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  Chapter I.
Sloping Tom.


  To one of the sweetest dells that lie hidden like orient pearls in the dark setting of the Cross-timbers, and near the rippling waters of a small river which fell into the Brazos—known in those parts as Skull Creek—there came one day a hunter. He had with him three horses, two guns, a large stock of powder, a long axe, and above all two darkies in the position of domestic attendants as they were called in Texas, officieux as the French revolution denominated them, or to use the English vernacular-slaves. The proprietor of this varied assortment of goods was a Yankee, six feet high; stout, strong, and hearty, he would have delighted the hearts of all that numerous section of female humanity who admire the male sex by the hundredweight,—the majority, I fear, without reflecting that every great man was always a little one, Napoleon, Alexander, Milton, Shakespeare, Byron, all, in fact, of the mighty names which are world-wide in their extent, belonged to the smaller section of humanity. But not so Sloping Tom, who was, however, more remarkable for his feats of strength than for his brightness of intellect, for his long walks than for his knowledge of geography, more learned in rifles, paddles, and brandy-cocktails, than in parts of speech poetry, Shakespeare, et hoc genus omne. Happy man! who preferred to pens, pokers; and who never endured the misery of correcting a proof, or of providing » copy,« with the devil snoring lustily at the bottom of his stairs, and constantly reminding him that compositors are waiting for composition. Still the latter event has its charms, a man bored for copy is better off than the poor devil who cannot get his MSS. read.


 But the hero of this narrative, unaware that he would ultimately be food for print, having surveyed the remote locality to which he had arrived, and having completed his examination to his own inward and intense satisfaction, drew in the rein of his mustang, as the dismal Rozinantes of the wilds are called, and like another Don Quixote, prepared to camp ’neath the verdant leaf of the forest.


 »Spry and actyve, darkies,« he cried; »look alive and unload the traps. This is the pertickler spot in which I expect to spend the rest of my days.«


 »Ees, massa.«


 »Unshackle Iago and the rest of the etarnal brute creation, and then operate upon the interior lining of man’s body.«


 »Ees, massa.«


 »Look alive, Scipio, or you’re bound to be licked; and you, Methuselah, stir likelier, or Gin’ral Jackson and the army of the U-n-ited States, you're in for a strappado, I swar!«


 »Ees, ees, massa,« replied the negroes again, laughing, for they knew their master.


 »Laughing, you black scoundrels,« said Sloping Tom; » why darn your stockings, you ebony varmint, war’s my whip?«


 »Him could'nt say, no sabee,« said Scipio, who was rapidly unloading the horses with the assistance of Methuselah.


 »I reckon you'd better not: hide it away, or I'll hide you,« said the master, lazily stretching himself on the velvet sod; but think of supper now.«


 »Wat massa like?« replied Methuselah, solemnly.


 »Joking again, you scoundrel,« said the nraster, »a pretty pertikler hound you are—why what is there?«


 »Dar him haf de cold Turkey dat massa him kill on de Brazos; den dar,-»


 »What?«


 »Dar’s notin else, massa,« said the black, grinning;« »de oder half gone long ago.»


 «By the sole of Washington’s old boots!« cried the master, »sarve me up the turkey,—and then to work, shoulder the axe and lay me out a hut. Here I camp.«


 William Ogilvy, vulgarly known as Sloping Tom, was a young man who had a year or two before entered Texas with bag and baggage, composed of some ten thousand dollars in hard cash, twenty-five warranted darkies, and everything necessary for locating himself in a satisfactory manner. Unfortunately Galveston was the landing port, and in the prime days of the young republic's prosperity, there was not any town in America so full of temptation as this village of wooden shanties. There were grog-shops, oyster-houses, and ballrooms; there was Mrs. Souter’s whiskey - toddy, and Shaw’s table d’hote, which was a host in itself; there was the Mexicans’ card-room and the Dutch balls, and other haunts of dissipation too numerous te mention. Now Sloping Tom was a merry fellow, cursed with a fine voice—which unless for professional singers is always a curse—and a rare talent on the fiddle, two of the most fatal accomplishments a young man can have. Given, a young tradesman with a fine voice and a fiddle; how many days will he be out of the Gazette? Now in Galveston there is no such invention. If you can’t pay your debts, you can’t; and there’s an end on’t. No one will think the worse of you, but rather the better. In fact, the more you owe the more you are considered; the smarter man you must have been, and the greater your credit once. Now William Ogilvy was not a shaver, but one of the shaved. He got not into debt, but he spent first his dollars, then his darkies, like a fine young Yankee gentleman, without ever thinking of the day when he should have neither dollars nor niggers. His time was spent at taverns, oyster-shops, balls, and private parties, and merrily went; the enemy. One evening, as ill-luck would have it, he was present at a grand »shindy« or party at Sheriff Smith’s. ‘There were there all the aristocracy of the first. city in the republic, and amongst others two unmarried ladies, sisters — Julia and Helen Bennett. Both were. charming, for both were heiresses. In addition, they were lovely in form and face, especially Julia, who was indeed a sweet specimen of United States female bloom, fresh but for a day, fading at twenty-five. But William Ogilvy never looked forward seven days, much less seven years—and Julia was eighteen. They were orphans under the charge of an old. aunt, having lost mother and father both in Texas. They had some idea of returning home, but had never yet gained courage to face the fatigues of a long and wearisome journey. Julia was I have said a heiress; she had shares in innumerable canals and railways, owned a. nice little estate in Texas, and thirty-two negroes, male and female, worth some 25,000 dollars.


 »Miss Julia,« said our hero, plain-spoken Yankee as he was, on the very evening of their first meeting, » is your heart located?«


 » Oh! Captain.«


 »Is it, say?« and the wild Virginian looked many and most unutterable things.


 » Really, Captain Ogilvy-I-«


 »I am in love with you, miss; and by the head and shoulders of Martin Van Buren —»


 »Mr. Ogilvy!« interrupted Miss Julia, with the dignity of a true-hearted girl of eighteen, »I really do not know you.«


 » There’s no time lost, I guess,« said William Ogilvy, called Sloping Tom because his name wasn’t Thomas—» you are young and tender enough.«


 » You are very gallant, Mr. Ogilvy,« replied Julia, in a stately tone; »but excuse me if I decline such forward addresses.«


 Away, with these words, sailed the young lady to join her merry-eyed sister, leaving the amorous American, looking, to use his own expressive phraseology, like a bristling porcupine.


 » Well, I wish I may be shot if she arn’t the very genwine article, spry and lively as a wild colt, eyes like a fawn in spring, and ankle like a bounding elk. She’s bound to be Mistress Ogilvy, or that’s not my name.«


 This determination come to, our hero lost no time in laying his plans. Every morning about breakfast time he called on the ladies, by whom he was kindly and hospitably received; his frank and manly manner even seemed to please them, but if he dared venture upon anything in the least approaching the tender, they both became frigid in their tone. Ogilvy, wild and audacious as he was elsewhere, was forced to yield to the influence of beauty, youth, and womanly majesty; after his first bold declaration, he trembled at the very thoughts of making love, for he dreaded the eye of Julia, which had, to him, that power which the apprentice of Varden the blacksmith fancied his possessed, and which he used so often to the supposed terror of man.


 At the end, however, of three months, he one day, by dint of Mrs. Souter’s toddy, screwed his slackened courage to the sticking place, and having caught Julia alone, made once more a declaration in due form, and was kindly but ~ positively rejected. There was no dislike to him, but he was a drinker, a ninepin player, a card player, a frequenter of grog-shops, and Julia had a woman’s fear of habits which, to say the least, were in some degree undomestic.


 »I will reform,« said the tall Yankee, penitently.


 »Impossible.«


 »I will never drink again, more than to quench thirst,« he exclaimed, in rueful tones.


 »You could not resist.«


 »I will never enter a ten-pin alley,« continued Ogilvy, with an impassioned air.


 »I cannot credit you.«


 »I will forswear wickham, all-fours, and dice,« he still more emphatically urged.


 » For a week, not more.«


 »I will never enter a grog-shop—no never, I swear it by the immortal—«


 » Swear not at all, Mr. Ogilvy, said Julia, kindly; »but spare me all these premises; it is painful to say » No« so often, but the word is said.«


 » Then I will sell every stick I have in the world, leave man behind me, seek the wilderness, and be a squatter.«


 »Never! society has too many charms for you.«


 »Adieu! tomorrow I am off; to-day I sell my traps, and by the immortal smash of Wall-street, I marry the first Indian gal I meet up in them diggens.«


 »The very best thing you could do,« said Julia, with a faint laugh; » but you will never go.«


 Our readers have seen that he did.


  Chapter II.
The Squatter’s Home.


 In a week after the arrival of William Ogilvy upon the confines of Skull Creek, he had erected, with the aid of his two attached negroes, two huts, one for himself, and one for his servitors, with a rude shed beneath which the horses could lie when not roaming at their will in the prairie.


 This done he at once arranged his plans of action. He saw that to cure the heart wound which afflicted him it was necessary to leave himself no unemployed time; that he must not idle about and be a prey to thought. He could have no social intercourse with his fellow men, that charmed draught of talk and converse which are the happy oases in existence; he had none of those silly tricks to kill time at hand known as billiards, ten-pins, and other vacant occupations which level man alongside the frolicking monkey—and it was lucky; therefore, the need of seeking existence, life, food presented itself. Hunting became his occupation. At dawn he rose, and having eaten, went out accompanied by one negro while the other remained to attend to domestic duties, In this way midday arrived, when he made it a rule to return and seek food and rest during the afternoon heat for himself and his dark companions. ‘Thus for months passed life, and though William Ogilvy was sad and often thoughtful, he complained not.


 No Indian girl had come in his way!:


 This gave him intense satisfaction, for now and then as this, his threat to Julia, occurred to him, he felt that he was quite capable of doing that which he said he would in a moment of irritation. Not that he wished to do so, but as his love for Julia was a hopeless passion, he reasoned with himself that it would be idle to be for ever alone in the world because one woman had rejected his addresses.


 » But I do—did—so love her,« he would ruefully add, and then, if he were still, he would start up and, seizing his gun, hasten across the grassy prairie, to kill, out of pure desperation, a rice bird, a partridge, a quail, or any other of the tiny denizens of the bush and brake.


 In this way months passed and Ogilvy cottoned to his life. The sublime scene around him, the endless plains dotted with islands which in the distance seemed to float between heaven and earth, the long day, unbroken by the various occupations which had been habitual to him during his town life, far from being monotonous, was delightful. The unbounded freedom of his existence was alone a charm.


 One day, however, it suddenly occurred to him that when at school, he had learned to read, and a faint glimmer came across him, that during the intense heats this might prove 8 pleasant mode of passing the time. He was, it is true, ten days’ journey from Galveston, but he had a negro who knew his way, and in whom he could Place confidence. Accordingly no sooner did the idea obtain fixed possession of his mind, than Scipio was ordered to saddle two horses, arm himself to the teeth, and furnished with a well-conned message and four brigh dollars, he started.


 » Sip,« said his master, as he started, »them brutes are bound to go. I give you twenty days; the twenty-first I whack you.


 » Ees, massa,« said Sip, with a broad grin, and then away he sped by the track which led towards an ancient Indian trail, that served to guide him towards Galveston.


 » Golly!« exclaimed Methuselah, as he gradually rode out of sight, » him go like him streak of lightning. ‘Spose him see Miss July, yah! yah!—oh, massa!«


 This rapid change from a cry of pleasure to one of pain, was occasioned by a vigorous poke in the ribs, administered by the huge fist of his master.


 * Silence! you item of darkness!« he cried, with a rigid and angry look; » speak that name again, and I’m bound to lick your hide, you son of evil. Go out of my sight.«


 »Ees, massa,« said the negro, who, holding his side, began to move away.


 » Here.«


 »Ees, massa.«


 » Go fill your dark stomach,« cried his good-natured master, who knew no better way of making up for his moment of anger; » and if you can find the rum bottle help yourself; but if ever-——«


 »Ees, massa;« and away hurried the grinning black, whose poke at the side was already forgotten.


 Ogilvy had so long accustomed himself to the presence of his two negroes, that the departure of Sip was not without its influence,—the more that it set him thinking of towns, of cities, of town life, and by a natural transition of Galveston and its inhabitants—and hence of Julia.


 ‘I wish I had’nt sent him,« he growled the day following his departure» he’s bound to tell where I am. Methuselah, you scoundrel, come here.«


 » Massa!«


 » How long would it take you to catch Sip?«


 * Nebber do it, massa.«


 » Why?«


 » Him get consid’wable de adwantage ob me.«


 Ogilvy turned away his head, but made no reply.


  Chapter III.
The Indian Girl.


 A Fortnight had passed and still no Sip was seen. The exile and wanderer rose at dawn, took his rifle and went out in a sad and melancholy mood towards the prairie. His steps led him towards a pool in Skull Creek, situated about a mile from his camp, where it was his wont every morning to waylay the thirsty deer, that came there to drink. His rifle, however, lay unheeded on his shoulder, and he had reached the pool without once raising his head, or thinking of the object which had brought him to the spot, when a slight sound as if of footsteps caused him to raise his head.


 On the opposite side of the pool, unconscious of his presence, stood the slight and elegant form of an Indian girl.


 » By the immortal memory of Bunkers-hill,« muttered Ogilvy, »I'm rig’larly chawed up.«


 And concealing himself behind a tree, he watched with intense interest the creature thus thrown in his way, as if to try his constancy to love, or to his word.


 She was young, and though of very dark and sunburnt features, far more than pretty—she was beautiful. There was a classic outline of form and feature which, though rare, was still met with in a race whose severe treatment of the sex generally precluded all hope of female beauty.


 »She wore a blue tunic, a host of ornaments upon her neck and bosom, over which was thrown a cloak of many furs ingeniously sewn together. She had leggings of untanned hide, with mocassins, with which she entered the pool after a moment's hesitation, to cross exactly to the spot where Ogilvy was concealed.


 »I'm a gone ’coon,« he muttered with his teeth clenched; »but I said it, and I'm bound to stick to my word, I'll marry the first Ingine girl I clap my eyes on.«


 The graceful being who now stood within two yards of him, held in her hands a rifle of light calibre and exquisite workmanship, which she raised towards the shoulder as a deer came in view. The animal was at far too great a distance to be reached by her weapon, but as she fired, the heavy gun of Ogilvy fell into the hollow of his hand and the reports were simultaneous. Our hero saw not the deer fall headlong dead into a brake, for the lovely creature who stood near him, fell also crouching against a tree, and trembling.


 »I skeared you, I expect;« said Ogilvy, with a forced laugh, as he raised her to her feet, »‘ but what was the use of shooting a deer with that thing?«


 The girl shook her head in token of not understanding.


 »I expected that’ud be the state of things,« continued Ogilvy, gazing at her curiously; »* she are a lovely creature, too. But though I'm bound to take her for a wife, as I said, seeing she’s the first Ingine girl l've fell on, I'm sartin not to love her for Julia—no,« and he stamped his foot; » I’m a fool, I don’t love Julia, I hate her!«


 The girl who seemed much alarmed, gazed at him with some wonder, but when he gave her in hand her rifle, and made sign that she should follow him, appeared much relieved. He was a white man, she could see, and with that knowledge all fear for her scalp was over.


 » Where is your camp?« he asked, making use of those expressive signs which are rapidly understood by the intelligent of all lands.


 The girl paused, and pointing towards a column of smoke which rose at no great distance, made as if she would lead him thither.


 » They’re all the same,« muttered Ogilvy; ‘deceitful and artful. »No, no, wench, this is your way;« and he pointed to thetrail which led in the direction of his own camp.


 The Indian girl bowed her head and prepared to follow with the usual resignation of her race, the more marked in that she was a woman.


 » I expect I shall have a skrimmage,« said William Ogilvy, soliliquising aloud, »those copper-coloured rascals will not give up the gal without a fight. Well, I'm bound to have her, so they may expect a bellyful.«


 After this warlike declaration, Ogilvy not being able to converse with his prisoner, was silent; and in this manner they reached the huts of the squatter, where our exile with considerable satisfaction saw the grinning physiognomy of Sip in ardent colloquy with Methuselah.


 »So, you ugly nigger,« exclaimed the squatter, » you are back.«


 ‘Ees, massa, and plenty to read, and plenty to tell. Sip him see such lots of friends.«


 »Never mind.« interrupted Ogilvy, hastily; »I want no news, and mind you, not a word of any friends.«


 »Not of Miss July?« said the nigger, slily.


 » Rather speak of the devil!« exclaimed the backwoodsman, angrily; » but that is enough. Here, darkies,« he continued, more quietly, » behold your mistress—obey her as you would me.«


 The two negroes, who had been eyeing the Indian girl with considerable curiosity, were profuse in their promises of obedience, and Methuselah led her away to show her the interior of the hut, while Ogilvy lingered alongside of Sip, with an excuse to overlook the breakfast.


 » Miss July been very ill,« said Sip, boldly.


 » Ah!« replied Ogilvy, seating himself, and bowing his head on his knees. Next minute his vacant gaze was fixed upon the fire, as if wholly unconscious of all the rest of the world.


 » She been very ill,« continued Sip.


 » My God!« cried the poor wanderer, aloud; » very ill, and I not there—oh! could I think that it was the memory of poor me—but no, no,—I have said it, and I will do it—yes, I am a man of my word; and if I ride fifty miles to find a priest, I will marry the Indian girl.


 » Golly!« said Sip, with his eyes glistening, whether with tears or not was hard to say, » Golly but you do love Miss July.«


 » Sip,« cried the exile, forgetting in his grief the distinction between master and slave, and speaking with passionate energy, »I did love her, and do love her ' now. But she disdained me, she rejected me, and she was right. I was too wild, too savage for her; and again I say, though I love her with all my soul, I will mate me with one as wild as myself——«


 »Hush, massa,« said Sip, with a grin; and pointing to the Indian girl, who stood beside him in an attitude of submission, »‘ ’Spose the lady unberstand?«


 There was a smile on the Indian girl's face, and then a tear, and then—she was clasped fondly and tenderly to the exile’s breast.


 » Julia!«


 » William!«


 » This disguise!«


 » This faithful love!«


 » And you followed me—«


 »Not alone, William,« said the blushing and marked beauty—but about ten days since there came to Galveston, Sip, there, whose first act was to come to see us. Don’t scold him, ungrateful that you are. He gave such a picture of your lonely state that Helen vowed I ought, in Christian charity, to take pity on you—you know I love my sister—well, the very next day we were on our. way—Helen, I, Sip, four negroes, three negresses, and—and—«


 Some one else!« exclaimed Ogilvy, who was gazing with fond and searching oe at his lovely. mistress, whom he now full well knew, despite her paint.


 » Why, cousin Edward.«


 » A minister?« cried Ogilvy, eagerly.


 » Yes,« said the blushing girl; * but I promised Helen not to give you my hand until I had you once more safely back among your friends.«


 » Then you accept me?« said Ogilvy, who thou yt himself in a dream.


 » Did you not, just now, intend taking my hand by force?« replied the fair young, lovely girl.


 » And you have faith in me?«


 »I have,« said Julia, sweetly, and even had I not, would freely give you my hand. Love, dear William, hides many faults, and that you love me, it would be wrong in me any more to doubt.«


 »Generous, good girl—«


 » Discovered already?« cried Helen, who with the whole cortége came in sight from behind the hut.


 »My dear friends,« said William Ogilvy, rushing to meet them, while Julia flew within the hut, followed by her female attendant, to come in, shortly after, arrayed in all her native charms and European costume.


 A merry, happy, joyous breakfast party was that on the borders of Skull Creek, and many a lightsome joke was passed on the Crusoe-like tastes of the wanderer; many an hour was spent in wandering over his domain, and many an evening hour more in listening to his picture of his exile.


 Next day the whole caravan started backwards, and, ere a month passed, William Ogilvy had fulfilled his vow, for he had married the first Indian girl upon whom his eves fell on the plains where he sought refuge from the pains of ¢ disappointed love. Happy were they, and happy they continue. Three months of study of himself had made William Ogilvy a wiser and a better man, and while he still courted society, for he was a lover of his kind, he proved a good husband and a good father—things of which even an ambitious man is capable, if he likes. To serve one’s country does not necessarily entail utter undomesticity. William Ogilvy is now a member of the Legislature, but finds many a long hour to talk o old days, and be a fond and true partner for his Indian girl.

   


  -end-
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