, of which
I am wholly ignorant.”

“Oh, yes, that’s the way they do it. They make you feel
like a malefactor.”

“That’s just it, like a malefactor!”

“But,” said Digby, “they’ll make ample amends, when
the trouble is all over. Old Rose will come down, with
smiles and curtseys, and congratulate you upon a fine son
or daughter, as the case may be, and show you upstairs,
where you will have an ovation, and feel yourself a better
man than you ever were before.”

At this moment there came from above a strange shrill
wail, which brought Thornton to his feet.

“My gracious! What is that?”

“It sounds like a clarionet, doesn’t it?” said Digby,
turning his ear upward.

“John! Where is the doctor? For heaven’s sake, go
and see what that means!”

“It means,” answered Digby, “that an heir is born to
the house of Thornton, and that the youngster has good
lungs, and that they are in full play. The doctor will be
down soon and will tell us all about it. Then he and the
nurses, all except one, will be functus officio. They will
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go away bag and baggage, and you will reign chief man in
the house for a month at least.” ,

And soon the doctor comes in smiling. He gives Thorn-
ton a cordial grasp of the hand, and congratulates him on
the safe arrival of a fine boy. Then he takes a glass of
wine, and partakes of a luncheon that has been provided
for him. - And then he talks of indifferent matters, and
then, after another glass of wine, he goes away. Thornton
thinks that, somehow, he treats a great event in a very
light way!

Then there is another step in the hall, and soon after
old Rose enters. As Digby had predicted, she is all smiles
and curtseys, and begs that “Mars Robert” will please go
up and see his wife and his soN!

Thornton hastens to the chamber, where he finds every-
body smiling welcome, and offering congratulations. He
goes at once to the dear wife, who has had her eyes turned
toward the door ever since old Rose went away on her
errand. He takes her slender hand in his strong brown -
fist, and imprints a kiss on her white forehead. A tear
falls from his eye upon her cheek, when, with a startled
look, she rains back kisses over his face.

Then he is invited to look at the baby, and after much
pulling away of covering he is shown a little red being,
nestling in a profusion of soft wraps, like a young bird.

Then the old French nurse, who is putting on her shawl
and hood, says: “Now you feel mity proud, I s’pose, be-
cause you have one fan sonn! Well, Madame is all well,
an ze leetle man is well, and now, Messieu Tornton, you
muz bring me ’ome. I muz ’ave you fau ezcort.” Then
turning to the wife, she says: ‘“Good-night, Mees Torn-
ton. Everything goes right; keep quite. An’ doan’ you
be jalluse fau let yo "usban’ go ’ome wiz me.” And when
a little langh went round at this, she straightened herself
with an air, and added: “Ah! but dare was a time—wen
I was young—I had two block eye—ah! dat is all gone!
Allons, Messieu, bring ze old woman ’ome; good-night.”
And Thornton went away with her on his arm.

For some days Thornton’s mind was filled with a medley
of new ideas and emotions. He did not at once realize
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the parental feeling. But a few days after it came upon
him in full force. Going into his wife’s chamber, he finds
the little being at the mother’s breast. A tiny pink hand
with nails of pearl, rests there, and a dimple on its cheek
comes and goes, with the regularity of a pulse, as it drinks
at the “font of life.”” The mother’s brow is slightly arched,
and her eyes are turned down upon the little face with a
look we dare mot venture to deseribe, but which must be
common to young mothers and ‘newly arrived angels in
Paradise. L ‘

During the stay of Thornton’s wife in town Lastlands
was in a state of demoralization. Everybody there was
seized by a desire to go to town. Never hefore had the
intercourse between the two places been so frequent. Lit-
tle Dick or old Tom was ever on the box driving Barbara
or Mrs. Scudamore or both over the road. Meantime, all
Thornton’s bachelor friends, Russell, Stackpole, McIntyre,
Mr. Jack Taylor, felt impelled to go out and offer conso-
lation to him, and to beguile the imagined pressure of his
new responsibility. Mr. Ould was disposed to join them,
but was kept in town by the impending trial of a case of
great importance.

The average reader will know how grossly Thornton’s
case was misunderstood by his well-meaning bachelor
friends, and that while he entertained them in the country
he often wished them in Jericho and himself on the road
to town, which he found strangely shortened now that a
wife and child lay at the end of it.



CHAPTER XIX

AN EXPERIMENT IN SLAVEHOLDING

“But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride
At length broke under me.”

At TuE Favris, McCrae had not failed to attain in the
circle of trade that influence and consideration always ac-
corded there to a man possessed of money. He was now
anxious to extend this influence and consideration beyond
this circle, and in order further to ingratiate himself had
made, on easy conditions, loans to certain traders of lim-
ited capital but of good social connections, and on like
conditions had obliged young men of good expectations,
as, needing ready money, would consent to be beholden to
him—by these and other like means purchasing good opin-
ions. He had now fallen in love with a widow without
fortune, but of high character, and excellent connections,
and of breeding far above his own. Before this he had
seemed careless and even defiant of the opinions of such
people as were thonght to constitute the aristocratic ele-
ment in the community, relying for whatever social weight
he might have there upon the invincible avoirdupois of
his balance in bank. But now, softened and subjugated
by that passion which elevates and refines all whom it pos-
sesses, he longed for a higher plane in social life. For
this he had tried to conciliate Thornton, and would have
hesitated at hardly any sacrifice necessary to attain it. But
stung by Thornton’s reply to his friend’s effort on his
behalf, to which much publicity had been given, and being
naturally vindictive as an Indian, he had brooded over
projects of revenge. With a vague purpose of annoyance,
and of being on the ground, and in a manner within easy
reach of his enemy, he had bought a piece of land in the
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Lastlands ncighborhood, adgomlng that of old Hugh
Vaughn, where he had built a substantial weather-boarded
log- house and ample negro quarters, and had put in charge
there a nephew brought from Missouri, whom he had pro-
cured to be made deputy sheriff and assigned to that
district. Living there with a large band of slaves, this
deputy, Williams by name, was busily engaged supervising
the clearing and planting of the land, as well as with his
official duties. McCrae was a frequent visitor to this place,
and was by his proximity often thrown into the company
of Hugh Vaughn. Men are more readily drawn together
by some vicious trait than by any virtue they may have in
common, and these men were now attracted and drawn
into intimate relation by the ruling passion of both, ava-
rice. McCrae knew that Vaughn had a considerable bal-
ance in the bank where his own account was kept, and this,
with the thrifty condition of his farm, made Vaughn, in
his eyes, in a high degree respectable ; while McCrae’s well-
known wealth, his official position, and his notorious
influence with the magistracy, made him, in the eyes of
Vaughn, a veritable magnate. Far more agreeable and
congenial than Thornton was this new intimate, to the old
farmer. Together they enjoyed a delightful communion
of spirit, never lacking an agreeable subject upon which
McCrae could talk and Vaughn could listen forever—
money.

A few days before the time appointed for the sale of Ster-
rett’s slaves, Thornton was surprised by a visit from Hugh
Vaughn. Partly from association with McCrae, and partly
on Phoebe’s account, he too was now inspired by social
ambition, and had thoughts of assuming a more stylish
manner of life. He had at one time dreamed even of a
mounted servant to attend him, as he had seen Thornton’s
father always, and now Thornton often attended. But he
dismissed this scheme, conscious of his unfitness for such
an aristocratic role, and would now be content with a slave
woman for a cook, and a man to work on the farm, and
thus relieve his wife of the drudgery of the kitchen and
himself of hard work, to which he was fast becoming un-
equal. Possessed of this idea, he had come to advise with
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Thornton about the purchase, at the sale, of two of Ster-
rett’s slaves, a man and a woman. Thornton told him of
his own design to buy these slaves, explainjng that his only
object was to oblige Sterrett and his wife, by securing a
good home to faithful slaves brought to the auction block,
and that if it would be agreeable to Sterrett, he himself
would be content that Vaughn should buy them. Then at
Vaughn’s request he gave him a letter to Sterrett stating
Vaughn’s desire, and certifying to his humane charaeter.
With this Vaughn visited Sterrett, who agreed that as to
two of these slaves, a man and his wife not “born in his
house,” but “purchased with his money,” it would be agree-
able to him that Vaughn should buy them. After the
death of Captain Shelby it was thought that all Sterrett’s
debts would be paid from his -estate and the execution
against his slaves satisfied. TUnder this impression the
execution against Sterrett’s slaves had been returned by
order of the creditors without a sale. But the Captain
made by will a strict settlement of everything in trust for
his daughter and her children, and the execution was re-
newed, and the sale was now soon to take place. On the
morning appointed for this, Vaughn was early at Lastlands,
whence he and Thornton, attended by Tom Strother, rode
away toward the place of sale. All the way, old Tom
riding behind out of ear-shot, Vaughn said nothing about
his contemplated purchase. Only the evening before he
had notified his wife of his design, and they had talked
the matter over until late in the night. She was taken by
surprise, but opposed the scheme with great earnestness,
using all her power of dissuasion in vain. Yet, though he
had maintained his point against her, and thought he had
settled the question with his own conscience, citing from
Scripture many passages justifying slavery, and the exam-
ple of Washington and other great and good men, and
under his eye McCrae and others, estimable neighbors, all
this had failed to set his mind at ease, and now, as the
hour drew migh for the consummation of his design, he
found his desire to become a glavehdlder, somehow, greatly
abated. That long talk with the good wife recurred to him
again and again, and she proved now, behind at home, more
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potent than when she had confronted him with mild but
firm dissuasion. As they neared the place of sale he was
undergoing throes of conscience that woefully distressed
him. To Thornton, “to the manner born,” the transaction
was a matter of course. He was in high spirits over the
opportunity to oblige Sterrett and to succor the helpless
slaves, and had no suspicion of Vaughn’s troubles.

Soon after their arrival on the ground the slaves were
put up. First the two men, who after a lively contest,
which carried them up to the full price, were bought by
Thornton. Then the man and wife intended for Vaughn
were put up. Meantime, the old Pennsylvanian farmer had
been growing more and more disturbed as this moment-
approached, industriously mopping with a red silk hand-
kerchief his sweating face, and in such a state of agitation
that, though the deputy sheriff, cognizant of Vaughn’s de-
sign, again and again invited bids, looking at him with a
glance of intelligence, he made no response. Then Thorn-
ton, seeing his bewildered condition and correctly inter-
preting it, bid for them, and became the owner of all four
of Sterrett’s slaves. When the official sale was over, Ould,
who was present and had quietly looked on at the proceed-
ings, paid the sheriff and took his receipt and then went
away.

One of the farmers of the neighborhood, many of whom
were present, then brought out a lame negro boy eleven
years old, with a crutch, and explaining that he was about
to remove to Illinois, and had sold among his neighbors
all his slaves except this boy, for whom he desired to get
a good home, announced that he would sell him to any
gentleman at his own price; adding in a low voice, with
a laugh, “provided the gentleman suited him, and should
be approved by the boy.” “He has only one leg,” he said,
“but he is very active, and 1 will match him to go over
fences against any boy of his age anywhere. Get up, "Lijah,
and show these gentlemen how you can get about on one
leg.” Upon this the lad sprang up, and exhibited uncom-
mon activity and dexterity, lifting himself over a fence and
back again, and capering on his crutch with the nimbleness
of a monkey on his pole. Then fixing his eyes on Thorn-
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ton and renewing his feats, he elicited much applause from
all, but kept his eyes so constantly on Thornton that he
seemed to be playing exclusively to him. Thornton had
mounted his horse, and was about to ride away with old
Tom, but had paunsed to witness Elijah’s feats, and now
called to his owner, “What do you ask for him?”

“Take him at your own price, Colonel Thornton,” was
the reply.

“Is he a good boy ?”

“The best little nigger in the world”—seconded by many
voices, and from the crowd a benevolent cry, “Take him,
Colonel ; he will suit you to a T.” And then a guilty, half-
‘subdued voice saying, “He’ll match old Kirby,” was an-
swered, “If old Kirby hears of that he’ll crack your head
with his wooden leg.” At which there was a laugh. Then
Thornton, who had been attentively regarding the boy, said
to him, “Do you want to belong to me?”’ At which he
sprang up, assenting with such alacrity as caused a general
laugh and a repetition of the benevolent cry to Thornton
to “take him.” Then Thornton said, “Come along, ’Lijah.
Tom, take him behind you.” And then seeing the boy
approach Tom’s horse, adjusting his crutch for a leap, he
cried out to him, “Jump!” and Elijah, carrying in his
hand a bundle containing his little “possibles,” dexterously
lifted himself into the air and alighted behind old Tom.
There was almost a round of applause at this, while old
Tom wore a glum face at the undignified companionship.

Calling up his newly acquired slaves, Thornton had given
to each of them a gratuity and a holiday of three days,
Sterrett promising at the end of that time to send them
with all their worldly goods to Lastlands. A conference
followed with Elijah’s owner, when, after an amiable con-
test, the farmer insisting that he should take him as a free
gift, Thornton paid him fifty dollars for Elijah.

Very noticeable was the sympathy of the assembled
farmers with the desire of the owner of Elijah that he
should go to Thornton, as was the amiable glee with which
they hailed this consummation. As for Elijah, he attained,
in belonging to the “big Lastlands plantation,” something
beyond the wildest dream of his ambition,
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On the way home, Thornton and Vaughn riding to-
gether and old Tom and Elijah behind, out of earshot, the
desire of the old farmer to possess slave property was in
a degree revived. He had left home with a fixed resolution,
as he had announced to his household, to buy two slaves,
and now he was returning with none. This was not agree-
able to him, and he proposed that Thornton should let him
have Elijah, but Thornton was by no means inclined {u
do this, considering himself under an implied obligation
to keep him, by reason of the circumstances attending his
purchase. Finding his old friend very persistent, and, that
he might make an experiment in slaveholding, Thornton
at last agreed to hire the boy to him, with this proviso:
that if at the expiration of three months all parties, Thorn-
ton, Vaughn, and Elijah, should agree, he might become
the owner of Elijah for fifty dollars. Thus for a very
small consideration the old farmer became the conditional
owner of a slave, and felt himself already a party to the
“institution”; identified with its interests, and entitled
to discuss it, and to defend or denounce it, as he might
choose, on all proper occasions. Nay, entitled, if he should
think proper, even to aspire to membership of the “Yeo-
man’s Club!” As for the question of conscience, he si-
lenced this by considering the uncertain nature of his
ownership, with its contingencies, and, in any event, how
slightly he would be involved in slaveholding, owning only
a poor crippled boy, whom it would be an act of charity
to care for; and considering further, that he was said to
be an excellent shoe-black, and would relieve him of an
ugly job, and could go to the spring for water, and that
for these things alone he was “dirt cheap at fifty dollars.”

The social ambition that had entered the breast of Hugh
Vaughn was not altogether a selfish passion, but was due
mainly to a desire to open a fairer career to Pheebe, his
only daughter, the child of his old age, the very apple of.
his eye. He had not failed to observe her improvement
in all respects since she had been associated with the Last-
lands household, and he was now full of fatherly pride in
her beauty and early maturity. He hoped before he should
be called away from earth to see her well married, and
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he would look high for a mate for her. Mean as he was
about money, he denied her nothing. Now that she was
fast approaching womanhood he astonished everybody by
stimulating, instead of repressing, the natural love of the
girl for finery. He never came now from one of his peri~
odical expeditions to the town without bringing for her
boxés and bundles of fine things. These were not always
in the best taste, as Pheebe herself was prompt to see, and
at her request Mrs. Thornton had undertaken to make
her purchases, through “Sister Dighy,” whose taste was
infallible. Thus Miss Phoebe Vaughn had in a short time
become one of the best dressed, as she had already been
considered one of the prettiest, of the budding beauties
of the Lastlands neighborhood.

Paul Scudamore beheld this change with a sinking heart.
That sensitive organ ached after having seen her one Sat-
urday, neatly and beautifully arrayed, come on a visit to
Lastlands. That day Paul went away from the house and
kept away out of sight until she had gone home, and after-
ward lay awake all night feeling (as he said long after-
ward) as if a sharp stake lay crosswise in his left breast.
Poor Paul! He now thought her too good for him, or for
anybody. She seemed to have soared away above his reach.
Everybody would be coming to court her now. Some
prince would come, as they do in fairy tales, and take her
away to be his bride.

It was known to Paul that Williams, the new deputy
sheriff; was a regular visitor of Vaughn’s household, and
often on Sundays passed the whole day there. He was
what old Kirby called “a paradeful man.” Instead of the
usual fatigue suit of plain material worn by other depu-
ties, he was arrayed in broadcloth, and rode always with
a beaver hat, and buckskin leggings, with saddle-bags and
@ portmanteau capacious enough to hold not only his offi-
cial papers but an ample wardrobe besides: Such a shining,
polished and varnished deputy had never before been seen
in the Lastlands district. Already it was whispered among
the knowing gossips that though some twelve years or more
older than Pheebe, a disparity then considered almost in-
compatibility; he was paying his addresses to her; that he



An Experiment in Slaveholding 201

was a favorite of his rich unele, McCrae, and would be his
heir; and a match between them was confidently expected.

As the intimacy between McCrae and Vaughn’s house-
hold increased it was observable that the cordiality between
that of Lastlands and Vaughn’s sensibly diminished.
Though Pheehe was every day in attendance at Mr. Wall’s
school, and a regular visitor to Lastlands on Saturdays,
Barbara had seldom returned these visits, and for some
time, as by a tacit understanding, the visits had all been
on one side. Barbara’s nice sense had detected in Vaughn’s
household an air of reserve before alien to them, and meet-
ing there more than once the deputy sheriff;, and repelled
by his vulgar air, and seeing in his manner to Phwhe
something from which she instinctively revolted, she ceased
to go there. In time it became manifest that some agency
had been at work to disturb the friendly relations of the
two households. This was manifested by slow degrees,
because both were now very busy with their various indus-
tries, and the intercourse had long been maintdined by
Pheebe alone. As for old Vaughn, even in the leisure sea-
son, he had not been inclined to visit Lastlands, finding
himself, from a lack of exchangeable ideas, unable to appear
to advantage in the company that the summer season’ now
brought there. Some semblance of good neighborhood had
subsisted for a time in the interchange of presents, com-
mon between neighbors in the country, but even these had
now ceased, and Pheebe was talking of being withdrawn
from the school.

Thornton had been so absorhed in the work of the plan-
tation that he did not observe these various circumstances,
and was unconscious of the changed relations of the house-
holds. At last, having them fully explained. he at once
took the blame to himself, attributing it to his neglect of
the old farmer, by not going as often as he should have
done to visit him, recalling, with a sharp touch of remorse,
the kind reception given him when he had first come out
to inspect Lastlands, before removing from the town. With
this feeling he went at once to visit Vaughn, resolved, if
practicable, to restore the old friendly relations of the
households, Having apologized for his own neglect, taking
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great blame to himself, and having gone far to invite some
show of reconciliation on the part of Vaughn, and this
being not manifested, but his advances received in silence,
and with a look of sullen reserve on the part of the old
farmer, Thornton could only accept the situation by for-
mally taking his leave. For only a moment, as he went
away, he saw the good wife, who saluted him gravely, but
more in sorrow than in anger.

A short time after this visit, to the surprise and gratifi-
cation of all Lastlands, Elijah was sent home. He had
often while in Vaughn’s service visited Lastlands, and
everybody there had been already prepared to like him, by
the representations of Paul and Mrs. Scudamore, to whom
he had been long known, and by the doctor, who had taken
off his leg. He brought no explanation, which would have
been proper, seeing that the period of probation agreed
upon had not yet quite ended, but said that he had only
been told by Vaughn to “go home to his master.” Thorn-
ton had long determined, when the time should expire, to
bring him home, and now that the conduct of his old friend
savored of resentment, he was glad to have this anticipated.
As for the slaves at Lastlands, they were jubilant. All
along, the public opinion of “the quarter” had been against
Elijah’s remaining with Vaughn. Kentucky slaves were
always full of aristocratic notions, and they looked upon
the aspiration of the Pennsylvanian farmer to “own nig-
gers” as downright presumption ; and they had not failed
to imbue Elijah with this notion. He bore witness to very
kind treatment from Vaughn’s household, but confiden-
tially told Charles Fetter of some very ill usage he had
received from Williams, who, meeting him on his way with
a letter in his hand from Phaebe to Barbara, had demanded
to see the superscription, and on a slight demur by Elijah
had kicked away his crutch and slapped him to the ground.
Charles enjoined him to say nothing of this, and it was
not known to Thornton till some time after. Meantime,
Pheebe continued to come to Lastlands, and when John
D. and Buttons came out on Saturdays the young people
had many pleasant hours, loitering together in the delight-
ful precincts.



CHAPTER XX

TITLES OF HONOR IN KENTUCKY
“Colonels without regiments, and captains without companies.”

THAT readers unacquainted with Kentucky manners and
customs may understand how Thornton, whom they have
known at The Falls as plain Robert Thornton, after a
short residence in the country, in a time of profound peace,
came to have a military title and to be on all hands called
Colonel Thornton, it becomes necessary to say, parentheti-
cally, something of the sources of titles of honor in Ken-
tucky. Their chief technical source is the prerogative of
the governor, who may appoint an indefinite number of
gentlemen to be commissioned as colonels, and to constitute
his military staff. By the exercise of this prerogative every
fourth year since the inauguration of Governor Shelby in
1792, a very considerable addition had been made, and
will continue to be made, to this array of Kentucky colo-
nels, already in number an army in themselves. For a
time these officers were accustomed to consider their corps
as only the skeleton of an army, of which the muscles and
sinews and other requisite parts w